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IN PRAISE OP HILDEBRAND, OLD CAMPAIGNER AND HUMORIST. 



VT CERTAIN CELBRRATIONS 
By windy moons or March he wore 
AN’^hole rows or eightino decorations.” 


Not in the earfc> the common cart, 

With vulgar items of the bag, 

But in a special place apart 
Let him be laid, our warrior- wag ; 
Herein the scene where last he sprinted 
And, sprinting, fell convulsed with 
mirth, 

Give him his hero's dues unstii^d. 

Lay him in earth. 

He was a most unusual hare, 

This Hildebrand ; he loved to face 
The powder's music and to share 
Our simple pleasures of the chase ; 
Delight of camaraderie pricked him I 
To join us at the first report, 

And, when he died, he died a victim 
To love of sport. 

Indifferent how remote the beat 
And what the weather, foul or fine, 
He would attend with instant feet 
And run the gauntlet of the line ; 
Wearing a smile of calm derision 
Yet not unmixed with kind regards, 
He mocked, in profile, our precision 
At fifty yards. 


Yet was his fur no coat of mail 
To let his limbs escape immune ; 
People would notice how his tail 
Ended an inch or so too soon ; 
Through punctured ears one saw the 
stubble; 

His flanks were drilled with draughty 
dints ; 

And half his hind-legs gave him trouble 
Eor want of splints. 

Legends arose of bis renown, 

How that his courage under fire 
Had won, by wide consent, the crown 
Of every soldiei^s heart's desire ; 

And how at certain celebrations 
By windy moons of March he wore 
Whole rows of fighting decorations. 
Three deep or more. 

There was the Norfolk Stai* he gained 
Eor cool behaviour in the roots ; 
Likewise the D.S.O., obtained 
The day he rushed the Colonel's 
boots ; 

And here, too, where he bit the greasy 
Bank of the hedge at which he dived, 
He surely must have earned the V.O. 
Had he survived. 






*’He mocked, in PEOriLB, OUR PRECISION.’ 


Bi^ no, his destined hour had struck ; 

Not all his judgment, nice and true,' 
His sense of range, his gift of luck, 

I Availed, this time, to get him through * 
Bight on the post, when he had flouted 
A dozen barrels* harmless bark, 
Pate's humour intervened and outed 
1 His vital spark. 






ti 


” The day he rushed the Colonei/s boots.” 

For, as he flew the open field, 

Taking, from time to time, a scratch, 
He failed to mark a gun concealed 
In the ensuing turnip-patch ; 

He failed, I say, to see this ambush, 
And suddenly there rang a shot 
From somewhere just behind a dam 
bush — 

And he was not ! 


He fell, and in his filmy eye 
The laughter said: ‘*You had me 
there ! " 

And that s a sporting reason w^hy 
We leave him now in earth's good 
care ; 

game-room, grim and gory, 
ohall he, our Hildebrand, be lugged, 
But here shall lie, in all his glory, 

Unskinned, unjugged. 0. S, 
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iraNOElOiAT. Answer to a Correspondent To In the nature of some persons the 

{By our Chanvariety Artiste.) mouth x-!fu will ’^^rg^ning spirit would appear to be in- 

Which so many commercial firms have Powder, was being sworn. He was asked to 

been worMng for has been produced. Answer to anothS: Correspondent Snu but X 

* * ^ ‘ ... 

By-the-by, a vacuous youth recently An advertisement • “ Wvlfo fm. nn,. , *j0 imagine that the most hard- 

placed a half-crown instead of a penny Anti-Fat Sf lWnpanSSrtion now TSI secretary in the world 

in cne of the existing machines at i readv^ paper edition now is the gentleman who acts in that 

railway station to see if capacit y for a certain self-made” 

it would work. • It would - —i Knight whose hobby is 

not, and the young man - < - , oratory. Not only has 

complained to a porter. ' secretary to write his 

“Serves you right,” re- ^ master's speeches, but 

marked that function- i compose 

ary, “ for trying to cheat ‘I ■ them that they do not 

the machine.” , contain a single word 

b®§iimiug with the letter 

Accident AT A Shooting secretary looks 

Party. * y £ 3 ■ tired sometimes. 

was out with a shooting \ ** ^ plant,” 

par^ one afternoon last ^ a ^scientist informs us. 

flew overhead. Sir Max ■‘•ise of the hair- 

“ Father,” asked little published a book 

Ernest, “why won't ' on “British Castles.” 

ghosts let you toucli Frankly wq think it a 

them?” “I expect it’s ^ ' NT'^rvNv ^ what 

on account of their | B5 ^ ^ •* happened recently to 

clothes,” relied the . Bg jhaHKar^jf ' \ Tatbershall Castle, to 

Source of aU Knowledge. ■ I jrB i| * draw attention to the 

“You see they're al- U \ fact that we still have 

ways dressed in white, MHI | \ JIt / ' | Ig We trust, 

and so they’re afraid of I Bjlfy iBU f I ^ \ ^ anyhow, that there will 

your finger-marks,” 1 ‘ ^ ^ ^f American edition 

that the whole town of I : only to care- 

Santa F6, Kansas, is i T less people that accidents 

shortly to be moved on ' ^ I ^ mWMu ii \ i t happen. The other day 

wheels a distance of six . i || f if 1 \» / I ' . i a caretaker w^as run over, 

miles to the south makes 
one wonder whether it 
might not be possible 
to take London to the 
seaside for a month each 
year in the hot season. 

The experiment might 
be tried first with a 
smaller city, such as 
Manchester. I: 










t' i-.j. " 


^ ^raATHEIl?” ‘ 

^ I’f’S BECAUsm THBV rtTLLS TEBIK- 


A WOMAN’S WOED p*? “ay be lost, nothing gained, 
(IN SEASON). If I show him too much at this stage. 

Mv toubto woDia soon be dieper^d 

“KMj»ebV .e»d «*ia eed He^JSiedbi Si'S fee, 

! (eve. ...erfb,..., NetS^fTh.^ ' 

I want something warm yet restrained the risk of mishap, 

d..tb.ffllaell.eb,p.r»‘g^ ® 


“Wanted, spade 
hands.” So runs an 
p advertisement emanating 

from some Cheltenham 
• Nurseries. We admire the 
modesty of the children’s 
wEATiiFii?" request. For ourselves 
re I-OLLS TEBIK- ^6 sho^d have choseu a 
set of No-trumpers with 
four aoes apiece. 

“Best wishes " — I think that wiU do, 
“For Christmas, and each other! 
Day.” 

It doesn’t say volumes, it ’s true, 

And heavens ! what heaps I could 
say! 

What I want h i m to gather is this 

And he might if he wasn’t so shy— 
That, of course, my best wishes are 
- his, 

And so, for the asking, am I, 




Ajixious SjmiiaMan. "Good ohacwusI ^^•0AT ’s wuoko ! Has .momeosb phteeid x 
■aew JJ ovian. ‘'Qg, jro ; Birr — I — I ’ve kilusd a pheasaxt.” 

























Mm-manncrcd MobU.- (w7^o luis hcc,i hm-kcd our and t,mU,d upct hj stm,a^,\ -Did roc coiiE r.vTi to do TavT> 
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■''Mi'ikikii 


Tnae Master “Just wok at thmi-am, ovek the «se! Did roc ever see scon tools?” - 
most oTycsrf cs™® Si»-‘ T here’s a tool boe-v hei-ery hour of the day.’ I believe they all 'dsis, 









THE GIANT WHO DIED dwarf, a little surprised, dis- But Chai-ming did not want to talk 

iTPniur T about brothers. He sat down on a 

t> KOM LAUGHING. _ This is splendid,” thought Charm- fallen log beside her, and looked at her 
{A Maitei'-of-Fact Fairy Tale.) ®'®d he started on his travels with entranced. 

n„„„ .. i ^ heart. ■< I think you are the most lovely 

Once upon a time tha-e was a Kingi The sun was at its highest as he lady in all the world,” he said. ^ 

were I z '^d ‘ ^ ^ Princess, whose 

young Zn,but™thM ^ Stv*"^ 

son, "wlioso noiiiiB v^as cilia Tn/^ira^ ovttow 

Charming, was a delightful ^ away fiom 

youth, who was lovl;! by jffi and there was silence 

everybody (outside hil 2£^J 

famUy) wL^ know him. a little at a loss, fidgeted 

Whenever he rode thi-ough ii llil Iw# nervously with his nng, and 

the town the people used Ol M 

to stop whatever work they fW \ " fflW since I have known 

wave their^caps^and cry A M A ] i 

“Hurrahfor Prince Charm- Vll fm sa d the dwai-f, ap- 
ing ! "-and even after he ^]W fii ^Ir — /" ,. ., 

had passed they would (Til [ffW 1/ / “Certainly not, said 

continue to stop work, in S^M |\1 lOl ^ Char-ming anply. “Not 

case he might be coming yV J I ^n manage 

back the same way, wheS 7/ " th s qmte well by mpelf. 

they would wave their caps Al- J ^ Speak, and I wiU obey.” 

and cry “HuiTah for Prince Zi\»^ / ' — m 

Charming ("again. It was ^0^ f~ Charming; and the dwarf, 

wonderfpl how fond of him ^ ° ‘>eg'^ing to lose 

they were. “Tuehb was a Kixg who hah three koxs.” things, again 

But aks I his father the so“> 2nd son, 3rd son, King, Ixoiiud.) disappe^ed. 


But Charming did not want to talk 
about brothers. He sat down on a 


^ wn-fVM.u WJUV/uaxcAD. JLJLC3 DOjU U.UVVI1 UIl Ol 

This is splendid,” thought Charm- fallen log beside her, and looked at her 
ing, and he started on his travels with entranced. 

a l^ht heart. “ I think you are the most lovely 

A on -n -mo « t t. ! —1* » 111 ! Viiii .-. ^ 


name, by the way, was 
Beauty. 

She looked away from 
him and there was silence 
between them. Charming, 
a little at a loss, fidgeted 
nervously with his ring, and 
began to speak again. 

“Ever since I have known 
you ” 

“ You are in need of 
lielp ? ” said the dwarf, ap- 
pearing suddenly. 

“ Certainly not,” said 
Charming angrily. “Not 
in the least. I can manage 
this quite well by myself.” 

“Speak, and I will obey.” 

“Then go away,” said 
Charming ; and the dwarf, 
who was beginning to lose 
his grip of things, again 
disappeared. 

The Princess, having 


they were. “The he was a Kixg who hah three koxs.” things, again 

But alas ! his father the Lt son, 2iid sou, Si-d son, King, hoimd.) disappcMed. 

he lay down to rest. He was awakened ( poHtely pretended trL^TokiiTfo^; 
edest son, which was funny of him,, by the sound of weeping. Eising something while this was soini on 
thrthir/fln'^’^®^ have known that only hastily to his feet he peered through tamed to^him again. ® ® ’ 

a fam^ir® lJdeTd'%brK“^ ^vith me,” she said. “ and I 

himcfllf Via;i n ■ from him, by the side of a stream sat will show you how you can help me ” 

umself had been a third son, so he had the most beautiful damsel he had ever She toot him bv a?e ^nd an^Ll 


V t OIU gjJLO OIHUU Oi UOebUby m s 

lacter was so popular outside his family, coughed and came nearer. 

Now there Jived in the Palace an old 
woman called Countess Caramel, who 
had been governess to Charming when 
he was young. When the Queen lay 
the Countess had promised her 

that she would look after her youngest aa 

boy for her, and Charming had often S 

confided in Caramel since. One morn- 
ing, when his family had been parti- 

cularly rude to him at breakfast, Charm- S 

•• ing said to her ; ^2 

“ Countess, I have made up my mind, liR ^ 
and I am going into the world to seek y 

my fortune.” L 

“I have been waiting for this,” said 
the Countess. “ Here is a magic ring. C 
Wear it always on your little finger, f M 
and whenever you want help turn it ^ : 

round once and help will come.” g-^\ 

Charming thanked her and put the m t " ^ 

ring on his finger. Then he turned it Dwarf. 

round oncei just to make sure that it {^^iarrfor(fotte}ihtsd€me.) 

worked. Imm^ately the oddest Httle “ Princess.” he said ten 
dwarf appeasied m front of him. knew she must be a Pri, 


coughed and came nearer. her on the gi-ass, and there she told 

t hiin her tale. 

“ There is a giant called Blunderbus,” 
she said, “ who lives in a great castle 
ten miles from here. He is a terrible 
magician, and years ago because I 
would not marry liim he turned my — 

my brother into a I don’t know 

how to tell you — ^into a — a tortoise.” 
She put her liands to her face and 
sobbed again. 

“ Why a tortoise 7 ” said Cliarniing, 
knowing that sympathy was useless, but 
feeling that lie ought to say sojuething. 

“ I don’t know. He just thought of 
it. It — it isn’t a very nice thing to be.” 

“And why should he turn your 
brother into it ? I mean, if he had 

turned you into a tortoise Of 

course,” he went on hurriedly, “I’m 
The LiTTr.E Dwarf. gkd he didn’t.” 

(i 7iavf funjottoi It in dame.) “Thank you,” said Beauty. 

tV"^ todedr. for Im . 


^ „a I .HU .b,y,-. .be b^S|r„SS^-er?a,‘iS 

..SiteSSbJS'l ^ fo Cb».,,, 

moment he said, “ Go awaj 1 " I ha?e n brother-^ ” had two brothers of his own ; and 

--- he looked at her in some surprise. 
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Yes ; di^’t she tell you about the 
others who had tried ? ” 

at beauty, frowning 

i»i tliat case 
we d better not go into it now,” said 
the Toi-toise. “But before you start 


did It ? ^6 cried as he was about to 

/don-tb,™? * 

! f n ». Charming remorse- 

tully, and kissed her hand, “tell me 
now I can help you.** 

“My brother,” said 
Beauty, “ was to have 
met me here. He is 
late again.” She sighed 
and added, “ He used 
to be so punctual.” 

_ “ But how can I help 
him ?^* asked Charming. 

“It is like this. The 
only way in which the 
enchantment can be 
taken off him is for 
someone to kill the 
Giant. But, if once 
the enchantment has 
stayed on for seven 
years, then it stays on 
for ever.** 

Here she looked down 
and burst into tears. 

“The seven years,*’ she 

sobbed , * ‘ are over at sun- 
down this afternoon.** Two ’s conpAxy 

"I .ee," »id Ch>™l.g tkousU. I,honUIlbl„ta|lt„y«„pi„tely 
"W „y I'ri? “ 

‘i?“d anything abOTttortoiseT?” ®^ 

mto ™w. Bnnnty „.had ,p tn| ■' Very W" SS” 



- -wv/nu-ujr iUSSUOU up rC 

him and, having explained the situ 
ation rapidly, made the necessary 
mtroduction. 

“ Charmed,'* said the Tortoise. “You 
can't miss the castle; it's the only 
one near here, and Blunderbus is sure 
to be at home. I need not tell you 
how grateful I shall be if you kill him. 
Though I must say," he added, “it 


“In 



“My Brother 1** 

{Jjntrodming the Family to Charming.) __ ^ 

puzzles me to think how you are goingjpieoe of “chalk ^Ld^av^L^a lectui-e 
•" I have a friend who wm J,«ln •• wll® common 


“Then you don’t happen to know 
what they eat ? " 

“I’m afraid I don’t.” 

“D^h it, why doesn’t anybody 
toow ? The others aU made the most 
ridioulo^ suggestions. Steak and kid- 
ney puddings— and shrimp sandwiches 
— and buttered toast. ^ Dear me ! The 
nights we had after 
the shrimp sand- 
wiches I And the fool 
swore he had kept 
tortoises all his life ! ** 

“ If^ I may say 
so,” said Charming, “ I 
should have thought 
that yo^L would have 
known best.** 

“ The same silly 
idea they all have," 
said the Tortoise 
testily. “When Blun- 
derbus put this en- 
chantment on me, do 
you suppose he got 
a blackboard and 


I don’t think like one, stupid. Else I 
shouldn’t mind being one.” 

“I never thought of that.” 

“ No one does, except me. And I 
can think of nothing else.” He paused 
and added confidentially, “ We’re 
trying rum omelettes just now. Some- 
how I don’t think tor- 
toises really like them. 
However, we shall see. 
I suppose you *ve never 
heard anything definite 
against them ? ” 

“ You needn’t bother 
about_ that,” said 
Charming briskly. “By 
to-night you wiU be 
a man again.*' And 
he patted him en- 
couragingly on the shell 
and returned to take 
an affectionate farewell 
of the Princess. 

As soon as he was 
alone, Charming turned 
the ring round his 
finger, and the dwarf 
appeared before him. 

“ The same as usual?” 

, . , . , the dwarf, prepar- 

[ ing to vanish at the word. He was mst 
begmnmg to get into the swing of it. 

« Charming hastily. 

I really want you this time.” He 
thought for a moment. “ I want,” he 
said at last, “ a sword. One that will 
kill giants.” 

Instotly a gleaming sword was at 
ms feet. He picked it up and examin e d 

it. 

“ Is this really a magic sword ? ” 

“It has but to inflict one scratch " 

-'d “and the result is 



“Do YOU KNOW AXYTHIXO AJJOrT TORTOISES? 


I have a friend who will help me,” 
said Charming, fingering his ring. 

“Well, I only hope you'U be luckier 
than the others.”. . 

The others ? cried Charming in 
surprise. ® 


CTAJ.U. iittuiuss oi tne common 
tortoise, before showing me out of the 
front gate ? No, he simply turned me 
mto the form of a tortoise and left my 
mind and soul as it was before. I *ve 
got the anatomy of a tortoise, I *ve got 
the very delicate inside of a tortoise, but 


Charming, who had been feeling 
the blade, took his thumb awav 
hastily. ^ 

Then I shall want a cloak of dark- 
ness,” he said. 

“ Behold, here it is. Beneath this 
cloak the wearer is invisible to the eyes 
of ms enemies,” 
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“One thing more,” said Charming. I of twenty-one miles each. But this Charming stopped short. 

ThS^^u » ^as before Book’s time. “You see me?” he cried furiously. 

\ ^ f ^ to-day. However, by taking one step to the “ Of course I do ! EeaUy, yon 

to tlie south-west, mustn’t expect to come into a^hoLe 
shoes and stepped he found himself close enough. A without anything on your feet and not 
th^s^rd^ d painful, walk, with his boots in be a little noticeable. ^ Even in a erod'd 

onhTf d ^ h f bi-ougW bim to his destina- I should have picked you out.” 


on his lady's behest. He had 
barely gone a hundred paces 
before a sudden idea came to 
him, and he pulled himself 
up short. 

“ Let me see,” he reflected; 

the castle was ' ten miles 
away. These are seven- 
league boots~so that I have 
come about two thousand 
miles. I shall have to go 
back.” He took some hasty 
steps back, and found himself 
in the wood from which he 
had started. 

” Well ? ” said Princess 
Beauty, “ Have ’ you killed 
him?” 

No, n-no,” stammered 
Charming, “not exactly 
killed him. I was just — ^just 
practising something. The 
fact is,” he added confi- 
dentially, “I’ve got a pair 

of new boots on, and 

He saw the look of cold sur- 
prise in her face and went on 
quickly, “ I swear, Princess, 

. that I will not return to you 
. again without his head.” 

^ He took a quick step in the 
direction of the castle and 
, found himself soaring over 
it; turned eleven miles off 
and stepped back a pace; 
overshot it again, and arrived 
at the very feet of the Princess. 
















CUAUMlisO MISJUDGES THE DISTANCE. 


”That miserable dwarf,” 
said Charming savagely, 
“ swore solemnly to me that 
beneath this cloak I was 
invisible to the eyes of my 
enemies ! ” 

“But then we aren’t 
enemies,” smiled the Giant 
sweetly. “I like you im- 
mensely. There ’s something 
about you — directly you came 
in ... I think it must be 
love at first sight.” 

” So that ’s how he tricked 
me ! ” I 

“Oh no, it wasn’t really ' 
like that. The fact is you 
are invisible hemath that 
cloak, only — you’ll excuse 
my pointing it out — there 
are such funny bits of you 
that aren’t beneath the cloak. 
You ’ve no idea how odd you 
look ; just a head and two 
legs, and a couple of arms, 

. . . Waists,” he murmured 
to himself, “are not being 
worn this year.” 

But Charming had had 
enough of talk. Gripping 
his sword firmly, he threw 
aside his useless cloak, daslied 
forward, and with a beautiful 
lunge pricked his enemy in 
the ankle. 


oiiiu. ttniveu ^ 

.topped off to L,r‘Si «to“4“‘~k.bi>ilogi»bi.ohdo. 


Stepped off in .irnfusion WhT k one cannot sides and feU back shaking in his chair. 

E™. toUrrSoff eaeo, to. 

m l^and, he^ntered the castle gates. ^ j ^ 

J^ound, gave a staiif of sunrise*, '^nt ' I 1 1 

" V— forward eagerly a moment, and then . S 

1 “Have you killed him*” leant back chuckling. lake most over- 

hours to sun- be stubborn when he liked. The original 
wZu affairofthetortoiseseemstohaves^TO ^ r- . . j-. 

course, what he really wanted to do “Why do you walk like fhnf?” 

WM to erwt an isosceles triangle on a said pleasantly to Oharminff The Oloak. 

base of eleven miles, having two sides baby is not asliwp.” ■ ' “* Oiougiit, « jig-saw puszle with 

fioww qf the 2>ieee$ ^missing.) ■ 


“Have you killed him?’ 






Old OentUnian, “By Jove! He XEAPfY wah vmi " vvK.N.i<H^Ki/Nr— . 

™k» 


v“‘m , brother! Oh, you— 

SrhVhK^^'v, S®^^b-b-b-^rotherl 
— herb b-b — ^lier b-b — / ** 

cold suddenly seemed very 

ling on his finger. 



torroise.’” sa“ £ LultrS coming he was more 

“ I meant since seven veirs n^-n ®ver as he rode through 

You_re much stouter than /thought ” lav Blunderbus 

‘‘Time hasn’t exactly stood S a,nd I 

you, you know. Beauty.” hy the magic 

‘‘ you saw me every day, ' someliow a strange legend ; 


Bluxdejujujs sees his last joke. 

“ Well ? ” said the Dwarf. 
hJ'u Oharming cmtly, “to 

through the 

phAor ® “widat the 

cheers^of tile populace. . . . At once.” 

' ^* 1 ®' ^™®®ss Beauty and 

^nce Udo, who was not her brother, 

®y®®' 

Jseauty s last illusion went, 

“ altered,” she said slowly.' ’ 


you,you W:B;rutX” was kiUed by the m^ 

“Yet you saw me every day * somehow a strange legen 

and went on loving me ” * 

. " ” He shuflaed 

‘US and looked away. 

‘‘Wdl, you see— of coui-se I MMS 
see— 

we if you thought we were in CjO 

love with each other, then, of ^ ^.^jk 

d^'^ ready to help \q^ ^ 

V and bald. (T^- '' 

it Wore why I didn’t notice ^ 

•■ Well, you wouldn’t when I ' W: 

was a tortoise,” said Udo pleas- i 

3' -1^® tortoises go I was Disillusioxed ; on tbs Kew 'iSxoch Amiev 

.“&T„r “« bit 

ObW™ lo^l. ht?Se‘eSb^5 

' A. A. M. 


Charming was home in time for] 
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”“ “/t ; r.?r •“ ™ 


ON THE PORTRAIT OF A FRIEND. 


When all the world is cold and dark without, 
When through a window that is far from clean 
J-Jw sowmn day peers in as though in doubt — 

He that of late so buoyant was of mien 

As to his very fitness to be seen ; 

When London fog, and skies of London grey, 
^call the golden splendour that has been, 
rri. i L reflects, with strong dismay, 

That here he is for good, and here he has to stay ; 

wholly blocked. 

My fragile soul, accustomed to a peak 
Of clear empyreal air, is straightly knocked 
^to the glooming middle of next week. 

Darkling I gaze around, and darkling seek 
Borne helpful charm these wintrj- woes to end 
Vainly, until, with sudden-brightening cheek, 

I turn to thee, 0 Portrait of my Friend, 

And slowly all grows clear, and things begin to mend. 

lawn, within a chair 
■ of pleasing comfort, oahnly as a lord 
He sits ; a blissful scent is on the air, 

Borne from his pipe : umbrageous elms afford 
A comely shelter for the shaven sward ; 

Pensive he sits ; a book is on his knee. 

Ah, happy book, he is not looking bored • 
Doubtless his musings are inspired by thee 
Partly , and partly by th’ approaching hour of tea. 


And, gazing with rapt eyes, I am withdrawn •. 

Into a pleasant land of summer ease. 

Methinks I stand upon a flower-fringed lawn ; 

Eoses commingle on a lightsome breeze 
With the choice weed ; the lazy hum of bees, 

The song of sleepy birds, entrance my sprite ; 

All is cool air, clear skies, and kindly trees' 

That shed a shadowy rapture— different, quite, 
Prom the depressing weight of town’s material blight. 

And in that hour what fantasies of son<y, 

wandering cloudlets, flow across my brain I 
AVhat speU is on me I I could go full strong 
But no. The fancy fades. I hear again ‘ 

The press of many feet, the dripping rain ; 

^og broods round me, and the solemn day 
' A ^1,.^ glimmers through an unclean pane : 

And all is dim, and dull, and dismal grey, 

As I turn up the light, and sigh, ab weH-a-way. 

O cool, calm shape, sit on. Thy fragrant pipe’ • 

summer be for ever ripe. 

The sky be fair, nor wanmg seasons doom 
- - ■{•“y suiting to a wintry tomb, 
h'am youth, beneath thine elms, thou canst not know 
•Rn^^K 0 ^ London’s heavy gloom ; 

10 waft me hence, as now, for some half hour or so. 
Dum-Dum. 
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SITUATIONS WE CANNOT BEAR TO CONTEMPLATE 



CELEBRITIES AND THEIR LITTLE HOBBIES 


m 


m 


Ja.S 


his leisure hours to ahranoixo 

PLBLIC BUILDING.?, ( \es ! THAT S CAPITAL 1 COULDN’t BE BETTER » 


; or ‘'jB^M,Q .** — So MANY members op 
the Unioxlst Party srAKE a hobby op d:etisikq and elaborat- 
ing DESIGN.? FOR THE ENCOURAGEMENT AND PEOPULSION OP THEIR 

revered Leader that, to save overceotoing, we here show 
AN instrument CALCULATED TO SATISFY ALL TASTES. 


w 


:jt 


jtw 


derives ESOIlMOtrM PLEASURE Ayn 

OT^ aS^Tn ‘'St>DVEXJR ’’ ETATPIW 

back cA«i.Ey-A wiettV 


IV®I McKewa amuses himself 

E£r“™ “i 




CELEBRITIES AND THEIR LITTLE HOBBIES, 



AIr. PiUSSIER's HOBBY IS rEBFOBMIN'O OX THE “lIOHT-EOrE" 

THE OOOI> OF TABKtXO LIKE 
TIGHT-EOPJE all right REFORE 1 'W’E^'T AND 

T^rars'”; 



Me. Euxciiiax peoposes to oambol uoht-heaetedly’ with 
the joyous lamb (when in season), and thus to steep himself 
IN THE pastoral SPIRIT AND THE LOCAL COLOUR OF HIS NEW 
POSITION AT THE HEAD OF THE BOARD OF AGRICULTURE. JuST AT 
PRESENT, THE- RIGHT SEASON IS NOT AVAILABLE. 



Sir Ernest Shack leton exjovs nothing more than taking 
R is Academy of “Flappers” for a health-giving blow on 
>V iMBLEi)ON Common. He adoi*i’s a suitably quiet and blame- 

IJBSS COSTUME WHICH IS RESPONSIBLE FOR THE P’ACT THAT THIS IS 

THE FIRST Press Kotice op an interesting habit. 


■PROFE^nOR j^EtP.ViA'iD.c 




VftRWSTAUC ■■ , 

'IS ie%ions 

SLm5^ 

Of 11 

TSE SCArt!>A!,5j£*^Y CcSTCMT^S 

££{'5 ‘,E 'JAHPA'.T RlOT&,/S t'*? 
'/‘StlCTiVF. JNC£R ’^VKffiTi*£TSC '0«;Ch 
SP&CtAt CLA^tjf S£SfDOt>S ^ATivffS 
-lOVj Tr, RiO VAjft?ej;C.S :f- QR'T*5'* 

rule ^ 

-AS A « 




t' 





lilE. liEIR-HARDIE, IN HIS SPARE TIME ;AS, IaDELD, IN WORKING 
HOURS), DEVOTES HIMSEIF TO THE ENCOrRAGEMENTP OF A FIGHTJm 
SPIRIT Jy TSJB ORDIXARILy IXA’OCrOUS ; BUT DRAAV'.S THE LINE AT 
ANY SCHEJVLE OP NATIONAL DEFENCE AS BEING RANK MILITARISM 
AND A MAD BLOOD-GUILTINES.^. 
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Pevlod-^The War vf 1914 , 


m 


(m 




li' 


^'^V' 




m 


m 




^Trj/ (fo the Heutery gallepitig 


ioSfinoay‘'UosB MT siiaRCT, ole iu.v. vtill TSEf It's got 'itched on to this bloomin* post 
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THIS SEASON’S GOODS.— THE DDMMY SWIMMEE 

rr. of the PRocEDri^/But h^lve appeaeakces «, keep 

^WTH l.VTERSAI, 0.UAMOPHOKE IVUlS TllREE TlAIEr^OV i'"'”*'''® »* EETPES TO HANB. Is PITTED 

rOR.-Ell AT AEY TIME TO HESll-E HIMSELF MONEY ' WILL BE EETnRXm BeAL’IIEUL MOENIKaU” SHOULD PL'ECHASiE BE 




* 


m 

mi 








^^fWi 






this SEASON’S GOODS.— THE PARTING GUEST’S REFUGE, 

MEN TRAVELLING ON THE CONTINENT USE OUR SPARE IVEH-SAVES ALL TI,^. ThE Ho«L SERVANTS WILL BE STILL LOOKING POETOU 










Punch*s Almanack for 1912. 












V6 


r.' \\\-^’^ 




(ajfljin. 




l¥:- 
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laii, 




1 rZX,^J!T^^ " ““r^^ - "-K^nr, so r^r 

^ ''■‘*- Tommy [excUedly). ‘-I k.now', I kxow. Yoi-jisKt.F ix a looKixo-otAss i ” 


y ,y.\ 


''W![py 




^ /'= ■'■/' 




%,. 




. 'W 






P, 


HirLLO ! 'W'hO the DEUCE ABB YOU?" “T aw Sii» rn»T/. nvf.^..rr „.rrr, tt *--vni 

By Tovpf Twat’c a wth. ^ ^ Gyuh OF 1 HE Bloody Hands, foundeu of this house! 

‘ MKETING you, old aiAX; you'll BE ABLE TO SHOW ME WHERE THE BATHROOM IS,” 
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EEST AETEE TOIL. 

(-1 Welcome on its Eve to 1912, heing 
Leap Year.) 

Our labour hath its ending, 

The lute at last is dumb ; 

On trouser-knees past mending 
No more you *11 catch me bending ; 
Ladies, your turn has come. 

Beneath what open casements 
Have I not sung my suits; 

With what profound abasements, 
What tactful self-effacements 
Avoided parents’ boots ! 

To hearts how prone to harden 
For three long years I ’ve put 
What pleas for grace or pardon 
In many a twilit garden, 

How dampish underfoot ! 

Ay, more, when out to dinner 
How oh I *ve murmured “ Stoop, 
Sweet angel, to this sinner,’* 

And tried all arts to win her 
Before we ’d touched the soup. 

And when I found no favour, 

Of one fond hope bereft, 


Turned to the fair enslaver 
(In case her heart might waver) 
Who simpered on my left, 

And said, “ Shall ice get married *? *’ 
And when she answered “ Pish ! ” 
Beheld my future arid, 

My day-dreams twice miscarried, 
Not halfway through the fish. 

On country walks, at dances, 

Weil have I waged the strife; • 
Hang it ! with all these chances 
Anyone’s fond advances 
Ought to have bagged a wife. 

But no I without compunction 
(Or stay, there was that touch 
Of pity’s mellowing unction 
From Maud, at Blisworth Junction) 
You ’ve all replied, “ Not much.’* 

And now the tourney’s closing 
Has left me limp and done ; 

’Tis time for dreams and dozing, 
Three years of hard proposing 
Do take it out of one. 

But if my field of vision 
Has overlooked some few 


Wlio might without derision 

Have watched the dart’s incision 
Where Love had pinked me 
through — 

Some maids or fair or clever 
Who did not mean to flout 

My amorous endeavour, 

(But by some fluke I never 
Happened to flnd them out) — 

Behold, Convention’s fetters 
Have vanished like a ghost ; 

Ye must be Love's abettors, 

Girls, and I *d like your letters, 
Please, by an early post. 

Evce. 

From the Grocers^ Gacjtte (our 
favourite paper) : — 

“An attempted burglary at Mile End eai-ly ■ 
on Tiiesday morning had a somewhat startling ! 
terniination, one ol the several inon attempting j 
to rob the 2>remises of the Eagle Confectionery ‘ 
Co. falling down a lift- well and injuring him- 
self. Tlie company have siiftercd in this way 
on several occasions of late.** 

We think that in their choice of exit 
these burglars should have shown 
more consideration for the company. 
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THE SWISS HOTEL. letters ovei- the back-door the legend I ,oivinoM.« rRYliM/' ween 

T -T «• FT •• H6tel bes Alpes. I used to wonc^er LUIMUUN 5 CRYING NEED. 

T that should be. I had an un- {Intervieic irith Mr. Grewsiy CramcK) 

n u suspicion that -sv hen a new “ The trouble with London, as I view 

but a port of call foy)assmg tourists, : resort grew up the first proprietor in it,” said the great entrepreneur “is 

t f Christ- 1 the field set to work to peg 0 ^. all the its poverty ot%utertainS i am 
IS loidajs, ■uheu it battens and best names and hare them plastered on astonislied at it. I go out for lon» 
^rows fat upon boom m Alpine his building for fear that someone else walks and frequently find myself in a 
ffitmusrstLd SwI ’i'vouldget tiiem I pictured to myself street uith no^ictuVpaWifit I 

T ^ n • i fsp^cia^ the wxld conipetitiou that sot understand that there actiially are still 

1 fur tlie name Hotel BarsTOL. (It suburbs that have not ^iven tbeirLme 

differences, to pit one against another, | is one of the unsolved mysteries of this to a local Empire. In the whole len^^th 

classify There is a j curious subject that almost every little of Harlev Street there is no plar-house 

nobler fie d for contempla ion m those wayside inn in the Alps is calfed tlie This means," he LXu^l nha Se 

f’*" r~i hotel BaisTOi,.) But a further study a host of people are foSed S- to 

el^ai-acter has given me the disproportion betw^rtiifn mber 

hmi-lim? A ."f ^ ti'uer explanation of the practice. I of Londoners and the number of seats 

brotherhood lor viutl. al their now believe that the enterprising still to spend their eSgs at Imme 

fnlaSAitfl are beautifulh and manager has made up his mind that It is this evil that I have set out to 
riff’ and invite by remedy. My campaign is clear loan 

diversity of its titles. Thus not quite manage one theatre for every 
‘ ^ patriotism of his Londoner, but I am plSL to find 

name in which the el^trSTliiit^^Alf by calbng his hotel the every Londoner a seat at some perform- 

fr.f,rs.,nrsr 

- !!-!’ X »?“ ““»”■ tL food i. excellml, „d it i. » mrsfll, aaa\' aS bSTSifcid"*iS 

—which gkOT^'ou buTSe?toflt?°T bedkeouragedin the early for musicJmlJk, theatres, picture-pdaL 

£e * 2 ei?Vl!r I ®“®^*“ [f®: Sr yLmeaJUJeakfSt Swbst md ii“thfmldX'^‘'l mein 


wic absence of that line with the cinema. What shall T dr. 

™te«Zh. ii" ‘5? »T.', J 




I used to wonder why they had so ' sunWre Vou tl 1 1 “ conoenti-ate on beguilement. I 

many names, for no Alpine Hotel can I chambermaid «!lio ®i‘'® PS’-’forraances a day in 

ever flourish under a- single one. You ^ When it gurgles softlv "in tlie*^olit Vt house that T control, and if need 
may ,r,v. ta a ™t Li ,l,a happy 1 J ^ ^ ® at S„“v ■•”■ “ * 

delusmn that your correct address is; The washing is perfonned with * 

*0 amazing promptitude, but, on the other . ^ ! “Z 

co\ei one clay that the note-paper is' hand, >'0u never ffet those little black Warning to Honesty. j 

lieafWl PTATinT. -Roat- ^ rpi. I sV “ jtiose nccie macK t -n..../ . 


. _ obuuo 111 >uui; uiesft 

arouses your curiosity, and you furtively use expecting them, 
examine the linen and find that it FinaUy, there ii 
is markpd TTAtipt. TS.A'nmx-Ar t?..*.- i ... 


. I ’ ijctcTA gcfo fciiuse iiCCie DiaCKl tir nr r * 

This studs in your dress shirts, so it is no Hoi/Taii 

. velv iififi Avnp/vfcmrr ’ o x=. iiu Huh Tail Sheep Dog. Anyone returniiig will 


. xo is iiu Huh Tail Sheep Dog. “ Anyone retiu-ning ivil! 

V payexpen.se.si. ^Advert, in '"iltujhv " 

IS this outstanding So now they know ! 


iLrrha®"t “‘•i z’" 

iect for if von’roilUfllfA**^ moment j-ou may oome across E:om “-Stocks and Shares" in The 

ire bSld L^nd foreigner Daily Mirror:- 

_ito « 'itp ja**'** ““ 


They may well be just now. 








Tax^I>nv^(^hon<^ nerved Ms iar. fare). “’Alt a ko>. GvLLr. ’Forb rotr shut the book, ;n7sr see if -e's mrHEn mv mat.» 


THE WOBLD OF BOOKS. 

Messbs. Macmillan, we see from a 
prospectus, have made arrangements 
whereby a certain book may be obtained 
on approval, “it being understood that, 
if not purchased, it is returned uncut.” 
But surely only a practised reviewer 
can judge of the merits of a book with- 
out reading it ? 

« * 

* 

The influence of Mr. Lloyd Geobge 
again ? Messrs. Cassell and Co. are 
bringing out a publicatioH entitled The 
World of Stamps, 

* « 

* 

The advisability of giving Indestructi- 
ble Toy Books as presents to children 
is being doubted by many members of 
the medical profession. It seems that 
some of these volumes really cannot be 
destroyed, with the result that many 
children, finding themselves baffled, fly 
into paroxysms of rage, with disastrous 
effects to their health. 

Extract from The Magic of the Hill, 
by Duncan Schwann: — “Then he 
actually stretched out his hand, and, 
taking her slender gloved one, pressed 
it in token of his sincerity. The lady, 
not to be outdone, squeezed his back.” 
The Militant Woman once more I 


An interesting anthology, entitled 
The Charm of India^ has fallen into our 
hands. It contains three capital ac- 
counts of “The Cawnpore Massacre.” 

Mr. Joseph Pennell, in his little 
book, The Great Nem York, is harder on 
his countrymen than we should dare to 
We might, perhaps, say that New 
Yorkers , were inclined to brag. Mr, 
Pennell boldly calls one of his draw- 
ings “ The Unbelievable City.” 

We note the publication of The Story 
of Emma, Lady Samilton, by Julia 
Pbanham, sumptuously illustrated, 
price thirty guineas net, and are sorry 
to hear that many cautious Scotsmen 
interested in the subject intend to wait 
until a sixpenny edition appears. 

The Nut. 

“At Gambridj^, it will be remembered, he 
graduated with Mathematical honours, winninsc 
the Ohaucellor's Medal (the Blue Eibbon of 
Classical Scholarship), and he was also stroke of 
his year there, leaving it with a brilliant 
I'ecom .” — Irish Iidepefiulcnt, 

“During the visit to Majo College Queen 
Mary witnessed a tent-pegging competition by 
the students and other sports, 

They are a gay lot at Majo College. 
Even the Dean is a bit of a sport in 
his way. 


A HINT TO WHITAKER, 

The inclusion in the list of Athletic 
Becords in Whitaker* s Almanack of a 
Standing High Jump with both ankles 
tied suggests the admission of other 
feats of an unconventional character. 

Amongst these we venture to su^^est 
the following : — | 

Three-legged race : fastest time done 
by a trio of one-legged men. 

Long Jump while singing “The Lost 
Chord.” 

Putting the Weight (a) with a toy 
balloon, (b) with plum-pudding. 

Throwing the hammer ; largest num- 
ber of spectators injured. 

Blindfold Skating race in hobble 
skirts. 

Longest lady’s leap on seeing (a) a 
mouse, (h) a blackbeetle. 

Throwing the Cricket-ball with but- 
tered fingers. 

From “ A New Year’s Journey ” in 
The British Weekly of December 28th, 
1911 

“Juliet was asleep. A small empty hamper 
at her feet told its own tale.” 

It is only fair to Juliet to explain that 
the hamper had been occupied not by 
bottles with gilded tops, but by a 
Persian kitten called Silverheels. 



-- PUNC H, OR THE LONDO N CHARIVAEI. [Januaby 3, 1912. 

SOCIETY NOTES. interviewer That in a long and crowded I revive the gigantic maiiim th u- ■ i. • 

By (^r Umcnipuhtis Reporter. rSSkaWe ® f/an ice-floe in thaTregion 

detest sympathy is felt with in the Steand^ ’ ^ which Mr. Blackwood believes to 

. Max Beejrbobm' m Vn'o owima. jjQ hibernafimo 


Ttl ^eebbohm in his recent mis- a, 7 ^ f ® ^ihernating. The feelings of 

fortune.^ Wlnl® changing from his nolo PmfnTin;! <. '• -i * * . the staff of The Times at the nrosneot 

clothes into evening dress on Saturdav eiwlAo of fk m theatrical of Sir HbhbYs prolonged abs^oe^an 

ast he ohmced to lean inadvertently befell Sir Gbomb At i’®tter be imagined than described, 

over a hghted candle and singed hia last week. * » * * * 

bea^ almost beyond repair.” ^ouLk instaUed a hydranlio The OhevaUer Ln Qubcx has been 

Cal^oman buffo, is de- — ^ ^^ mastAr T.,o JL! I?,®. 


w.u.o«wvi.c7 OiU wmc 

Laudbb, the famous 
Caledonian buffo, is de- 
lighting pantomime 
audiences, has taken a 
leaf out of the book 
of the genial Jimmy 
Glovee, of Old Drury, 
toe acreage of whose 
Boxmg Night smUe is 
M much a feature of 
London life in the fes- 
tive season as the 
poulterers’ turkey show. 

I Mr. GLO-ras, as is well 


mM 






~ !lSAv’ 

^ to new uL. The ^SStl^ ®tbe 


^ J^clou 

■ master. The other day, 
while leaning out of the 
window^ of his sump- 
tuous villa at Cettinje, 
he amused himself by 
picking off butterflies on 
the wing. Imagine his 
[feelings when, five 
minutes after he had 
emptied the last chamber 
of his revolver, the King 


airs to new uses. The 
Manchester conductor, 
with equal adroitness, 
hM arranged Handel’s 
‘‘ Hallelujah Chorus ” as 
the symphony which 
bmgs the Scotch com- 
edian on the stage 
whoever he is due, toe 
orchestra meanwhile 
softly singing the words 
Haeey Laudeb ! Habey 
Laudbb! ” Everyone 

ura noAdl 1 ^ . * 






understand, will figure 
ppminently in the 
Chevalier's forthcoming * 
novel, Monarch^ I have ' 
missed, 

chai^arTa. 

We hear that on 
Christmas Day the Fire 
Brigade received calls 
to several houses where 
the flames round the 
I plum pudding burned so 
fiercely that there was 
danger of the pudding 


we need hardly sav is aj^uve at lo a,m. and hold vottp ^ fiercely that there was 

ddightoi ^ ^ 

tragic death of ^^thu^ rov?» “to a single thiSs ! Sona;,^i^*““ ^ “’^ber of 

f ^ead. Dr. Watson. The de- uSofinbbl I ® hundred tralpr BurE 

-s s siS C"£'» “ 

™^pS^SlSl“’8“AaS: "to »L.ajS'?.‘v”‘1f 

^ oooivoS? J Mpw to: tho oU 

toSlA,.ad ^“‘“oed oiotm* „( T*"- ”>« tom 

gM3!,“',sS’iniS Kfc‘sF'?F»'‘^‘«?po‘= 
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Forty-eight dogs which Lave been 
trained for war have just reached the 
Italians in Tripoli. They are intended 
to supplement the ordinary dogs of war 
which weie let slip several months a^o. 

S'; ^ 

All irreverent and illiterate English- 
man who has just returned from the 
United States was heard to describe 
that country, the other dav, as “ A Hell 
Dollarado.'*' ... 

The Daily Mail informs us that on 
Christmas Eve a set of twins, Mr. 
He 5 ?ry Jollie and Mr. David Jollie, 
who were born at Leslie in Fifeshire, 
celebrated their 87th birthday. Frankly, 
we must decline to be interested in 
them. In our opinion twins ought 
never to be allowed to exceed the age 
of seven. After that they become an 
absiu'dit}'. Picture these two old 
gentlemen both dressed in Fauntleroy 
suits and walking about hand-in-hand. 

The Christmas * Number of The 
Strand Magazine publishes a collection 
of Spoonerisms. Bub we miss our 
favourite. Here it is. Mr. Spooner, 
runs the tale, went to an evening At 
Home. He remarked a friend sitting 
out with a lady in the conservatoiy. 
“Ah, Williamson,*’ cried the genial 
don, “you’ve got a nosey little cook 
there!” ... ... 

A strange tale comes from Chicago, 
A sect of Sun-worshippers have been 
bringing up a little boy as the Sun’s 
Earthly God, and, in order to increase 
his divinity, he was fed on white grapes 
and beer. This beverage— if we may 
judge from our experience of devoted 
b^r-drinkers— ought certainly to give 
him the right colouring for a Sun-God 
*../•* 

“New York Bank Eetuuks,” 
read an old ladj’. “ And I never knew 
that one of them had been missing,” 
she remarked. ... ... 

During the Chrislmas holidays 
burglars entered a Bristol warehouse 
by breaking through a substantial 
stone wall. They found the steel safe 
inaccessible, and they ransacked a desk 
without finding anything of value. It 
is now stated that in the desk there 
was a bag of gold which escaped their 
notice, and tlie safe contained £500. 
This is the sort of thing which sours 
our burglars, and, we would ask, is it 
really necessary that such facts should 
bo published? .. ,, 

The Leaning Tower of Pisa has, 
according to the commission which 
has been examining it, “ become slowly 
and slightly more slanting since 1817 ”• 



^ Jiui'(flar Uastuuj cachire yW 
O J'L’JIPOSJS.” 


time). “Poway, hs auir! They ’a rrr rr tueue 


What may happen one day is obvious. ! 
One could, indeed, scarcely blame the j 
Tower if, after leaning for all these' 
years, it were to sit down for a bit. 


Killed with Kuidiiess ; or. The 
Chaplaixx’s Doom. 

“Scats will be merycd for all gazettod 
ollieera who siguity tlicir inteiition of attending' 
to the chaplaiij.”— GazHfr, ^ 

cLanner, was attacked at 
adiiibiii^Ii by an A Incan bim const victor. . The 
reptile struck at her check, but Moki proiuntlv 
seized it by the EiyvmC 

We should have pinched its ear an*d 
said “ Naughty ! ” 


RONDDAU. 

(Ju an train at niicJ night,) 

I ’m out of spirits. Why? you ask. 

Have I lost money on a race ? 

Have I some uncongenial task 
Which gives me such a mournful face? 

Is it because I ’ve ceased to bask 
In Dora’s smiles (or those of Grace) 
I 'm out of spirits ? 

Readei-j the truth I wuil unmask : — 
The reason of my sour grimace 
1 o?« will consider commonplace ; — 

I see, on looking at my flask, 

I ’m out of spirits! 
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SOME RECENT DECISIONS. 

Bij the Bales of Golf Committee, 

AVillesden Bec Golf Club. — In 
& match-play competition B, a be- 
ginner, laas a six-foot put for a half. 
As be is alwut to make his stroke his 
opponent A points to some dead leaves 
in the line of the put, and saving, 
** You’re allowed to move tibese, 
you know,” brushes them aside for 
Jiim. B thanks him and holes out. 
Wliat is the ruling in the two follow- 
ing cases 7 (1) B claims the hole on 
the ground that A interfered with the 
line of his put. (2) B does not claim 
the hole, whereupon A claims it on the 
gi'ound that B did not^ enforce the 
penalty against him. 

Answer.— ( 1) The hole is B s. He 
has acted like a golfer and a sportsman. 
(2) The hole is A‘s. B’s conduct in not 
enforcing the penalty may be “ cricket,” 
but it is distinctly " not golf.” 

Middlesex Valley Golf Club. 

Our course is a very wet one in wdnter. 
During the recent rains A (24) and 
B (18) played a match. At the third 
tee, only one spot on the teeiiig ground 
was above water. A accordingly teed 
up there and attempted to drive, but 
was unfortunate enough to miss the 
sphere altogether. The only available 
place on the tee was now occupied by 
A’s ball, and B therefore directed his 
caddie to build a pyramid of sand over 
it, from the top of which he played 
his ball successfully, leaving the sand 
. intact. A gets out with a niblick, and 
B thereupon alleges that he has in- 
curred a penalty stroke by grounding 
his club while playing out of sand. Is 
this right? 

ANSWEB.~This is .a very difficult 
problem which does not seem to have 
arisen before. It sliould be dealt with 
by the club committee; the local rules, 
if necessary, being altered to meet the 
case. 

New River Golf Club.— A is play- 
ing B a friendly game for half-crowns. 
A, who fell into the river off the first 
throujgli over-swinging, sneezes 
violently just as B is driving at the 
seventeenth, with the result that B 
foozles badly. A is very apologetic 
and says, *‘fiave it again, old iellow,!’. 
which B does. A does not sneeze this 
lime, but looks exactly as if he were 
, going io, and B, in his anxiety to get 
his stroke over before the sneeze should 
come, foozles even worse, sending his 
ball into a pond. B now claims tlie 
right to play the. first ball, as being 
the bolter of the two. Is tin's in accord- 
. ance with tlie rules ? 

A]ss\yBR.-~By Rule 297, Sub-sect, c 
iSiieezing)^ if a player interfere with 
Ins opponent’s stroke by coughing. 


sneezing, snoring, w^atering at the eyes, 
inflating the chest or in any other way, 
he shall lose fclie hole. A therefore lost 
the liole. On the other hand, the 
suggestion that the stroke should be 
played again was contrary to the rules, 
and B therefore also lost the liole for 
adopting it. Perhaps they had better 
liave their match again, and be more 
careful on the first tee.' 

Golder’s Green Golf Club. — A, 
who is playing his ninth, gets into 
casual water in a bunker. He says to 
B, wli-o is just short of the green, 
“How many?” and B says, “ Seven,” 
whereupon A picks up. A’a caddie 
then alleges tliat B had really played 
eleven, and B admits this, and says 
that his answer to A referred to the 
number of his children, about whom 
he thouglit A was talking. Is there 
any nile to meet this case? 

Answer.— Yes. B was evidently 
lying when A \Yas in casual water, 
and he can be “dropped” without 
penalty. 

By the Bales of Billiards Committee, 
Little Hedikgham. — For the last 
forty years there has been a com- 
petition here at Christmas on the Pox 
and Hounds table, open to all the 
village. In the final tliis yeai‘, A, who 
wanted 25 to win, was in the middle of 
a break when he was accused by B of 
playing with the red ball. A indig- 
nantly denied this ; but the landlord, 
who Knows the balls better than any- 
one, was called in to identify them, and 
supported B. What is the rule in this 
case? Ought not the balls to be 
“spotted” ? 

Answer, — T hey had much beUer be 
painted. 

The Blue Pig.— aVs ball is in the 
jaws of the pocket, with tlie red just 
next to it. A announces that he is 
going to do a viassi shot, but misses 
his own ball and drives his cue clean 
through the pocket.' May’ he have 
another shot ? 

Answer. — Legally he may, but he 
would probably be better in bed. 

The Nest, Aston Parva.— I was 
playing B a hundred up this evening, 
and in the middle of a break, when I 
had ahmdy made two and bad the 
balls nicely together, B accidentally 
(so he says) touched the spring of the 
billiard table and it turned into a dining 
table. What ought I to do ? 

Answer. — ^Have dinner. 

By the Bales of Chess Coimiittce, 
Ernest Tomkinson, B.A.— A and B 
are playing a game of chess. Some of 
the pieces are missing, and has to use 
a cigar-holder and a small china buU- 
mneh in the place of the King Sind.one 
of the Castles. The china bull-finch 


happens to be standing on the King’s 
square, and B checks it with his Queen 
three squares away. A promptly takes 
tlie Queen with his bull-finch, and ui 
heated discussion ensues, B alleging 
that this china ornament is the King 
and that it is the cigar-holder whicli is 
the Rook. The fact that the bull-fincli 
was on the King’s square is advanced 
as an- argument by him ; but, on the 
other hand, A distinctly remembers 
castling. Is tliere any rule about it ? 

Answer. — It is best to come to a 
clear understanding at the beginning ot 
thegame as to the values of the different 
pieces ; otherwise discussions are bound 
to arise. This is a case where Rule 
139c (1911) comes into force: “If 
either player is dissatisfied with the 
position of tlie game he can knock the 
board over accidentally while rising to 
look for the matches.” 

By the Bides of Diimh-Cramho 
Committee. 

Ennerdale Grange.— a, B, C and 
D are playing dumb-crambo against 
W, X, Y and Z. A, B, C and D arc 
out, and the word to z'hyme with is 
“ home.” They do “gnome,” “comb,” 
“foam,” “dome” (with great diffi- 
culty), “loam” (with even more 
trouble), “roam” and “tome,” but all 
are hissed. After another ten minutes 
in the cold they think of “chrome,” 
and give what they allege to be a 
representation of it. This also is hissed . 
Finally they announce that they give it 
up, and are informed that the word is 
! What is the rule on this 

point? 

Answer.— The rule is that W, X, Y 
and Z now go out, and A, B, 0 and D 
think of the word “ bicydje.” Then 
they call W, X, Y and Z in, and tell 
them that it rhymes with “Spain.” 
It will be found that there are nearly 
fifty rhymes to “ Spain.” 

A. A. M. 

The Tube and tie Pantomime. 
Dear* Mr. Punch,- Do you think it 
would be any good for me to write to 
the Ti*affic Manager of the Piccadilly 
Tube and let him know that there is a 
theatre in Drury Lane, within easy 
reach of Covent Garden Station, and 
that it might be convenient if he would 
stop a few more of his trains there of 
an evening during the Pantomime 
season ? It was all very well to 
ignore the patrons of the Opera, but 
tlie Pantomime is very dear to the 
humble Tubist. And he doesn’t caro 
about being shot through to Holbom, 
or left suspended at Leicester Square,* 
just as the curtain is going up. 

Yours obediently, 

• «- Alight Here. 



January 3, 11)12.] 
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j A BED LETTEE DAY. 

! January 1st, 1912. 

^ The clocks had all stnick, the due 
rites were performed, the last carriage 
rolled away, the distant pealing of hells 
ceased, and I seated myself before the 
dying liro~*as usual, 

I did not hear them enter, I only knew 
they would come, and then that they 
were present. The same old crowd, the 
. sameljedraggled shamefaced crew. I 
recognised them well, for tlioy had grown 
j old in my acquaintance— all save one 
I bright youth who, with hope and ambi- 
I lion glowing on his brow, was a stmnger 
to me, though I knew him at once for 
; “ Clean-the-car-every- Saturday.” 

; First in age and mildewed neglect, 

I with dejected droop and downcast eyes, 

I was the ancient ** 6et-up-early,” a 
creature nearly as old as myself, and 
standing abashed at his side was his 
partner in disgi'ace, “ Work-])ofore- 
. breakfast.” I iiad been wont to greet 
the pair on this yearly occasion with a 
hurst of enthusiastic welcome which 
warmed me to the bone and set me 
‘tingling not merely with tlie glow of 
resolution but with the exultation of 
actual achievement, but now they did 
not awaken cordiality*: my rijimg pulse 
faltered and sank, , . 

I The truth ^Yas they were so mouldy » 


and debilitated, so tousled and effete, 
so dingy, disspirited and broken, that 
anyone might have been ashamed to 
greet them as old acquaintances. I 
changed the salutation on ray lips 
adroitly into a cough and turned ray 
eyes to sort over the rest of the un- 
liappy shapes. 

Fach exhibited a more forlorn lassi- 
tude and dejection tlian I could have 
supposed possible of any concepts of 
mine, and it occniTed to me that this 
was their miserable way of growing 
old ; a decay due to indiffeienee, bore- 
dom, indolence and equivocation. 
*‘Dum]>belIs-twice*a-day,’' “ Keep-priv- 
ate-accounts,” “A void-coffee,” “Fore^^o- 
taxis,” “Wash-the-dog,” -‘Flannel- 
waistcoats,” all wore an air which 
might Jiave passed for senility had I 
not known each to be relatively young. 
But among all the enervated wretches 
before me none inwoked a deeper 
disgust than that degraded brute “Bed- 
at-twelve,” As tliough his own presence 
were not discreditable enough, the 
creature was attended by a ghostly 
shadow wJiich I recognised only too 
well as the detested spectre of “ Bed- 
at-eleven,” long since defunct. Another 
haggai'd luMaa I would peremptorily 
have ordered from my presence had I 
not' known that he would refuse to obey 
me. “ 6ive-up-smoking” (for he it was) 


fixed me steadily with a reproachful eye 
and my impatience increased. Even 
that glorious youth “ Clean-the-car- 
every-Saturday ” found less favour in 
eyes the longer I contemplated 
him. I perceived only too clearly that 
he also was a bad egg. I rose from my 
seat. 

“ Gentlemen ” — I addi'essed my 
New Year's Resolutions collectively — 
“gentlemen, you have come here in 
accordance with an honoured, im- 
memorial custom ; you will therefore 
understand that it is in no mood of 
liglit commentary, but with deep con- 
viction and gi‘ave purpose, that I now 
inform you tJiat you are, and have 
always been, each one of you, Rotters. 

“ When I mean to do a thing I do it. 
When I want an incentive to stiffen 
a purpose, my conscience supplies it. 

I Your office has ever been to urge an 
^ immaterial modification in the calendar 
as a motive for reform. This is an 
affront to my intelligence. Therefore 1 
say, ‘Git.*” 

I uttered this direction with such 
vehemence tliat the dingy crowd melted 
away into the pattern of the wall 
paper, and at the same moment a sturdy 
beaming apparition seemed to condense 
from the air and take shape before me^ 
I was in the presence of “Admit-no- 
skulkers-on-New-Year*s-Day.” 
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THE AGE OF LUXURY. 

OfiTXINO SUCH A 1510, EHAVE BOY NOT.V, YOU DON’i MIND THE DARK.”, 

Mummy; *cause I*ve two angels at my head and a hot-wateh’ bottle at my feet!” 


SEASONABLE NIGHT-HOEROES. 

It was the eve of New Year’s Ere — 
to be exact, one o’clock the next morning 
— and I went to bed rather, pleased to 
think that 1912 possesses as manv as 
366''days. 

My mind was a little disturbed about 
my old - Aunt Sarah, who for some 
reason sent me\ a Christmas card this 
year, while I, for the eternal reason of 
economy, had sent her none. “ Never 
mind, I *11 get her a New Year card to- 
day,” I said, and went to sleep.' The 
first seventeen years of the night I 
spent in a taxi, trying to find a shop 
where New Year cards were sold. I 
went to London, Edinburgh, Paris and 
Cirencester, but I was told everywhere 
that such cards could only be obtained 
to order, and that it would take three 
weeks. It was a longish ride, and the 
indicator showed £i,774 17s, 

Boon after I fell asleep again, soothed 
by the ecstasy of my awakening. 


Burglars now broke into my room* 
with pony and trap complete, and took 
everything (including my pipe-scraper) 
excepting the set of fancy waistcoat 
buttons my wife’s mother had given 
me only a few hours before. Wonder- 
big* , "wdth soma bitterness of mind, 
what was the use of going to sleep if 
I couldn’t get rid of these confounded 
things for even an hour or two, I went 
to sleep again. 

I accidentally knocked the Shak- 
spearean Block Calendar (one of those 
inventions for augmenting one’s daily 
toil) into the fire, and it wouldn’t burn : 
the fire improved it if anything. " I 
casually allowed to fall out of the 
window on to the pavement the glass 
dog with the long neck and squint, 
designed to sen^e as a pen-rest, an ink- 
stand, a paper-weight and a perpetual 
annoyance to the owner, and it just 
bounded back again and in at the 
window, unchipped. I offered a.hand- 
ful of those cigars to the dustman, and 


he invited me to believe tliat he never 
smoked, but spent his money on cocoa. 

- It was a vile' dream. I was glad to 
wake, for, thank heaven, that calendar, 
is going to be burned,* that dog shall 
have its silly neck broken; and those 
cigars shall be taken away by the dust-' 
man, even if I 'have to pay him to 
remove them. 

“The (Edipus' Rex, that great Socratiau 
tragedy. — Bystmvder. 

The stage adaptation, from Socrates* 
novel, was done by Sophocles, but it 
is ' only right that Socrates should 
share the credit, 

“The literatui-eof dancing is slill waiting for 
its classirs. Two mistakes are common to 
i almost all the extant treatises, and each is 
iUnsti*ated by one of these two latest hooks on 
the subject. The first is the attempt, which is 
made by to get over too much 

ground, — Tiines^ J^crary Supph^MiU, 

We have often seen this mistake 
in' the ball-room. 
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THE DAEK ADYENTUEE. 


Kew Year. “A BIT THICK, ISN’T IT’ AND I’M NOT SURE THAT I LIKE THE LOOK OF THOSE GOBLINS. 
Om ^BEEAii Paeit. “BLESS YODE HEART, THOSE AREN’T GOBLINS! THEY’RE BENEVOLENT FAIRIES” 
New Year. “I DARESAY; BUT THEY’RE SO LARGE!” 
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WINTER SPORTS FOR POLITICIANS.-NO, 2. 

Mr. UovD GconcE, Loi;J IIaldase and Sir Eow.vnD firjey try a little mn xnth llie •'Sl.ps-nto mn-st I;e ol>ej-<.<l. 
_ Asquith imiuches “anti” saiidwiclics on tlio bawk.) 
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THE MODEBN EOXHUNTEE. 

Whyte Melvbglb and Sobtebs the glories unfold 
Of the chase of the fox as it flourished of old ; 

The hunting remains and for ever will stay, 

But the ride to the covert is passing away. 

The stout covert hacks so beloved by our sires 
Have yielded their places to petrol and tyi’es ; 

And I frankly confess that I drift with the tide 
Of those who would much rather motor than ride. 

I see the groom start with my hunters so fleet, 

^ bumping ten miles to the meet, 

While I sit by the ingle and stretch out my legs, 

After breakfasting freely on kidneys and eggs. 

The clock shows ten-thirty ; there comes to my ear 
The throb of the motor, insistent and clear ; 

Bring forth my fur coat, for I always observe 
That the cold has a way of affecting my nerve. 

Now fetch my top hat with its polish so rare ; 

^my flask full of port ? Are my sandwiches there? 
Then pull up both windows, and onwards we *11 race, 
While I muse on the dangers and charms of the cliasc. 


We arrive at the meet, and my rugs I unfold ; 

Ah, how warm is the motor ! The saddle, how cold 1 
But the blood of my fathers still runs in my veins, 

So I climb on my horse and liold on by the reins. * 

When the day*s sport is over and perils are past. 

When the huntsman is sounding a long-drawn-out blast, 
Another horn’s echoes I liear from afar, 

The welcome “ Toot-toot ” of my oncoming car. 

The return from tlie chase was our fathers’ delight, 

And they loved to ride home 'neath the curtain of nieht • 
But give me a fur coat and a thick black cigar 
And a soft corner-seat in a smooth-running car. 


f^tauton, and lus deop voice vibi-ated 

;To pcnuaueutly iwstimo it,’ the Karl inunimred, strokiu^Miis 
chm with a caressmg motion.”—- JkVt Wy Tdtujmj)k ” Novef. 

We are disappointed in the Earl. If he had wanted to 
improve on Stanton’s phrase tliero \Yas one obvious wav 
of doiuir it. ^ 
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THE MERCURY. 

Wb were aboard ship— at least I couldn't Iielp fosling 
we were aboard ship, for we were surrounded by brisk, 
fi-esh-faced, naked-footed sailor bojrs, all dressed in the 
immortal h^iliments of the British' tar, and all calculated 
to give an irresistibly nautical air to the most ten-estrial 
scene. Puffs of briny wind and stinging spi-ay seemed to 
blow from their loose blue trousers, and the whole place 
' ^PP88''-'6d to rock on the waves as the boys tumbled up and 
I lell into line. And yet how came a moist gravel path— for 
that 'was unquestionably what the naked feet were running 
on— on board any ship however modem? And wdiafc 
meant these trees and bushes and these patches of damp 
pecember grass ? No, we were not actually on board shim 
luckily for us, since we ’«vere landsmen and the 'wind was 
not Without a suggestion of swayings and tossings that 
might Imre driven the blood from our cheeks and forced us 
to take refuge below. We were in the grounds belonging 
to the Traming Ship Merairi/, and the jolly who 
were now smartly ranked in order on either side of us 
were the ship’s company. 

“These boys,” said the Director— but where had we 
seen that Director before? Memories of the Queen’s Club 
of Lord’s and the Oval, of brilliant centuries, of football 
matches, of swift races, of leaps through the cleft air ending 
(prophetically enough) in ^ 

A station like the herald Mercury 

New lighted ou a heavou-kiasiiig lull — 

; all these came thronging back into our minds, a resurrec- 
tion of youth and bloom and strength and ardour, as we 
c ontemplated the Director’s athletic figure and listened to his 
, words—** these boys,” said the Director, ** come to us from 
many parts of England, but mainly from the South. Some 
are boj's of w’orking-class families that can manage to pay 
something in fees— all honour to them — for the support of 
the boys while they are here; some of them are from the 
workhouses— many of our best boys come from there. We 
take them at any age from 12 i to 15, but we prefer to get 
them at about 14. Just look at them well, rememberin«* 

I where they coma from, and tell me if you ’ve ever seen a 
I better, smarter and likelier set of boys anywhere? ” ' * 

I never have, and that ’s the plain truth. Not Eton or 
Harrow or Bugby or any other.public school, or even 
Osborne, splendid as Osborne is, could show boys more 
alert in mind and bod}% more eager to do all things 
uioroughly, more joyous in their movements or with an 
honester soul shining in their eyes than these boys of The 
M&vcury. - 

‘‘The fact is,” went on the Director, “that we train 
them to think for themselves and do things for themselves. 
Character is what we aim at, and we get it in the fine old 
public school fashion by giving the boys respousibilit3^ 

I The section-leaders are boys ; boys look after the mess ; 
boys keep the accounts ; boys are' to a large extent made 
responsible for good order and discipline; and there’s one 
A point — ^they are always occupied, never idle.” 

At this moment a bugle sounded, and awaj" marched my 
young friends to the great hall, where they were to give or 
witness the entertainment preparatory to the prize-givin<» 
i^at was to wind up their term. A little way off, in the 
Hamble, lay the Mermry, the central point of their present 
traditions and their aspirations, the central point in the 
future of bright and happy memories. Near her lay the 
hospit^ ship, which w^e visited. There we found only one 
poor little fellow kept away from the festivities by an 
abscess, but doing his best to give us a smile of welcome. 

** Mind you,” said the Director, ** the Mercury isn’t a 
reformatory ship. There's nothing of that kind about us. 


Our boys are all boys of good character. What do they do 
afterwards? Nearly all of them go into the Eoyal Navy, a 
few into the merchant service, and a few into regimental 
bands ; but the Eoyal Navy takes the bulk of them ; so we 
feel that we 're doing a national work. How do they get 
on in the Navy ? I ’ll tell you. Ninety per cent, of our 
boys reach the higher ratings there; of “ shore-boys ” not 
more than twenty per cent, reach them. That shows the 
value of our work.” 

Soon we found ourselves in the thick of the entertain- 
ment. There 'were songs, and no songs ever went with a 
greater go. There were hompipes, and our legs seemed to 
yearn to join the twinkling legs on the stage. There was 
signalling, and England duly expected that every man 
would do his duty ; there were carols, and oh, how sweetly 
they sounded as the little fellows trolled them out ; there 
was drill, the most animated drill I have ever seen ; and 
the boys’ band, greatly and successfully daring, played brave 
strains from ParsifaL Then came the prize-giving, and, as 
each little tar took his book or his portfolio or his certificate, 
he saluted the prize-givei*, and then, turning smartly, saluted 
the audience. There never was a more delightful occasion, 
and the delight 'was of the kind that gives you now and then 
a lump in the tiiroat from mere excess of pleasure. 

Now you 'v^’ould suppose that an institution doing this 
splendid work would be rolling in wealth ; but there you ’re 
wrong. ^ A certain amount it does get in fees, in Admiralty 
grants, in Board of^ Education grants, and in subventions 
from County Councils. But beyond this ib requires every 
year some 42,000, and this sum has to be raised from the 
donations and subscriptions of friends. If anyone feels 
moved to subscribe let him (or her) send a cheque to 
Mr. C. B. Fry, the Hon. Director, Training Ship Meraury^ 
Hamble, Hants. No money, I am sure, could be better 

E.C. L. ■ 


BEAL EESOLUTION. 

[Pcmar'ka'ble display of will poiver on Neiv Tear's Day,) 
That morning (by a fluke) I woke full early; 

I felt like rising sharp at six o’clock, 

. Hours ere Matilda, somnolently surly, 

-Would come to give the customary knock. 

Gaily I thought within myself, ‘*I ’ll show ’em 
Whether I ’m quite as lazy as they say ; 

I will arise and write a little poem,” 

But Caution whispered, “ Nay.” 

For I recalled the date, nor dared succumb to 
This sudden wish to dress ; instead, I lit 
A cigarette (upon an empty turn, too 1), 

Then settled down to sleep another bit, 

Lest, when I d shaved and finished my ablutions 
And met Priscilla o ’er the coffee cup, 

She *d turn the talk to New Year resolution*^ 

And bid me ** keep it up.” 

Fearing throughout the year to be afflicted 
• By some ridiculous (though righteous) oatli, 

I shrank from doing that 'which contradicted 
My firm-established fame for ingrained sloth. 

So, though for once I- really felt a liking 
For rising with the lark (the little fool), 

I did not stir till noou had finished striking, 

True to my daily rule. 


Another time he must think of a better excuse than that. 
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MR. PUNCH’S GENERAL 
KNOWLEDGE EXAM. 

At the instigation of The Spectator 
various Army officers have jout ques- 
tions^ in genial knowledge to the 
recruits of their regiments. Not to bo 
beaten, 2Ir. Punch has suppressed his 
naturally kindly instincts and set a 
General Knowledge paper of his own. 

Question 1. Who is the editor of 
The Spectator ? 

Nineteen recruits failed to answer 
this question. One (presumably of 
superior education) replied Addison. 
Other replies were Mr. Lloyd Geobge, 
Mr, SiBviER (which shows some 
acquaintance with leading weekly 
journals), and Mr. Cadbury. One 
suspects the last answer of irony, as 
it is well known that The Spectator 
does not publish betting news. 

Question 2. What is the Referendum? 

Twenty failed to answer. One gave 
an intelligent reply, but confused the 
Referendum with the Equator. Two 
said that the Referendum was hard on 
the To!itenham Hotspurs in their last 
cup-tie. One thought it was an intelli- 
gent t n nial, and one that it was Mr. 

1 LiiO\D George. 

Question S. Who is the leader of the 


Unionist Party in the House of 
Commons ? 

Again the bulk of the recruits 
j betrayed absolute ignorance. Two 
j replied “Joey” (a popular nickname 
for the Right Hon. Joseph Chamber- 
lain). One said Mr. Lloyd George 
(the same w^ho declared him to be 
editor of The Spectator), Another , 
replied Mr. Lowther. This perhaps i 
showed too exclusive a study of The^ 
Spectator, Other replies were Mr. 
Bonar Long, You Cecil, and Sir 
Orstin Oai-zon. 

Question 4. What is Pres Trade ? 

Most of the sitters retui-ned blank 
papers.^ One (who seemed obsessed 
by a single idea) replied Mr. Lloyd 
George. The remainder confused it 
with Pree Beer and argued pointedly 
in its favour. 

Question 5. Is Animal Intelligence 
Increasing? 

All answered this question well (with 
the exception of one who argued that 
Mr. Lloyd George’s intelligence was 
increasing). Prom the propriety of 
language and vividness of imagination 
shown in tliese answers one would deem 
them quite worthy of a place in the cor- 
respondence columns of The Spectator, 

• Question 6. If you wer^e wrecked on 


a desert ishxnd, which paper would you 
choose to have sent you regularly? 


Most of the recruits apparently pre- 
» ierred to be free from the popular 
I press. One expressed a desire for 
Mr. Lloyd George’s Penny Budget. 
Another spoilt a highly satisfactory 
answer by making two selections, The 
Police Netes and The Daily Mail On 
tlie whole the replies were most dis- 
appointing. It was hoped that at 
least one x*6cruit would have named 
The Spectator — the ideal paper for a 
desert island. 

Question 7, Name the three greatest 
living men *? 

The voting was curiously divided. 
Hobbs and Wilfred Rhodes were 
frequOTtly named. Amongst others 
mentioned were Lord Kitchener, Mr. 
Lloyd George, Miss Pankhurst (this 
reply was evidently made under a 
misapprehension), and Danny Maher. 
One recruit spoilt an excellent answer, 
“Roberts, Grey, Stevenson,” by 
selecting a dead author to accompany 
the veteran Field Marshal and Foreign 
Secretary. One could have wished 
that at least one of these young warriors 
had named Mr. J. St. Loe Straghey, 
whose aide pen settles the policy of 
England every Saturday, 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“OfiPHEUS IN THE UNDERGROUND.” 

The Sacred Lamp of Burlesque has 
long ceased to have an abiding Temple 
of its own in our midst ; but an imita- 
tion article, modified from the French, 
has now been temporarily installed 
at His Majesty’s, where “the gods, 
some mortals and” Sic Herbert 
Tree are the priesthood that tends 
its flame. But somehow the atmo- 
^here of the place is discouraging. 
One associates His Majesty’s with 
many forms of dramatic art, all 
memorable for the charm of their 
setting, but Extravaganza was never 
one of these. The local tradition of 



of orchestral instruments, to be funny 
about his conjugal infelicity, received 
no sort of assistance from an American 
Eimjdice (Miss Perry), who w^as only 
concemed to do justice to her big notes, 
and left the humour of things (if any) 
to wdioever felt like it. Mr. Lionel 
Mackinder felt like it, and lie was a very 
busy and agile and clever Pluto tlu'ough- 
out ; but he never made me share his ' 
own merriment. As for the humours 



KON-STOP TO “'OLYMPIA.' 

Orplmis Mr. Couijtice Pottxj-,^. 

Mrs. Gntyuhj Miss Lottie Ye:sse. 

beauty is more than maintained, but 
it IS wasted upon the liumour of the 
diab^e; or, il you like, the humour 
of the dialogue is wasted upon it; 
anyhow, they seemed incougmous. 

You will, of course, tell me that 
humour depends largely upon the ele- 
ment of incongruity; but pure beauty 
of form and colour, as distinguished 
from that magnificence which is always 
so near the borderland of the ridiculous 
seldom lends itself to the incongruity 
which is of the essence of humour 
Instead of working together, they are 
h^ nearly always in opposition; and 
the even if it had been much 
better fun, was bound to suffer iu the 
struggle, 

. And a struggle it was, from the 
very first scene where Orpheus fin 
the person of Mr. Ooubtioe Pounjjs) 
dmng his very best, by aid of all manner 


- — aa tTupttes' j 

but I seem to remember, from twenty 
3'eara ago, a pantomime called Vmits, 
Moating of the same High Life, tliat 
afforded me (younger as I was, and 
less captious, at that period) a vast deal 
more amusement. The novelty of Mrs. 
G^indy's intrusions gave Miss Lottie 
Venne a chance that she was hot 
hkely to neglect. It did not matter 
much what she had to say, because 
she has her own way of saying almost 
anything ; and this was fortunate, for 
she was not too well served with her 
dialogue, and the best'joke put into her 
lips— “A fig-leaf for your mythology! ” 
—was itself nearly as ancient as ‘the 
first myth. 

Time, however, if it makes the old 
joke older still, ivill furnish fresh ones. 
Only no more pantomime puns, I do 
imploi'e* in her Prologue 

(excellently made and delivered), had 
promised that we should have none of 
these terrors; and her pledge was 
badly broken. 

Meanwhile, there w^as one feature in 
the performance that could not easily 
have been bettered, and that was the 
gaiety, obviously sincere, of the choral 
dances, carried out in the true spirit of 
Offenbach’s music. And I take away 
an attractive picture of the handsome 
Mercury of Mr. Peter Upcher (though 
nis head-dress was wrong), and of the 
wall, straight -limbed and altogether 
glorious Venus of Miss Hilda Antony 
Mr. CouBTicE Pounds, of course 
sang as one who knows; but the song 

^ .rrr tho di’owsy air 

“T^hen I was King in Arcadf,” ad- 
mirably given by Mr. Walter Creigh- 
ton in the part of John Styx. I failed 
by the way, to trace iu the lyrics the 
particular gifts of Mr. Alfred Notes 
and wondered a little what he was 

Nor )vas I quite 
satisfied about Sir Herbert Tree’s 
motives for producing this version of 
Orphde atm Enfers during the Christ- 
mas holidays. It is not, as FinMc 
was, designed for the children, to whom 
eve^body is just now appealing. Nor 
appease the older 
mtelhgenoes that might have been 
tickled by its application to modem 


politics or^ social fashions. Nor will 
it, I imagine, undermine the loyalty 
of those who follow, for reasons best 
kno'wm to themselves, the cult of 
musical comedy. Nor, once again, is 
it A Midsummer Nighfs Dream that it 
should content the habitues of a house 
long ^ known^ for the splendour of its 
classical revivals. But all the same, 
I cannot honestly advise anyone to go 
out of his way to miss it. 

“Hop o’ my Thumb.” 

^ If I join the annual chorus of re- 
viewers and hint that the Management 
of Drury Lane has once more catered 
for all tastes, this is not to imply that 
everybody was pleased all the ‘time. 
There w^ere things that certainly were 
not to my poor liking. To begin with 
the worst, there was a “patriotic ” song 



THE LATEST THEATRICAL KNIGHT- 
HOOD. 

Eise, Sir Hop o' my Tliumb ! " 

qfMncmomra . . . Mr. Oeotsgjs GRxVYEs 
Ifoj) 0 wiy Thwtib Miss Mayeu. 

—directed apparently against a friendly 
nation — with echoes of * ‘Rule Britannia’ ’ 
and the Macdermott bombast about 
our having the ships and men, and 
with a nauseating refrain to the effect 
that “ We mean to be the top-dog still, 
bow-wow. Struttingly delivered with 
a sickening bravado by the “ principal 
boy a girl of the bull-dog breed — in 
the face of an army of tiglit-breeohed 
lemales, I confess that if struck me 
pink with shame for my country. I 
would give something to possess the 
noble and generous faith of one of my 
feUow-critics, who imputes to this song 
of a satire upon its kind. 

Then there was a young lady called 
fam, terribly saucy, who thought to 
devastate our hearts with the old 
banalities of high -kicking;, but she 
, was not for me. And there was the 
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usiial tedium of romantic passages 
between the Eairy Prince and the 
Foi'lorn Princess, with lyrics of moon- 
light and dreamland — ^the sort that 
rhyme “home” with “alone”; and 
they were not for me. And there was 
a scene in which the names of guests 
were announced inaccurately, to the 
convulsive delight of the house; but it 
left me desolated. 

These, however, were rare defects in 
as good a pantomime as I can remem- 
ber to have witnessed. It was a daring 
departure by which the leading comic 
part was assigned to a man dressed in 
male clothes. His chief foibles were a 
strangely volatile memoiy and a marked 
incapacity to grasp other people’s jokes. 
In this part Mr. George Graves was 
at his very best. The scene of his 
I'eturn from the hunt into the middle 
of a Court ball which had escaped his 
memory furnished some really delight- 
ful dialogue. And never once did he 
break away from the subdued key in 
which he started, or force his humour 
to a boisterous note. The Sviilo of 
Mr. Barry Lupino employed other 
methods and was in the knockabout 
business, but he still preserved intact 
ithe stolid '^’avity'lrom which he took 
his name. And there were two great 
I actors whose features we never saw, and 
:who preferred to remain anon^mious — 
[so true is it 'that the greatest art con- 
ceals itself. Between them they* made 
;iip the most superb steed I could wisli 
to meet. The angle at which I was per- 
mitted to view the stage did not allow 
me to catch sight of the vagaries of 
this animal in his stall; but, when he 
came out into the open and strenuously 
resisted the combined efforts of Messrs. 
Will Evans and - Barry Lupino to 
harness him to their Thespian cart/P 
found him a source of overwhelming 
joy. Einally, there was the brave! 
figure of the diminutive Hop o' my\ 
Thnnh. The appearance of little 
Een6e Meyer, who for all her con- 1 
fidence and courage never wore the 
objectionable air of a precocity, always 
moved the audience to a running 
murmur of very human sjTnpabhy. 

The dancing, apart from the deli- 
cately executed, steps of Hop o' my 
Thtmb, was not a strong feature, and 
'the lyrics were rather indifferent, I 
only detected one of any merit, a 
topical song entitled “ Kingdom Con- 
tent,” quite intellige?ntly rendered by 
Miss Violet Loraine, who was far 
happier here than in the heroic depart- 
m^t. A fashion of the past (1909 
vintage) was revived in some tricky 
lines about a “shop that stocked shot 
socks with spots ; ” but the device (1909, 
1910) of teaching the audience' how to 
join in was very properly discarded. 



AT A NORTHERN MEETING, 

His LovcMuj }, “Su YOU BACia;u Bonnie Lassie at twen-iy-to-oae, as I titt. you 
TO, eh?” Aiidreic, veeka plosed to sxy 1 nTi>, tovi; LouLisnir.” 

His Zonishij). suppose xotj'll plunge the next time I give you a tip?" 

Andreic, “A M no sae suee, mt Ldeu ; .sue oni.t won et a s^tiout HEEr>!” 


The scenery and stage effects were 
excellent, as always, and though here 
and there they were a little garish 
from epess of light the growing ten- j 
dency in favour* of subdued harmonies I 
in colour was pleasantly noticeable. I 
could have wished, by the wa^’, that a 
stouter veil might have been drawn 
over some of the versatile efforts of the | 
shifters. I was sorry, for instance, that ! 
the pretty church should be suffered to 
collapse before our eyes w'hile giving 
place to a scene of rocketing angels, 
symbolic of Christmas goodwill. 

But my last word must be one of; 


praise for an entertainment excep- 
tionally refined in tone, and con- 
spicuous for the unity of its scheme. 
I would not say that the fate of any of 
its characters was a matter of very 
poignant interest, though I w^as reason- 
ably glad that none of our friends 
actually figured on the Ogre's vwiu; 
but at least there were no arbitrary 
side-shows to distract us from the 
progress of the plot. My best compli- 
ments and thanks to the many who 
contributed to my evening's mirth, and 
a free pardon to the few who slightly 
mitigated it. 0. S. 
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OUR BOOKJIMG-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Bvndis Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

‘rf '?•" Theatre (Heunehann) is 

Si., amphlication by Mr. Goedon cWxg of a slim 

'"as already held a 
“y theati-ical shelves fm- several 
^“*® '“possible adequately to 
ciiticise it m the spage at my disposal here. There are so 
many -things wanting to be said about the ai-t of the 
nni* '® Obaig in particular, 

arf i-Ll ^ unspoken. There 

aie those of us who admire his methods and the o'enius 

SenX wd cM’ to follow him to quite 

cne lengths which he apparently desires. I sav annarentlv 

bemuse one knows these anient reformere torSg 

folk , success, and especially - - ^ 

success in spite of opposi- 
tion, will intoxicate them, 
so that they are apt to ciy 
aloud in their triumph a little 
more than they really mean. 

Well, Mr. Craig has^ won 
his triumph, and no one 
„ edges him. He has 
done, and is doing, more 
for the modem theatre than 
any other living Englishman. 

But whm, not content with 
this, he invites’ us in to rhany 
words to banish from our 
stag^^ the • painter, the 
musician, the dramatist, and 
more especially the actor, 
replacing the work of all 
these with the performandes 
of itbei--viarioneites, one is 
tempted to consider the 
tei-ms of victory a trifle 
excessive. But, alter all, 
why not give him a theatre 
himself and let him leave 
us the rest, with all theirj 
dear and hallowed imper- 
fections ? Perhaps this book 
may induce some one to 
make what would undeniably 
to an interesting and indeed 
thriUmg expsi-iment. , I wish i 

Evenr Paiadise has its seipent, and Snvder's Pai-adkp 
'^'den situate m the Vale of 

fSf’aS hpv T ®"'®®Pt'ou- Her name was 
i 1 ®®"P®ut“e manoeuvres with Bidley Car- 



^upon her, expressed notliing but an ama^ied delight.” Mr. 
C-iiNS has the ti’ue secret of farce. His characters are 
living people. Fate makes their actions farcical, but in 
essence they are comedic. His description of the 
home-life of those mamed lovers, the Strong W(ynia 7 i and 
Mr. Watt the contorfcionist-and-animal-delineator, is pure 
comedy. It is not every man who would care to be the 
husband of a female Hercules, but Mr. had his point 
of view. She might be able to wring his neck betweeta her 
finger and thumb, but she could not hold a cigar in her 
toes and smoke it, seated and balanced the while on an 
inverted beer bottle. Ifr. Watt could, and, as he was 
accust<^ed to say, “It evened things up more'n a little 
bit. This IS the philosophy that makes for the happy 
maiiiage. “ Nobody knows, with the single exception of 
the word damn,” says Mr. Caine,- in his excursus on 

cross-talk comedians, “ what 
will make people ’ laugh ; ” 
but I think I can guarantee 
Old Enough to Knoio Batter 
to do it. 


ni/t TPa. 1 y sat loiTQ Dy william Caine in 

Old Enough to Knoio Better (Greening) with a spirit and 
humour which recall the ^ame authiiT^X “ 


Emily went too far. Before the oblige me b 

w. fled h„. c Jit ssse Sy s/ 

CaiyenUi, but also to Mr. Hanley, a solicitor. Qae^Chilver 
a h^thkeep®, and Salt and Bhoter, the famous musto- 

(“tbey’make the XX 

JUmtly s Waterloo, of comm But she fell eallantliy t 
was glad when I realised that the-exposure SS- 

Ham^j was the one she' wanted ta marry) oidv enLm j 
herthem-m-eto-that detoht lover. His IL, a/he loS, 


By easy stages the hero of 
Christopher (Hutchinson) is 
taken through his babyhood 
and boyhood (he was an ador- 
able infant and a delightful 
child), until — in his youth — 
he dabbles in telepathy and 
disturbs a ghTs slumbers^ by 
thinking, yigorp’udy about 
her. . This I could have par- 
doned him more easily, if she 
had been worth keeping 
I awake, but the cold truth is 
that she was . unworthy of 
anyone’s .telepathic effflrts. 
Undoubtedly Clmsiopher was 
a genuine trier, but when 
his tale is told I can find 
no achievements, except an 
unsuccessful lovo afl-'air and 
an equally unsuceessfulnovel, 
to place either- to bis credit 
or discredit. Nevertheless 
these pages read so exactly 
_____ U^e so many pages of lived 

« seal™ “S' 


share them wlrtfi..- ^ ““siveiy that the reader can 

to wiu 


»..y 


distui-ted’^'^e Ulcy “at oi"" ^ 

ikroiegfk the safe) : 

^ think®o7XhTn^ 

STI “9^®"^ litei-acboor? 


2nd BurgUr {settling himself 
now I U tell yer. I ’old that-— 


scoot I 


J:“Ah...well, 
htl' A copper — 
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The Province of Mongolia has re- 
solved to declare its independence in 
the event of the other Chinese provinces 
declaring for a Republic. Russia, whose 
mouth is open (no doubt from astonish- 
ment), is said to be urging Mongolia on 
no account to waver in its decision. 

Professor Caldecott, of King’s 
College, writes to The Spectator to 
that we shall placate Germany 
by giving her half of Australia. But 
there is no pleasing some people, The 
proposal has notonlyannoyedxA.ustralia, 
but has caused further ill-feeling in 
Germany, as the Professor only pro- 
poses to give her the worse half. 

There is a gi*owing belief, says T}L,e 
Law /ozwvzaZ, that the; — 

Government will not' 
take the necessary 
steps to fill the vacancy 
on the Bench created 
by the death of Mr. 

Justice Ghantham. 

Our information is to 
the contrary. We 
understand that the 
appointment is to be 
conferred on a Trade, 

Union official to whom ■ - 
all actions affecting 
Trade Unions will be 
assigned. 

* * 

5l! 

If you depended for 
the defence of our 
shores upon mere elo- 
quent appeals to the 
patriotism and the hu- 
manity of the people,” 

Li-otd Gbohgb, as reported by 
Tius JDatly^ News, “ you could not build 
or maintain a navy of Chinese junkets 
m this country.” Kor even an army of 
Welsh rabbits. ^ 


“ The function of the Chm*ch,” says 
Mr. Lloyd George, “ is not to engage 
in party brawls.” Q. When is a 
Church not a Church? A, When it 
is a Tabernacle, of course. 

The inhabitant of Canada who in- 
scribed an address to the Duke of 
Connaught on a grain of wheat is, we ^ 
understand, now expecting to be made 
a Peer, this being the fate which has 
befallen Sir Thomas Carmichael, who, 
we. are told, “ has written on centi- 
pedes and spiders.” 

A • • * 

A mysterious rise in the consumption 
of water in Shoeburyness is puzzling 
the local authorities. Is it not possible 
that many of the inhabitants, as the 
result of a New Year resolve, may have 
been taking a: bath? . ‘* 



. - A. iifiosquito census, we are told, has 
just been 'completed at Georgetown, 
British Guiana. According to our 
information, however, it has not been 
done very thoroughly, neither the 
names nor the addresses of the insects 
being taken. 

In the same issue of The Daily Mail 
as that which' contains a record of the 
fact that 2,215 works of fiction were 
published in the United Kingdom last 

year appears a paragraph headed : 

“ Novel Factory Accident.” 

We had for some time past suspected 
the existence of a workshop for this 
mechanical industry. 

Black and Wliiict it is announced, 
is to pass out of existence as an inde- 
pendent paper. Had it lived till Feb- 
ruary next our con- 
temporary would have 
attained its majority. 
Now it is going to join 
it. We are glad, how- 
ever, to learn that 
another world awaits 
it. It is to be incor- 
porated in The Sphere, 

All British. 

From a circular: — - 
‘‘The fet director are 
Mr. Jacques Hubscher aiKl 
Mr. Ei'anpois Joseph Kud^,' 
and the business will be 
under the general manage- 
ment of Mr. Leopold Mar;?- 
wth Mr, Oveyon Klenau aiid 
Mr. 


/Z' ^ {to husbooidj wJtOj after rejHiated calls, cmetyc^ from undcmcath cai- wIiAvr 
limrs he Jm been cjideavoiirina to locate defeat » On, you aT Joh 4 i 

AT OxNCE AND-SET THE JIOUSE-TRAP, WILL YOU?” ^ ^ 


- * 
Jjc 


The careless handling of parcels by 
the Post Office continues to be dis- 
cussed, and now that a lady has 
wntten to The Daily Mail to say that 
a Urge pincushion doll has reached her 
"With its head off the matter .will no 
doubt receive serious attention. 

%id 

In connection with the transfer of 
the -telephone system to the Post Office 
we are given to nnderstand that it is 
haraer for a telephone-opeiVor to be a 
civil servant than for those lollowing 
any other calling. 

The L.C.C. park-£eepers are agitating 
for trousers. If their demands are not 
grated they may join forces with the 
Suffragettes. 


Lizard Peak, which is one of the 
highest mountains in Colorado, has 
suddenly fallen into the canyon at its 
b^. It is supposed to have become 
dizzy from looking down from such a 

The vexed question as to whether the 
Northerners are a more hardy race 
than the Southerners is now to be put 
to a practical test. The old noisy 
motor-omnibuses which the Londoners 
have been unable to endure have been 
sold to a syndicate which intends to 
let them loose in Lancashire towns. 

Dr. Chalmers Mitchell, in his 
third lecture on “The Childhood of 
Animals” at the Royal Institution, 
explained, mter al\a, the reason for a 
leopard’s spots. It seems that, after 
all, they are not there in order that a 
marksman may .choose his spot and 
shoot, and then,- if he hits another, 
asseri; that that was* the one he aimed at. 


It will hardly come as. 
a surprise to you to 
hear that the name of- 

this -company is The 

— 


VOL. CXLII. 


Jjnuish Commercial Company. 

Expert Critics; 

brilliant example of 
Mr. Arthur Philups, who has in- 
vited two hi^ndred tramps to criticise 
his perfoi-mance in The Great Gay 
Boadf Messrs. Beit and Norhard, the 
well-known railway refreshment-room 
caterers, have asked five hundred 
sandwichmen to inspect their new and 
renovated stock for the coming year. 

“Plain Tales from the Hills.” 

‘‘Sjtieud a season in Ootacamund and you 
will never hvc to regret your little adventui-e.” 
But it can’t be as fatal as that. ' 

Owing to the flooding in the streets of 
Maidstone and Tonbridge the Christmas trade 
was consideiubly hampered.”— Mail. 

For a moment we thought of putting 
the last word in italics, but we-h^ve 
decided that the joke may safely te 
left* ta creak for itself. 
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THE WINTER OF OUR CONTENT. 

[Lines suggested 1»y an inspection of railway -posters apparently por- 
traying the present attractions of our Kiiglislinoliday resorts.] ' 

Who 'vvails of "Wiiiter? Let him vieu“ 

The i^rints ou this siibuubaii platform, - 
And he will notice lots and lots 
Depicting native Beauty-Spots 
Al)hi 2 e, beneath a torrid blue, 

With -weather fit to melt a Bajah's fat form. 

Yours are these scenes, O British Isle, 

The fabled land of fogs and blizzards ; 

There year-long summer never fails 
(If we may trust the posters* tales) 

But lures us with Jier archest smile 

To come and toast our hibernating gizzards. 

See where by Wej moutirs golden sand 
(Ah, happy babes tliat in^it wallow !) 

Smart women, gowned in gauzy ear, 

As fits the present balmy air. 

Imbibe the music of the band, 

WYtli parasols to intercept Ap:»ollo. 

At this unlikely time of year 
Llark yonder boy — a speaking omen 
Of health and appetite in sWe 
At Swanage of the sunny sliore— 
feel,” Jie says,” so jolly here,” 

Laying his hand upon ins young abdomen. 

Behold, along the silvery wave, 

(The sun above it, hot and sbinj-), 

Gay yachts are dancing out of Eyclo, 

Just as they did at Summertide, 

And little Soutlisea trippers lave 
Their paddling tootsies in the tepid biiny. 

Again : permit your glance to fall 
On Winchester's historic scenery. 

Wiiere are the leaves of yesfcer-Mu} ? 

Plus the deciduous elm, 1 say, 

Mislaid his foliage ? Not at all : " 

.He still preserves a rare perennial greenery. 

Are you for 70 in the shade? 

You 11 catch the season in its prime at 
Dovercourt, where the sexes mix 
In the warm surf ; or you mav fix 
A tryst amid some beechen'gkde 
In Felixstowe’s superbly tropic climate. 

Even the Underground provides 
Visions of raiment light and airy ; 

Here (in the picture) man and wife. 

Leading the simple outdoor life, 

Sketchily clad in nature’s hides, 

Enjoy a second June in January. 

Why hustle, then, to alien seas, 

To Monte Carlo or Mentone, 

When here (unless the posters lie) 

You have a perfect home-supply 
Where you may bask all day at ease 
Or gambol softly like a Summer coney ? 

by seek the Nile’s exotic bowers 
When here you get tlie same idea, 

Zephyrs the same, the same old sky 
(Unless, once more, the posters lie)— 

A leisure-land of lotus-flowers 
As good, as any on a dayahbeeah ? O. S. 


I THE HOLIDAY JAUNT. 

We discussed the matter this way and that for some 
j time, and eventually we decided that we would go to 
I London together and then split up into two separate 
I parties for theatrical purposes. 

i It came about in this way. Everybody knows that, 
unless you go to London at least once and see a perform- 
ance, liolidaj^s don’t count. When school begins again 
vou must have something, even if it s only a circus, to pub 
up against Enid or Thelma or Bridget, when they tell 
you about their excitements. The best thing is a real 
theatre, so we settled that we would go to a real theatre 
on some convenient afternoon. 

Mother suggested Peter Pan as being both old and 
new; but Helen said, “ No— nothing would induce her to 
see Peter Pan again when there w^ere so many other, 
things that she hadn’t seen. Eosie, however, said that' 
Peter Pan fulfilled all her ideals, and she must see it 
again. Then Peggy was called in to arbitrate. She at 
once declared for something with swords and battles. 

But,” said Eosie, you fight every day ’’—which is true, 
for Peggy has a soldier’s soul and a scout’s uniform in 
which she conducts crusades of extraordinary virulence 
against a dusky and remote people called “Sasarens.” 
They perish by millions every day in the more distant parts 
of the^ garden, but are constantly renewed. Peggy, there- 
fore, is all for swords — which, as everybody knows, are 
sometimes called " skiine-tars ” — and for fights against 
desperate odds. She declared immovably for a play of that 
sort. Eventually, therefore, we settled that mother should 
take Eosie and a friend to Peter Pan, while I, with Helen 
and Peggy, affronted the full-blooded delights of The Three 
Mnsheteers, Thus it happens that I can say nothing about 
Peter Pan, but must confine myself to Dcmas. 

In the 'train to London there were no great adventures. 
Helen’s toes touched the floor of the compartment: she is= 
growing up.^ Eosie’s legs frankly dangled, and tliose of! 
I eggy, wdio is the shortest person iu the world, projected 
stumpily into the air be 3 'ond the edge of her seat. I own 
I have a particular fancy for that sort of leg. It com- 
bines plumpness with stiffness to the extreme point of 
attractiveness. 

Well, we drove through London lo our place of luncheon, 
and on the way we counted soldiers and policemen on either 
side of the taxi. Helen was ahead for a long time, with 
thirteen, but Peggy finally romped home near the Buck- 
ingham Palace Eoad with a numerous detachment of 
Guards. “ Twenty thousand,” said Peggj^— ** I ” ; and, 
though Helen entered a protest, there was reallv no getting 
out of it. Soldiers are soldiers, even when a lot of them 
are marching together, and, besides, they had officers with 
them, and it is one of the mles of the game tliat an officer on 
foot counts two, ^Yhile an officer on horseback counts three. 

\\ e lunched in a restaurant above a glorious and gigantic 
^lop- where everything in the whole world can be bought. 
There were ices. Need I say more to indicate the excell^ce 
and luxnry of the luncli ? But it was noticed that lemonade 
aim* ices tastes -quit^ .waim. This was considered regret- 
I table. The management should see to it. 

After lunch there was one false start. Peggy was swept 
M obliviously under the maternal wing in a taxi bound for 
I cter Pan, but was restored, flustered and indignant, after 
a minute or two, during which Helen and I, who had not 
seen her departure, went from panic to panic through all 
the vast and busy departments of the shop. With her 
thus recaptured, we reached the New Prince’s Theatre, a 
ptteriDg palace of white and gold, only a quarter of an 
hour too soon. We got to our places, vve doubled up my 








j^ercoat and set it on a seat, and on its top we perched 
Peggy, whose legs projected more plumply and stiffly 
than ever. As the later arrivals brushed past them 
on their way to their seats these legs sprang back again 
l^e springs to their straight extension, and there, when 
the row was fflled, they finally remained, stumpy g f U d 
triumphant. 

At last the music ceased and the curtain went up. 
Heavens I what a succession of emotions ! Before we knew 
what had happened d’Artagnan, fresh from Gascony, had 
three duels on his hands, and Anne of Austria had given 
the Duke of Buckingham the fatal diamond buttons. The 
scene changed, and the swords flew out, and d’Artagnan 
was engaged with Athos, who with his left hand made a 
gallant fight. Presto I the Cardinal’s guards arrive — ^seven 
of them — to aprest the duellists. ’Tis a scurvy trick, and 
d Artagnan joins the three Musketeers in their resistance. 
More swords flash out, and in a moment the four are 
fighting the seven. It is a fearful tussle, but odds are 
nothing to three Musketeers and a Gascon. Down go the 
seven one after another like nine-pins, in every sort of 
attitude, and the four remain standing, flushed and vic- 
torious. But Peggy' had observed one of the prostrate 
Oardinalians. He, though a stout and sturdy man, had 
been repeatedly thrust through, and was now extended 
on his back. As the victors advanced to the* footlights she 
felt she must warn them: “Look out for that one,” she 
cried. “He’s not dead. I can see him breathing”— 


and, indeed, the warrior’s chest was rising and falling 
with a vigour indicative of anything but death. | 

After this you might suppose that we had exhausted our | 
excitement. Not a bit of it. There were dreadful and | 
memorable fights yet to come, and Milady had yet to set 
her snares, and the majestic shade of Bowdler was not 
absent from the scene. 

It was a grand afternoon, and we didn’t fear to match 
our Musketeers against their Peter when we all went home 
m the train together. 

*. Cassim Slut lined a Land part excellently well and was 

at nis best in the firat act when inciting Beutera to exalt himself." 

Times of India, 

We all know the fatal issue, and how it ended in O^sab’s 
remark, “ Et tu, Benters ? ” 

Member of Irish firm (dictating to typist) : “ We must 
request you to read our letter of the 30 th ult. as if it had 
never been written.” 

Persian Echoes. 

{By m esc-mffinler of the Oma/r Khdyydm Oluh.) 

There once was a party called Shusteb, 

Who crowed at the Buss like a rooster; 

When they said, “ We are sick 
Of this doodle-doo trick,” 

He replied, “ I shall stop when I choose ter.” 
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IS IT WORTH IT? I H© IdiTighed. H© lov6S a good thing, friends a>s Ths JEvsniug HiposlCf I ana 

(An exercise in the convivial and , “ How do you spell it ?” he asked at so quiek-was instpt “WeWthe 
expansive manner of the Editor of t „ ■ , ^ laconically. 

“ The English Bevietc.") ^ a k • *i ^ gf Who was I? 

Ji. ''Oh! h© replied, “ I hadnt given yoTi they seemed to b© asking. Who was this 

^ YE were out for the Big Stuff ; that credit for that. I was thinking of al." , capable confident youth who had no 

with the We both roared. fears on the edge of such a revolution 

St editor in London. “And what about Queer Street?” watching a half-crown magazine come 

nW ore of this perfect he asked. down to a shilling in thi year 1912 

he had said, and such an Not many men can pierce the dia- without a qualm! 

• ^ house is not to be lectioal defence of the ablest man in “And what stuff, may I ask? ” said 

A II f ..I London, but I am one. “ We shall not Squire. Squire is an American, one of 
Dan and were there— be. in Queer Street,” I replied. “ We the greatest men across the heirin^y- 

shall pay our way." pondf as he has amusingly called it 

_ He looked at me .in al^. -But "The best,". I said, ^.^TranslaLs 


He looked at me in alarm. 


An V u T u- ,, . loojsea as me m alarm. "JJut "THe best," i said. "Tra 

“ j®* whistle thnee you said you spelt it lb," he gasped from the Eussian pessimists." 

aiiAmPi-i’an at last. “ You can't have it both ways. “ Ah !” they exclaimed. 

editor— Not lb and a dividend too.” “ The Tramp Poet." 

androahiingthatl'was — — ^ ^ «xr-i.. ^i. 

the only other editor n\_ 4 — <._£ m j 

present, I flung my I .fst®*'®aJly. 

napkin under the chair |l t f Imitations of Nib-i 

and hurried to his side, i ' I a-a , „ 

neiTously pinching my I ' f r! * ^ 

Corona y Corona on the ? %\ pfim |i ati x. 

way to see if I really = = feiMl ^ II , Yoaug Zc 

was awake or asleep s f j ! 'I, i 1, 

to be so honoured". : U l m They were oveijoy^ 

After pouring out T Jl.flll-'i!// 

another glass of the =pf==\| I t WM fe.ivf, i. M® (U (stli hy myself,” I add 

finest old brandy in - ■ -=H -s~h XX’*) y U" 1 ll’l ®^. aiid the triumpl 

Modern Athens I Wwlfil A/ ®o™plete. 

blurted out the great nWHI F^'W x“J“ ®*^°^*’* *^® 

news for which I felt - mmitima BlltB IK . MfinH C ^:Ff. stuff," they remarkec 

him to be waiting. Wfa 1= a * 'fil f' I 1 Ivf will^iJ/ , < m ohoms. 

"We’re chucking t& -B-j-l a'-'-M I I R 

half-crown; henoefor- ■ (ill FgT^ hig, big stuff. Nothing 

ward we 're going to be likliHmulFllOlblp'tf f'J 1 1 \J^\\ / that can possibly mak« 

a^b.” ® JiUI 

seem to hear, while the "That’s the way," 

port and the old brandy saidWelby. “And Mrs. 

went round the table MORE TRADE SECRETS. Grundy be " 

and the Corona y Cor- (examming mu <!f Imm sq\mh-.dim.imllv ryroduetd). “You’ve voe ^®'''^® ^°“® 

onas burned red, light- ™ soiiS, WiiiiAjc. Be mom Grundy. 

mg up in fitful spasms vptpbe. Our patron saint is 

the powerful intellectual brows of Dan " Wa mt, •• T ..ij •• i* ■ xi. TT Gummidge.” 

and Welby, Squire and SpXl S can’?’ ’ ^ P®®Pl® said Dan. "for I bob?” 

a glow within me to think that I made “ Have some more of this reallv " & 9 

world msoiSnjniolS,”^^^^^ ‘‘i® ®“ly . 

.J 5 S? 

it b, ii r M. “f ’iS dtSf i”*‘ “ ■“ 

ri»ulit?" latlBi ’ ^ "Ao^totoe™." I>im«<ia8a,“to the 

The tip^ hit bite. H. i. «et »,d K whSde yZ7y 
to such mdepradencem his guests. He Dan steadily uoumd out a ^l«aa x?^l magnificent host, 

was thmkiM ha^, 1 could see, for his the remarkable dd brandv an/sinn^ ^ dru^that iw ; but I should have 
eyes were shut. It is an infallible sign it like the sutwirK i. • ®^PP®*^ confidence if the thing was to be 

" And what’s your Uttle g^e ? *^ ^ only a farthing. ‘The Biggest StvS 

“® ®®*^ “® triumphantly! ^ “ *^® 
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JTtiser, two for at last. “ You can't have it both ways. “ Ah 1 ” they exclaimed, 
for an editor— Not le and a dividend too.” “ The Tramp Poet.” 

~~ — — “ No I ” they mur- 

111 ecstatically. 

( ,/| ll'lr > |j “Imitations of N iet- 

f\ I h I d‘dl 

^ firi i| They were oyeijoy^. 

J:|.!!|‘!S!i 7 ^WS , Plays and music- 

(. mil) ^f-^^s^y^iyseif/'iadd- 

=Wj=^\ 1“/!)0^’*) I;' I* lll:i the triumnh 

r^)] W^li was complete. 

short, the big 

ll7^‘ stuff,” they remarked 

.. a I \ll l>f/ ia chorus. 

|i||- A bigKhS‘“;ih?“ 

wa.. saidWelby. “And Mrs. 

MORE TBABE SECRETS. Grundy be ” 

{emmining mu qf lemon sgomh-dumkallv produeed). “You ’ve eoe- -‘l?®^’,^® ^,®'^® ^°“® 

Sm m ETOu^’’ WiiiiAM. Be mom Grundy. 

IMEOI. nr EOTUBE. Our patron saint is 

oai;’?’ ^ ;;^d ^/’_|^Dan!^gr^fCby 

: that I made “Have some more of this really “Nett?"*** ’ 

' I “®° *“® admirable old brandy," was his only “ Nett ’’ I said 

al, rich, and answer. ^ «Paoa +i. x 

icellent port I pledged him. and he whieil..^ r.,., braudy." 


MORE TRADE SECRETS. 



»■ ’“®«^ “ ^-erv istimatb WITH Sib'howcb Mcggs. HB'Vlu'rmM HoiAOS.’ 

Qy TgE CONTRARY, SlE HoEACE’S Xyr/jfirjg FRIENDS CALL HIM 'OXAGE.*] \ 


THE AET OF THE THEATBE. 
{With apologies to Mr. Gordon Craig] 

The Expert Come, let us sit down 
here, on the first page, and talk a while 
of the Theatre and its art. Or rather I 
will talk, and you will supply, leading 
and, if possible, intelligent interjections. 
Tell me, do* you know what is the art 
of the Theatre ? 

The Playgoer. Yes. 

The Expert That is wrong; 3^011 
should have said No. I will therefore 
tell 3'ou about it. First, then, it is 
necessary that we should get out of 
our minds all our preconceived notions 
on this subject. You may, for example, 
have heard of the art of the poet or 
dramatist, or of the actor’s art, or even 
(in certain circles) of the great ’art of 
the British Public. Now the art of the 
Theatre is none of these things. 

The Playgoer. What is it, then ? 

pie Expert That is better; I per- 
I ceive that we shall make something of 
[ you yet. First and chiefly, the art of 

the Theatre is the art of Pantomime 

an art that is unfortunately almost 
extinct among us, save in the exhibi- 
tions of Punch, or those more delicate 
shows of fantoccioni which you have | 
enjoyed in Italian villages. I 


The Playgoer. Pardon me, I found 

them tiresome in the extr 

- The Expert And why was the plea- 
sure you derived from them so much 
keener than anything you would have 
experienced in an ordinary theatre ? I 
will tell }'ou. It was because, for the 
first time, you were seeing the creation 
of a single intelligence. The puppet 
playhouse is as yet the only establish- 
ment in the world where there can be 
efficient stage direction, because only 
there does the same master-hand in- 
form not only the decor, the music, and 
the dialogue, but even the gestures of 
the mimes. The great aim of modern 
theatrical reform therefore should be to 
get rid. of the bondage of independence. 

The Playgoer. I like that I 

The Expert And correctly, of course. 
Though all progi’ess towards this ideal 
must be gradual, one is glad to acknow- 
ledge that in many places a certain 
beginning has been made already. For 
I exanaple the performances at the new 
, municipal theatre in Lollopbpski (which 
is, as 3’ou know, one of the most artistic 
towns in central Poland) ^e of a signi- 
ficance for the drama wnibh should not 
be overlooked. One of their greatest 
recent successes had for its interpreters 
a cast consisting of seven shadows, a 


run-doW clock, and a sm^ of orange- 
peel. The effect, I remember, was quite 
extraordinary. Perhaps the wonderful 
dramatic values in the smell of an orange 
have never been studied by you ? I 
The Playgoer. I confess that is so. ' 
The Exp^’t Intelligent people who 
have really studied the subject know, of 
course, that the future development of 
the drama will lie very- largely in its 
appeal to senses other than the aural 
sense, and especially to that of smell. 
Perfume is always actual and arresting, 
whereas dialogue, as you may have 
noticed, is often tedious. 

The Playgoer. I am noticing it now. 
The Expefi't Then again, you will 
doubtless expect that I should say 
something about the very helpful work 
of Prof. Pappenschlaf t, whose treatment 
of Sh akspearean tragedy ( given in dumb- 
show on an absolutely dark stage) has 
been adopted with such success by the 
directorate of the Arts Theatre at Cape 
Shackleton. So. much, therefore, for 
what has actually been done. And 
now shall I- tell you what must be our 
firsb considieration for the future ? 

The Playgoer^ No. 

. Expert Then you have spoilt 
the whole thing. ■ I am very much dis- 
appointed with you. [Exit Expert 



PUNCH, OP THE LONDON CHAEIVARL [January lo, 1912 . 


A SILLY ASS. 

It is Chum's birthday to-morrow, 
and I am going to' buy him' a little 
whip for a present, with a whistle at 
the end of it. When I next go into 
the country to see him I shall take it 
with me and explain' it to him. Two 
days* firmness would make him quite 
a sensible dog. I have often threatened 
to begin the treatment on my very 
next visit, but somehow it has been 
put off; the occasion of his birthday 
offers a last opportunity. • 

^ It is rather absurd, though,. to talk of 
birthdays in connection with Chum, 
for he has been no more than three 
months old since we have Jiad him. 
He is a black spaniel who lias never 
grown up. He has a beautiful astra- 
chan coat which gleams when the sun 
is on if ; but he stands so low in the 
water ’that the front '.of it is always 
getting dirty, and his ears and the ends 
of his trousers trail in' the mud. A 
great authority has told us that he is a 
Cocker of irreproachable birth. A still 
greater authority has sworn that he is 
a Sussex. The family is indifferent — it 
only calls him a Silly 'Ass. Why he 
was christened Chum I don’t know; 
and as he never recognises the name it 
doesn’t matter. 

When he first came to stay with us 
I took him a walk round the village. 

I wanted to show liim the lie of the' 
land; He had never seen the country 
before and was full of interest. He 
trotted into a cottage garden and came 
back with something to show me. 

“You’ll never guess,” he said. 
“Look!” and he dropped at my feet 
a chick just out of the egg, 

I smacked his head and took him 
into the cottage to explain. 

“ My dog,” I said, “ has eaten one of 
your chickens.” 

Ohum nudged me in the ankle and 
grinned. 

“ 2m of your cliickens,” I corrected 
myself, looking at the fresh evidence 
which he had just brouglit to light. 

“ You don’t want me any more ? ” 
said Ohum, as the. financial arrange- 
ments proceeded. “ Then I ’ll just go 
I and find somewhere for these two.” 
^d he picked them up and trotted 
into the sun. 

When 1 came out I was greeted 
effusively. 

“ This is a wonderful day,” he panted I 
as he wriggled his body. “I didn’t 
know the country was like this. What 
do we do now ? 

“We go home,” I said; but Ohum 
had made a bee line for a small dark 
object in the middle of a field. his 
instinct told him it was something 
more for the bag, but when he got 


there he had his first disappointment. 
It was nothing but an old boot. How- 
ever, he was not going to own him- 
self in the wrong. He picked it up 
and brought it back to me in state. 

That was Chum’s last day of freedom. 
He keeps inside the front gate now. 
But he is still a happy dog ; there is 
plenty doing, in the garden. There 
are beds to walk oyer, there are 
blackbirds in the apple-tree to bark at. 
The world is still full of wonderful 
things. “ Why, only last Wednes- 
day,” he will tell you, “ the fishmonger 
left his . basket in the drive. There was 
a haddock in it, if you ’ll believe me, for 
Master’s breakfast, so of course I saved 
it for him. I put it on the grass just 
in front of his study window, where 
he ’d be stire to notice it. Bless you, 
there ’s always somthmg to do in this 
house. One is never idle.” 

Chum has found, however, that his 
particular mission in life is to purge 
his master’s garden of all birds. This 
keeps him busy. As soon as he sees a 
blackbird on the lawn he is in full cry 
after it. When he gets to the place 
and finds the blackbird gone he pre- 
tends that he was ^oing there anyhow ; 
he gaUops round in circles, rolls over 
once or twice, and then trots back 
again. “ You didn’t really think I was 
such a fool as to try to catch a black- 
bird ? ” he says to us. “ No, I was just 
taking a little run — splendid thing for 
the figure.” 

And it is just Chum’s little runs over 
the beds which call aloud for firmness 
--which, in fact, havq inspired my 
birthday present to him. But there is 
this difficulty to overcome first. When 
he came to live with us an arrangement 
was entered into (so he says) by which 
one bed was given to him as his own. 
In that bed he could wander at will, 
burying bones and biscuits, hunting 
birds. This may have been so, but it is 
a pity that nobody but Chum knows 
definitely which is the bed. 

“ Chum, you bounder,” I shout as he 
is about to wade through the herb- 
aceous border. 

He takes no notice ; he struggles! 
through to the* other* side. But a 
sudden thought strikes him, and he 
pushes his way back again. 

“ Did you call me ? ” he says. 

“How da7-e you walk over the 
flowers ? ” 

He comes up meekly. 

“I suppose I’ve done soniethiiig 
wrong.” he says, “but I can’t think 
what.” 

I smack his head for him. He waits 
until he is quite sure I have finish^ 
and then jumps tip with a bark, wipes 
his paws on iny trousers and trots into 
the herbaceous border again. 


“ Chum 1 ” I cry. 

^ He sits down in it and looks all round 
him in amazement. 

“Myownbed!”hemurmui‘s. ** Given 
to me ! ” 

I don’t know what it is in him wliicli 
so catches hold of you. His way of 
sitting, a reproachful statue, motionless 
outside the window of whomever he 
wants to come out and play with him 
— -imtil you can bear it no longer, but 
must either go into the garden or dra\Y 
down the blinds for the day ; liis habit; 
when you are out, of sitting up on his 
back legs and begging you witli his 
front paws to come and do something 
—a trick entirely of his own inventibiij 
I for no^ one would think of teaching liiin 
; anything ; his funny nautical roll wlien 
he walks, which is nearly a swagger, and 
gives him always the air of having just 
come back from some rather dashing 
adventure; beyond all this there is still ^ 
something. And whatever it is, it i.^ 
something which every now and then 
compels you to bend down and catcli 
hold of his long silky ears, to look into 
his hone^st eyes and say — 

“You silly old assl You dear old 
silly old ass ! ” A. A. M. 


THE SWISS HOTEL. 

II. — Some Hints fob Bbginneks. 

Thebe is one question above all others’, 
which confronts ' the Englishman on' 
his first visit in the winter season to a 
Svnss hotel. He cannot burke it, nor 
is it possible for him to postpone for a. 
single day the moment when he faces it. • 

The success of his holiday willlargely . ; 
dependupon tho attitude which he takes' 
up and the policy which he adopts in 
regard to his bed. He is confronted at' 
the outset by a large, limp, snow-white 
structure that is practically a cross 
between a bolster and a quilt, and 
reposes serenely on the counterpane. 
It is known, I believe, as a duvet Its 
capabilities are great. Every man 
must solve for himself the subtle 
ratio that should be established between 
the heater, the bedclothes, and the 
open window in the matter of their 
contribution to the temperature; and 
the conclusions that follow do not pre- 
tend to be noiore than a rough guide, j 
But as for the duvet Dcy experience is 
that it is best to make no terms with 
it. Far wiser to dispose of it while 
you can still do so with a dispassionate 
mind, than to grapple with it in the 
exasperation of the morning. By then 
you may be capable of anything. 
Many have been constrained to crush 
the thing (for it is infinitely com- 
pressible) and jam it wholesale into a 
ewer, and thus present it to the cham- 
bermaid. This is an extreme course; 
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for in the first place she is not to blame, 
and in the second it cannot be released 
without a breach of the ewer. But, 
having disposed of it by some less 
barbarous method and substituted a 
travelling rug and an overcoat, you 
must face^ the larger problem again. 
To sleep with the heater on and the win- 
dow shut is to suffer partial suffoca- 
tion ; with the heater off and the win- 
dow open is to be irozen almost stiff ; 
with the heater off and the window 
shut is to create a sort of cold frowst, 
.enormously provocative of thirst. I 
do not say, however, that a happy 
medium may not be found by diligent 
experiment, with the heater partly on 
and the window partly open. 

^ Then again you will find beneath the 
pillow a singular little three-cornered 
wedge, so insinuated as to tilt the 
sleeper slightly with his head up-hill. 
A good place for this is the top of the 
wardrobe. But if you can manage to 
convey it downstairs without discovery 
it makes a capital seat for a bob-sleigh. 

Always provided that you are not 
more than six feet high, you may now 
expect to sleep in peace. 

It is well to have a hot bath on the 
first evening, not entirely on account 
of its own intrinsic propriety, but in 
order that you may steal the towel. 
Kiose provided in the bedrooms are 
inadequate. But you will do well to 
conceal it, if possible, under lock and 
key, as the chambermaid has seen that 
done before. 

You will probably find that the chest- 
of-drawers also does duty as a wash- 
stand. ^ For this reason it is a wise 
precaution -to put nothing in the top 
drawer except your umbrella and mack- 
intosh, as a good deal of water finds its 
way through. 

Your balcony is vory apt to bend a 
little beneath your weight, especially 
when under snow. Do not on that 
account be deterred from using it. 
There is a lot of spring about them, 
and they don’t often give way. 

So much for your bedroom; Jiere 
follow a few words of guidance in regard 
to the public rooms. Do not imagine 
that you can escape from the band. 
Should it drive you to try another hotel 
you will be no better off. You will 
find there not the same band, but the 
sa^ne turns. They are endemic. 

The blotting-paper should be avoided. 
The table-cloth will generally be found 
more absorbent. 

, Make every effort to keep on good 
t^rms with the concierge and he may 
^omethnes allow you to open a window 
in the lounge. This may- prevent 
asphyxiation. ^ 

You will find all the newspapers l 
fiiTuly riveted into a sort of stake. 1 
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THEY FLIED BACKWARD, WHAT CARXA012 ! ” 


r' ‘^P arbleuI if only 


This makes them exceedingly difficult 
to handle. It is not a bad plan to get 
the lift-boy to hold the paper in position 
while you read it. 

Your last and most painful duty, be- 
fore leaving for your train, will be to 
get back the deposit paid on arrival for 
the use of your toboggan, which you 
have never seen after the first day--for 
it is customary for every one to help 
himself indiscriminately out of the com- 
mon stock. The process of recovering 
your ten francs is not however so 
troublesome as it seems. For if you 
anticipate any difficulty in altering the 
number on the receipt it is always 


easy enough to alter the number on the 
toboggan. 

If you have taken all the liberties 
suggested above, and expect to return 
the following year to the same hotel, 
it is well on your departure to be 
generous in tips. Should this escape 
your memory, there will always be 
somebody about to remind you of the 
omission. 

The Great Sgg Joke. 

“A box, of eggs (conteuta not yet known) has 
Also been received from Mrs. A. V. Doylo (St, 
Mary*s).” — Laii^iceston Examiner, 

Motto for p-<cai*ed snns : JSx Unebds LUX. 
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Sardd. * ‘Pad I , HOLD MY COAT : IT time to st t n-r »* t? n ' 

Marold. "Do you Miv lo x^t w?-™ ^ '^'“w ’ 

_ ^ XI# TELL ME THAT VE YE COME AIL THIS WAY ONLY TO LOOK ON?” ' 


0011 LONDON LETTEE. 
grateful a^hm to **The 

! V WesUninster Gazette/') 

Mr. Eebmond fs not the first public 
man of eminence to be involved in a 
carnage accident. It is' recorded by 
Livy that when Hannibal was crossing 
the ^ps he was’ twice overtimed in a 
chanot drawn by mules,' while' Lord 
pLpE was seriously injured as a child 
omng to the upsetting of his peram- 
bulator by a runaway horse.’ Clive 
lived to conquer India. The happy 
omen will not be lost on the many 
admirers of the great Irish statesman’ 
Ihe gift of a tame wallaby to Lord 
Denm^, the ^ Governor- General of 
Australia, is not the first occasion on 
which such presents have been made 
to distinguished administrators. Thus 
It IS recorded that when Oicebo was 
proconsul of Cilicia the natives of that 
province testifiAd 


, — ucbUAvcs oi cnac 

province testified their appreciation of 
I his services by presenting him with a 
I pair of panthers, which for many years 
formed one of the chief attractions of 
^e famous orator’s villa at Tusculum. 
Diogenes, It is well known, kept a 
pet liHard in his little wooden hut, or 
tub, as it was called by his detractors : 
and the natives of Newfoundland pre- 
sented Sebastian Cabot, with ^ieamed 
ca6h^ot, as we read in the pages of 
.Mr. EbankBullen. ^ ^ 


m -^oorrespondeht jjoints out that Mr. 

W. -Bussell is not the only Member 
of Parliament who is proficient on the 
penny whistle. Lord Pentland, prior 
to seizing as A.D.C. to the Lord- 
Lieutenant of Ireland, was in great 
request at village readings owing to his 
virtuosity on this hurnble but effective 
instrument.' . Mr.'; Gibson Bowles, 
agwn, IS a past rbaster of the 
technique of the bosun’s whistle; but 
this can hardly be called- a ‘‘penny 
whistle except- by a stretch of language, 
as the regulation price is, we believe 
7s. 6d. . ’ 

Sir Alfred Thomas, whose elevation 
to the peerage has given the greatest 
satisfaction throughout the Princi- 
pality, is not the first person with the 
suniame of Thomas who has received 

■fW remembered 

that Mr. Preeman-Thomas was re- 
cently created Lord Wilunqdon. It 
IS a curious -coincidence that iii a book 
of confessions Lord Willingdon re- 
cently stated that his favourite poets 
Tennyson and Thomas 

It cannot have escaped the notice of 
our readers that Mr. Ildyd George is 
not singular in choosing the Biviera for 
tne scene of his winter holidav The 
■uncommon mildness of the climate, 
conjoined with the natural beauty of 
the coast, attracts thousands of invalids 


uuuvaiesoencs— nappily the Chan- 
cellor OP the Exchequer ; comes 
imder neither, of these categories — to 
this enchanting district. The Biv.iera, 
however, labours under the grave dra w- 
back of being liable to . earthquakes. 
But these visitations are of compara- 
Y®Y/are occurrence, and even, if one 
shcmld happen during his sfeay we have 
no doubt that Mr. Lloyd George would 
confront it w-ith his usual buoyant 
optimism. /. 

THE LAUGH THAT CAME OFE. 

I a Sage’s words that stuck 
;East m. my mind. “Good folk.” 

said he, - . 

” To learn to laugh at one’s ill-luck 
Is soundest of philosophy.” 

But, though on many a day and night, 
lU-starred, I fairly tried’the thina 
It never sounded really right, 

I couldn’t raise the genuine ring. 

I mind the silly cackling sound 
That came the day my bank went 
‘ broke * ; 

Tl^ weird guffaw I wildly formd 
When Janet deemed my love a joke. 

But now I inow the mirth that lends 
■ A fitter form of help by half : 

^ ** WTtere tm Betinbow Ends, 

And learnt that- mad, hysena lau^. 
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A PERSONALITY. 

^ OcR telephone number is two iloiiblo- 
six double-i^ix nine Central. 

Every morning, just after breakfast, 
the little bell rings, and Craikes or I 
take off the receiver and ask it if it is 
there. Every morning, just after break- 
fast, the receiver says that it is, and 
asks us if we are two double-six double- 
six five Central. Every morning, just 
after breakfast, I say, or Craikes says, 
'' No,*' and there the matter ends for the 
moment. 

I say “every inoniiug, just aftej- 
breakfast,’* because tlie intervals when 
this does not happen are so few and 
short as to be negligible. 

We have formed a eoneliision about 
Two double-six double-six five. Some- 
one is in love with him and means to 
go on being in love with him, even 
if they give him the wrong number 
every time. We feel that we have 
been taken into this someone’s confi- 
dence, and are entitled to know a little 
more about a love which does not mind 
being aired at this chilly hour of the , 
morning. Listening, however, more' 
closely, we have been compelled to 
notice that the voice is not always the 
same. We are forced to the regrettable 
conclusion that more than one person 
is in love with Two donble-six double- 
six live. The more profoundly are we 
intrigued about apei’sonality wliicb can 
inspire such love at such an hour in 
a variety of hearts. In short, we want 
to know who this Two double-six 
double-six five is. 

‘‘ We will,” we said, “ pick him out 
from the List of Subscribers." 
examined the first page of this volume. 
On it^ there were a hundred and 
sixty-eight numbers, and two double- 
six double-six five Central was not one ' 
of them. We also found, by looking 
hurriedly forward, that there are seven 
liundred and twenty-nine more pages, 
each containing the same amount of 
numbers. ” We will not,” we said, ‘‘pick 
bini out from the List of Subscribers.” 

Last week we got a little clue, A 
voice asked us suddenly “if we made 
plum puddings V ” The voice did not 
actually mention two double-six double- 
six five, but it was a case of the same 
old mistake, we had no doubt. Plum 
puddings are not, we were bound to 
admit, consistent with our theory of 
passion, but a theory must go fay the 
board when it collides with cold fact. 
Here note in passing that we, Two 
double-six double-six nine, live at tlie 
Embankment end of the Temple. Our 
next-door neighbour is (remember the 
plum puddings) BiizzarcT. Put- 

two and two together, and you will find 
that there is nothing in it. The number 
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THE NEQLEOTED VETERAN. 


of JJ.lf.S. Bmsard^ Esquire, is one 
double - three double - eight Central. 
That is not the wwm that these early 
birds are after. 

We want to find out who Two double- 
six double-six five Central is. How shall 
we do it ? Without waiting for yoiu' 
answ’er, we have formed a plan. 

We are going quietly ux> to our instru- 
ment to remove the ear-trumpet. In 
answer to the customary olficial enquiry, 
we shall say : “ Give us two double-six 
double-six five Central, please." 

Later a voice will say : “ Hullo 1 " 

“ Who are you ? ” w^e shall ask. 

Ten to one the answer wiU be: “Two 
double-six double-six five Central.** 

“ Yes, but who eke ? *’ we sliall ask. i 
We shall then learn the worst ; but 
we sliall not tell tlie public. The 
public must find out for itself, one by 
one, in tlie same way. Thus Two 


double-six double-six five will become 
the most notorious as well as the best 
loved man in London. 

No, ive have thought of that. To 
avoid the risk of being dragged into 
any more of his affairs we. Two 
double-six double-six nine, shall have 
discontinued our subscription to and 
severed our connection with the Tele- 
phone by the time this article appears 
in print. We do not want to have to 
interview all the new-found friends, as 
well as all the old-time lovers, of Two 
double-six double-six five. 

From the liandbill of an entertain- 
ment at Washford Pyne : — 

‘ EnTEUTAIXMEXT AXD DaXl’E - 6J. 

To Dance Ai/jxb - . - 

Fair Dancer (to over-strenuous j)artne 7 '), 
“Here’sfourpence; do you mind danc- 
ing alone 7 ’* 
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AT THE PLAY. ^ess easy to accept ia aU cir- 

“The Mibacle” c^stances the convention, of dumb- 

! limclighfi (thrown marks uttered during the evening were 

confines to set a precise value on her victim of llie Black Art 

fernlSrto^SiS^ f BuMoStJto^remarkableper- 

SiHSiSrS “SSiH 


steely- arms. h4or was I surprised that 
the effort of carrying her out along this 
tedious track made him impotent to 
mount his charger at the first attempt. 

Ah equal distance, in the other half 
04 1^ cathedral, had to be negotiated 
whenever the nuns were sent for to 
witi^s any^ miracle that occurred in 
the qeutre. I never remember to have 
seen I so strong a body of religimses 
exeoftting so lengthy a movement at 

I A, ®-. a unfortunate 

I that jthey should all have been required 
to r^ognise the. miracle at the same 
moment, the rear contingent taking 
I their time from the screams of the 
vanguard. 

.A grave difficulty for the manage- 
I ™ impossibility of 

I distuijing the original scene. Once a 
cathedral, always a cathedral. The 
strangest things had to go on inside it. 

1 have assisted at some remarkably 
secular demonstrations in the church 
of the Ara Coeli in Eome on the 
wcasion of the Pestmty of the San Hss- 
tmo Bambim, but never anything like 



L0VJ3 AT JFIKST SIGHT. 
{Long-distmiee range ^ ) 

:^ie ... ... Hl]e. Teouiianwa. 

Titeii.7ugU{:i}iaTl:edin\ 
tliepidv/p^ witJb ax)) Payne, 


• r a^ignuiu^ line — 

saas^is^^il 

gather symbolicallv that digmty of her movements when she 

of fchanquisifcion chamber, ^here the Sot vS^tiTto Taf t WhT'' ^ 

ooSs^' association (com£>n TK 

maa legends) of the music of the pipe 


with the oiyipg of lost souls had some- 
thing to do with it.- Bat -it *does not 
explain why’ it should have been 
necessary for. this - Me^histoplieles 
Spehnanh (no connection, by the way, 
with another . M. Spielmann, friend 
and biographer of Jlfr.' Punch)' to 
adopt ' the grotesque motions of ■ a 
dwarf; and wriggle about' with his legs 
doubled up, or. why these gymnastics 
should have had any attraction for The 
Nun, >1 should* add that his Satanic 
pipe threw off an astounding variety of 
noises, including the strains of a full 

brass orchestra.’ j 

And this brings me to M. Humper- 
dinck*s music. - The largeness of the ' 
cosmic theme was perhaps hardly suited 
to his particular type of genius. ..One 
obvious error of . judgment was bis 
adaptation of a certain familiar hymn- 
tuiie.' -Writing for an English audience 
he should have 'con sidered wKethier'the 
homely words which this air. was bound 
to suggest to us were appropriate for a 
congregation thrilled by the spectacle 

of the Madonna incarnate 

- To'Speak 6t the pageant' as a whole, 
Professor Beinhabdt's : acbiex’ifeiiinnt 
vras a “great triumph* 07er 'difficulties 
that must have broken' the heart of a 
less courageous impresario. His- dis- 
position of single 'figures, designed for 
the broad effects that so vast a slag© 
demanded, was a thing to wonder at no 
less than his marshalling of the huge 
crowds. The cathedral scenes, where 
silence was natuiYil and proper, were 
far the most appealing. As for the rest, 
those who have made a previous study 
of the argument will look in vain for 
any very lurid episodes in the downward 
career of The Nun, Her dancing on the 
banquet-table was of the most perfunc- 
tory, and must have been a sad blow for 
the retainers of the marauding noble- 
man. Even in the early stages of her 
passionate progress she never gave me 
the impression that she was having the 
time of her life. I am certain that there 
should have been, at the first, a stronger 
note of joyousness in the new life of love 
and freedom, to serve as a contrast 
both to the cloistral restraint that went 
before, and the bitter disillusionment 
that was to follow. But the horrors ! 
began from the very start. Her earthly ' 
Paradise seemed all snake. 0. S. 


** Active, elderly W.H., give LAY. awli. f. 
small w., Christian opl. Me., Q.V.M., 
P.O. — Siydvi&y MoT^iiTug HercUd, 

o^(Comment we can think of is. 


^*®*’*« by the brunide 

was 29,300 yards."— 

It sounds more like a dachshund. 
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iiiTs. When" you 're Youxa 

■ITH IMITXITY LIKE YOIT CAN 


TO HENRY, ON GETTING INTO “WHO’S WHO.’ 

Apotheosis— isn’t that Uie word ? 

Well, well, whatever be the actual standin", 

Godly or demi-godly, that 's conferred ^ 

On those who ’ve climbed to Glory’s topmost kiidm<» 
Henry, I 'm truly bucked to see that you 
Aro now a “ Who." 

I wonder if the tmt of modest shame 
^apt from those scarlet covers to your brows and 
If it upset you when you found your name 
Among tills season's Pour-and-twenty Thousand * 

Or did you, loth to hold yourself aloof. 

Correct a proof *? 

Twas in the process of an idle search 
That first I came on j'ou in all your di'^nitv. 

Preceded by a pillar of the Cliurch 
(A blameless bishop of extreme benignity), 

And followed by a baron wliose career 
Is writ in beer. 

Your claim to honour boasts a firmer base : 

I glowed with loving pride on learning that vou 
Lately presented to your native place 
A park, a mission-hall, a Eoyal statue, 

And (this, I ’ll wager, fairly made them jump 
For joy) a pump. 

The casual reader of the volume miglit, 

Seeing your deeds so blazoned forth in print, arrest 
His gap, and note that in the coming fight 
You re picked to champion your Party’s interest, 


And, adding two and two, meanly contrive 
To make it five. 

But we who know you, we, my dear old chap, 

I your clubs and shared your recreations 

I (*‘ rishing, lawn-tennis, golf and ba’penny.nap ”), 

' And loyally perused your publications 
I (Tariffs in Timbitetoo, Pure Politics 
I And Parlour Tricks ) — 

We would not doubt your motives ; nor would we, 

I Slighting the claims of History, dispute your 

Bight to a place among the company 
Of England’s supermen. So in the future. 

Whatever you achieve, don’t keep it back 
PVom Messrs. Black. 

r “Tke J. L. Jenkins, Viee-Prosident ol* the Goymioi’-Genei-ars 

Lemslative Council, lead the Ibllowing short address of loyal welcome 
and devotion t-o Pheir Imperial Majesties on behalf of British India, 
lake in A The Kmg-Lnuieror acknowlo<lged the address.” 

I 11 n A- , . J^iti'bar BuUetid. 

Bor Joyalt\% devotion and especially brevity the Vice- 
President’s address would be hard to beat. 

Things that we Take on Trust.— I. 

«*hould he a fine night the moon will appear larger than usual 
The difference will bo very finall, so small that no evetAill be able to 
recognise it. — Jfuiicfu^cr JScaiitiy Sun*, 

According to The Daily Express a Lancashire cotton 
operative said recently : “ I strongly deprecate the coercive 
tactics of org^ised laboiu-.” This must be the Lancashire 
dialect, of which we have so often heard. 
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THE GREAT NAME. 

ALISAXIAX MOUNTAIN-DKW MlXTriU- 
I Grown in Tii»i*ki{Ary. 

^ Ferrugizioiis. 

Antiseptic. 

’ llypiiulit*. 

Alleviates llie anguish of litei.ay 
composition. 

^ Appreciate! by canaries. 

Makes a perfect omelette. 

Air. Arnulu liKNM'.i I : ■ t n-vo, u*. 
I any cnlicr iu my rlayh;iug»*r 

i SMILKll'iS IIOMK-AIADK .lAMS. 

I High and Hefrl^hcng. 

I liVT 

j Rt'IT.LBLE TO SilAr.Ii InCOMII.S. 

A perfect substitute for Dripping, 

; Combining the flavour 

I ^ of 

. Coetiine and Acetyline. 

! ^Ir. Arnold Bjjn M- ri t atiny^s : 

I A life without llio jams nf SmiU-r 

1 Kxpluiiis the vising uf ’^VA'l T\ li:r. 

j THE EXtJLLSH ClUhXEL. 

The best i‘iece of sev-wa^eu 
BETWEEN 

England and i range. 
Patronise this Channel 'when 
visiting the Continent. 

Blue, deep and invigorating, 

! * Mr. Ar.N<iui Bennkti* vntt\s; nuke a 
f l-oml of crosisiiig the Eugl’wh Chuimel whenever 
i go to Paris." 


THE GREAT ADl'LT REVIEW. 

, Once 2 ‘6 ; Now 1 

, Mark tlie Difierence. 

Evei 7 time you buy it you save 1 0. 

' Every time you don’t buy it vou 
J save only 1/-. 

! Edited bj’ The Funniest Man in 
London. 

: Bead, “ We come down to a Sliilling’’ 
in the Current Number and split 
your sides. 

AiisOLp Den suit tuivu : - Tin- i Uvat Adult 

Re view ’ is a hetU‘r review than Greece 

or Bunic ever luid.” 


SCDLJ-SS «OAl'. 

What is more horrible than to 
have one’s eyes full of suds 
Nothing. 

Sudless Soap completely does away 
with this vexation. 

As used on the Sud express trains. 

The ordinary Cake of much- 
advertised Soap has 120 washes 
in it. 

As there is no waste a Cake 
of Sudless Soap contains 400 
, washes. 

Atr. AitNO/j) BENNKif writes: “Sudless 
Soa[> for me." 


j NEW KXIGHrS PILLvS. 

I Worth an Awful Lot a Box. 

Tlie Busy Man’s Pills, 
i The Busy Woman’s Pills. 

I Even body's Pills. 

I Ask for New Knight’s and see 
I that you get them. 

! Mr. Auvdlii liENNinr •ttiilO'j: ••Tls'*-*.* aiv 
; Sicrliijg pills.’ 

! AVHUI.E-MhUb BllEAlL 

Every Slice a Whole Meal. 

J Nothing Like It. 

1 BjUer than The SiandanVti Daily 
! Meal Bread, 

j Better than The Dailij 

Standard Bread. 

[ The Only Thorough Bread. 

j Ml. Arn{»li» Bknxeti' says; ' I wriu* u:v 
j lifufl, ou WioU' ilial." 

I BREITSTKIK’S MANOS. 

The Loudest in the World. 

“ Anj' noise anno^'-s an oyster,” 
but a Breitstein puts him to 
sleep. 

Endoi’sed by Jack Johnson, 

Sir Josefh Beech am and 
Dr. Clifford. 


And Christabel and Amaryllis 
Have made their ankles twice as 
stout 

With ornamental sheaths, the sillies, 
And men and maidens w^alk about 
Looking like ptarmigans attacked by 
gout. 

And I wdio sing, O cruel fashion, 

0 charmer with the iron will, 

I too have felt the flame, the passion ; 
I’ve worn them, and I w’ear them 
sbill ; 

Look at these twain — I call them 
Charles and Bill. 

These are my most exotic couple, 

There are no lovelier spats than these : 
What art it takes to keep them supple 

1 know not, but they roost at ease 
All night upon their own peculiar 

trees. 

Tlien say not tliat the year was quiet, 

- Tlie poor dim year tliat lies at rest. 
When fancy hook-wear held such riot 
And every shoe was chicly dressed 
In hoods (but Charles and William 
were the best). Evoe. 


Mr. Arnold BENNErr writes: “I prefer a 
Breitstein even to a Saiiili Gmiid.’’ 


I THE DOIVAGER CHm TtU. 

( The Palest in the Market. 

, Fragrant and Fortifying. 

I Indistinguishable from Cocoa. 

* Eeminiscent of Coffee. 

I Can be made in a Kettle, 

j IHr. Arnoiii Bennktt “It can be 

J drunk with impunity at all lioiu's." 

THE ADVANCE OF THE FOOT- 
GUARDS. 

[yLast yeai‘, as indeed is proper f-n- a Coi-o- 
Jiation wtis not. one of violent events in 
tlie Londoners 

And shall the fiuy pass unnoticed 
That fledged the feet of democrats, 
From Highgate s citadel remotest 
To Kennington, the bourne of bats— 
The wonder of last year, the wave 
of spats ? 

All shyly, like the early primrose, 

They started few and far between; 
To-day the shops are full of trim rows, 
The suburbs glory in the sheen 
Of gaitered ankles ; I have some- 
times seen 

A tube compartment fairly blossom 
liV itli buff and grey and brown and 
fawn, 

And tripped my anxious way across ’em. 
And known that every eye was drawn 
To my bare boot-tops, void of mush- 
room spawn. 


A NEW CALENDAR. 

The reason I have embarked upon 
the business here described is this. 

Twelve months ago a friend pre- 
sented me with a Tennyson” Calen- 
dar for 1911, and, leaving the Insurance 
Bill out of the question, few things 
have been more thoroughly unsatis- 
factory. You know', doubtless, the 
kind of thing I mean. One tears off a 
sheet each morning, and in addition to 
being confronted by the date in large 
I type, the time of rising and setting of 
the sun, and the state of the moon, one 
is given a quotation from the works 
of the late Laureate. It is the last- 
nau'ied feature which has goaded' me 
into action. The diabolical perversity 
of my Calendar in this particular has 
been almost incredible. 

It is not pleasant, for example, on 
one of those mornings W'hicli some of 
us^ know so well, when the mirror 
points out wdth brutal emphasis that 
you are fast becoming middle-aged, bald 
and dyspeptic, to be told, “Lo! ever 
thus thou growest beautiful.” It is 
sarcasm in the worst possible taste. 
How disheartening, too, to read on one’s 
birthday the words, “ Day, mark’d as 
witii some^ hideous crime.” An inci- 
dent like this destroys one’s self-respect. 
One goes about with the furtive air of 
a cat that has stolen the fish. 

At first I imagined I must be 
peculiarly mifortunate, but I have long 
since realised that this is not scl 
Thousands are suffering in the same 
way, and this vast amount ofunpecess- 
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ary luiraaii distress cannot fail fco re- 
act advei’sely upon the efticiencj' of tlie 
nation. It must be abolished. The 
only ^viiy is to revolutionise the system 
of eoiripiliu^f Poetical Calendars, and 
l!ii> is what I claim to have done. 
Omers may be sent now. Write 
[>hiinly and state your occupation or 
in'incipal pursuit. ‘ The price will 
’laterally be a little higher than you 
have been accustomed to pav, since 
\ou are getting a better line of good-.. ^ 
liOt me describe my method to you. 
In the first place I soon di-scovered 
that the danger lies in what may be 
termed Commonplace Days, chu winch 
;a*e not of general interest. On Saints’ 
.‘I)ays, Festivals, Anniversaries, All 
iL'ook Day, and so on, the prei«ent 
tvpe of Calendar usually mamigos to 
•ri^ie, though often in a very inadequate 
way, to the occasion. Even the idiot 
who produced my 1911 Calendar was 
[capable of admonishing wihl bells to 
•ring on December 31st. 

, The problem I had to face witli these 
Commonplace Days was to find quota- 
tions which under no conceivable cir- 
cumstances could give oftenee to the 
reader. Nay niore, my ambition was 
to .sot before him lines of a stimulating 
and inspiring nature. After long 
cogitation I decided upon two steps. 

[ discarded the absurd tradition of 
selecting excerpts from a single poet 
iiiul drew freely from all tlie best 
writers, and I adopted a new scheme 
of ^ classification. Instead of tlie 
Kkats Calendar/* the “Brnxs Cal- 
endar/’ the “ Sh.akspe.^rk Calendar/’ 
etc., I shall issue the “ Dukes’ Calen- 
dar/’ the “Cabmen's Calendar,” the 
“Golfers’ Calendar,” and so on. You 
see the idea? 

Tims, if you are a Militant SutYra- 
getfce, you will find examples of this 
character; — 

“To liim, lu’AVf l.i-s ' 
out his oyrs, and on hN lilaii'-hi'-a 
iS-t ila- Uwx-f of thy onsanguiuM nailx" 

r ,r\ 

* ' T1 augry eru-s uiw fi m\ all, 

•Cast out the woman from tla* li.iii !' 

Jtut though thf lieiu-huieii toilnl ajui-.* 

Th.*y i-oiild not dwg ht-r fVom tht* pl.ur ; 
jMtll loud the ehaiiis wliieh hiuiiid m* ilct* 1, 

A 11 - 1 louder yet the woman Uiiifk^fl.” — 

“frer-all 

1 o*- .-'W ill assiinlt, the .seramliV and the im,. 







“WuKiti; HAVI: m;K-v, my m:uj? 1 rMi.t.n voi nwmi-: inn; .v,. 

“1 M■A^ lo.MIMJ, .Mi'MMV, only 1 MKT A 


A.jd all the avahiiiehe of hurtling .sttUH*'*. ' 

"V }'*r i he deelhs of some eoc»I-sh.nly\\ fj ^mH ; ’ 

A Imi'de stooii .slic ca.st 
* a wyiidow thikke, and in prisouti 
She roamith to and fro and iqi and iloun.” 

Vhmhv,', 

Oi- you may be i Buteliei*. Very 
well, then — ^ 

"Tlie uuu-vel and lutimc orniutWn, 

Hie lure and tlio Itutre of Unli.” 

iS in It ft nr \ 


me. Otr tlie com- 

.. . a ’ piet ion 01 anotlier year ol service at the 

! office, for instaneerhe might read;— 

j “I eount it }iA lio ••nin'.iiou thiv 
j "'Jin* wliieh, if Toil rue- wills' if, uuy 

ProeuiX’ for hM'vi''*’ triu* aiid !>agt- 
A modo-l lit ‘leiio nt uf nagf." 

j On the day when he pays Itis Life 
I Insurance Premium : — • 

O ■vl’ai'ation ulii -li is dt^eloiahu- ami Uio^t 
uiqth-aftuiit— (he fcrt-paiatiun fioiii nioiiev ! 


t luiiot Yt-t ^\e know it j»h*asant.” 

Jii’oinihnf. 

'*Th*‘U. liulrlier, fake tliy eliopper up, 

J^ad eh-ave tin* joint in twain.’* 

Cinfjh'i', 

•■ruir. .silly, unsii.«ij»erUag lifasth*, 

that Ihuihs \virliiu tliv luva.^tiM 
Ms ill .Stine he taken fra* tli y ohekie. 

And till ah nae mair.” 

He 'bill's like Jean in hi.., ehaiiul fleer. I 
1 rgs-s his hoi.st' aitfl sjieeds ah»iig the street. ” . 

’. j 

I leave these few examples to speak ' 
for themselves. They are more eloquent ‘ 
than I. j 

If the public supports me, as I 


Tlie ]«iyiiig out of ea^h from' 
well lined. 


‘t»aiatiun 

-.^hli from a jiuise not too 

HamuiMv miKuiee ! 

alt i., i;,j. t!.., h.*.t.”-HV// }rh!lui>t,i. 

On the anniversary of his wedding ; — 
“This ib my mniiag^* d-ay.”— /A-,/ .7„n^.,K. 
You are probably amazed at the 


anticipate, I l,oi« next year to go a i o.^MnarfapE rdprepiSty of 

SfenS”^' aSr/n are woKFW 

uaienclai. in addition to the features 1 1 have centi-ived to bring the work of 


already described, Uiis will contain suit- 
able quotations for any dates of per- 
sonal note with which the customer 


selection to such a fine art. Tliat, 
ho\vever, is my secret, which you can 
scarcely expect me to give away. 
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In Mr. Hbsketh Peichabd’s. account of his expedition 
from the Atladitic coast to the George River — Thvough 
Trackless Laha^r (Heeibmaxn)— he is careful not to 
glorify the exploits of himself and of his companion, Mr 
G. M. Gathoexe-Haedy, and his modesty as a writer is: 
only equalled by his humanity and tact as an explorer. He' 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

( By Mr. Pmich’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Nev^ swap souls when you are crossing the river Styx. 

That, I take it, is the moral of Mr. Bakry Paix’s story 

eq..lled by bl. tat „ 

for tales of the laboratory type. Month after montli Income I f or ^ out with a lust for the slighter of big game, 
across variations of the same old theme of the seientisHn * Pr^ ^ desire to dot the map with Hesketh creeks and' 

his workshop trying to create or Sbn- m* S soSe Wn mountains, and he dop treat the natives of the 

else with life which is contrary to nature. Sometimes I* ^sitor^toW«b,!Lfe* explores with the courtesy due from a 

read them partly out of morbid curiosity partlv with TlTaJionf? J-lie inhabitants of the Labrador, 

y 1 ,. •> . C e«*osicj , partly with a 1 1 select for mention the Eskimo drivers, who can, with their 

short-handled whips and a turn of their wrists, flick a fly 
drive in a nail or kill a willow-grouse. If Mr. Peichaed 
could only inspire tliese men with his own love of cricket 
what JSanjis rnight be produced in this land ! Tlie chief 
arawbaeks to the Labrador are the mosquitoes, which slowlv 
eat you up and the huskies, which want to munch you at 
sight; but the second of these will be removed if Dr. Gbex- 
" fell carries out his 


' — AAU.WUJ.O. ouiuetimes jl 

read them partly out of morbid curiosity, partly with a 
^int hope of discovering a new Frankenstein. Mr. Barry 
B.un’s attempt is ingenious, but it leaves me lukewarm and 
Mrs. Shelley supreme. She was content to make Franken- 
stein create a soulless body. Mr. Barry Pain goes a sten 
further. But playing with naked souls is dangerous work 
as the man and woman who were the vile bodies of his 
experiments found out at the cost of their lives The 
book, like every- 
thing that he writes, 
shows a sympathetic 
understanding of 
human nature and 
the world. But 1 
prefer him when he 
describes the joys 
and the ills that 
we have, instead of 
flying to others that 
we know not of. 


I fancy that the 
binders must have 
been more impatient 
over the occasional 
long%ie%i,rsoi The Free 
J!iarriage (Stanley 
Paul) than I was 
myself; because, just 
as^ I was getting 
mildly interested, 
they decided that I 

T 1 t > i A . . 



nases ; and whftn tl hftxr cnKca/mi-iAvi'l-JIirT £ i. s 


proposal to’ sub- 
stitute reindeer. 
A chapter called ‘‘A 
Comparison of Play* 
grounds,'' another- 
on fishing by Mr. 
Hardy, a beautiful 
frontispiece by Lady 
Helen Graham, and 
a number of photo- 
graphs add charm 
to a book which both 
in manner and mat- 
ter is worthy of 
unqualified praise. 
It contains, I shoidd 
add, a valuable 
account of the splen- 
did work done by the 
Moravian Mission. 

Having been told 
that The Foil of the 
Seasons (Swift) was 


— 4.vfA.ujr — I MWWU .tYto JLbUUb UJ Ifie 

I felt It ifficvilt to teoaptore njy first fine carofess beli^in * ^ .T*®**®^ trorld, I was still a little stsitlea to 

the realitv of fl'tiai 4-Kn^ zl ii_ • • .. 


i-at £ h "iou liue careless Deiiei m 

the reahty of the tale. Not that it really matta-ed very 

*0 ^ero^ and heroine of 
^ exactly what yon can be pei-feetly 
ceitam wiU happen, so soon as you have read the first 
chapter. They decide that their union, though ]e<»al glia.(l 
be that of two independent comrades, each at ^bei-ty to 

career may be 

jetted. That is how Margery describes the situation to 
fhS and scandalised Broadthood on the 

tto^page. And on the last: •“! think, Dick,' she said 

T“ ^ ^ another.’ He 

ft “cdem story, in short. Of course 
a lot of tlungs happen between whiles, some of which 
wemlly the incidents of life, in a big newspaper^ffide’ 
SxoTOBN handles with interest and know- 
^nnv ff T® phrasing struck me as hot exactly 

^ catch his breath 

on thin«) but, tos apart, and making due allowance for 


Sl-TOM ‘'j® G-'Desmond’s chapters 

&8-Wtld Gremhouses. Of course there was nothing m it of' 

j i^^ioation had conjured up--nothing about 
treckng the dea^y conservatories of Rangoon to their lair 
m the jungle. The wild greenhouses that Mr. Desmond 
meant are those shelter^ spots in which nature becomes 
mr own foicer, ^d helps forward the tender growths of 
these, ^d fifty other kindred topics, the 
o?w)?Li?t ^ coUection of short papds, many 

nf Tnw ^ ^?“C“‘her pleasantly as having brought a breath 
fragrance into the somewhat heated pages of 
m Matron. In their coUected form, these essare CS 
is friends. Impossible to say which artfele 

^ * 1 * charming, because the sympathy and know- 
ledge of the wi-iter can invest an/ sWit. the molt 

’^ith inteLt. ^ But I must 
s^ect for social praise- one chapter, on “The Snrme 

those who know an/lov* 
Semorii*^? redolent of deUghtfal 

u ^ *^® ®“thusiasm with Which Mr. Desmond 
fl £ topics' as wasps and vipers, and the best 
places to find them (as if anyone wanted to ! ) has left 
me respectfully marvelling, 
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CHARIVARIA, 

The Italians declare the recent 
official reports of Turkish successes to 
be fah-e. At the same time we cannot 
help thinkin<( that it would be good 
policy on the part of Italy, as tending 
to promote better feeling*' between the 
combatants, to allow Turkey a victory 
now and then. ... ... 


like to SCO ^fr. George following the 
example of his career. 

The recent honour bestowed on ^[i\ 
has caused a ceitain ainoiint 
of sui'prise in some quarters, where it 
is evidently forgotten that the new 
Knight is one of the leading pillcrs of 
the ytatc. ... .. 


realises that it w'oiild Ite unreasonable 
to invite them to join the Territorials 
until they liave a vote. 

“ Australia is the ho:ne of barrack- 
ing," sneered the Britishei*. “ Yes," 
said tlie dense Antipodean, “ours is 
the first portion of the British Empire 
to go in for Universal Service.’* 


Count B-itthyIsy, the Austro- ha^ A nungarian lady has bequeathed 

Hungarian nobleman whose i ^ 1 “ 1 I'as , a sum of ;ei0,0{)0 to her pet dog. One 

was destroyed bv fire last week risked no I'esult, ■ can almost hear the solicitor saying to 

his life in LinK\N-DYKE’s“^^^^^^ «rst : the legatee. “ How will you tak^ i^Sir 

ojance oj the pan- Ga-man press, [tio n. we understand.^of the Kocietf for ! Tiie latest fashbn in_ neck-ties, we 

are told, is “ the finger- 


_ President T.\pt has| 
signed a proclamation 
admitting New Mexico 
as the forty-seventli 
State of the Union. To 
think that Canada, had 
she not been so blind, 
might have had the 
honour ! 

The office of the 
Criminal Identification 
Bureau at Ottawa has 
records, finger-prints, 
and photographs of no 
fewer than 5,500 mur- 
derers and thieves* For 
a young country this is 
really splendid. 

At the mass meeting 
of the Thames Iron- 
works employes, held 
to consider the pro- 
posal to work 53 hours 
a week, as a condition 
of the continuance of 
the ship-building trade 
on the Thames, the 



print pattern.” We 
have noticed seedy in- 
dividuals wearing ‘dark 
white dress ties w’-hieh 
seem to answer admir- 
‘ ably to the description. 

ft* ^ 

\ Messrs. Seeley, Ser- 
vice & Co. announce 
“ My Adventures among 
South Sea Cannibals," 
:by Douglas Bannib. 
:Does the author, we 
wonder, boast of an in- 
side knowledge of his 
subject ? 


The Iiowest Depths.” 
In an interview with 
The Daily Mail on the 
subject of the absorp- 
tion of Black and White 
by The Sjpiiere, Idi. 
Clement Shorter, the 

THE WRONG NR. BROWN. J editor of this combina- 

Brcezi/ Foiee froui /iiomewhere. “Hmo, that you. Brown? Just to RPvrvn : represented as 
u rax-r WE UE uepexwno os you to i-eay scecm half is the to” ■ ^avmg made the fol- 

^ “oi WT. Bye-bye!” , lowing jironouncement 

fu.t Au j. 1 , ■ i Isles who have never heard 

Agorfing to ThS M Jfoil OoulUt ™ ™ S 

would seem to confirm the rumour that ^ jdaredto assign so low a standard to the 

SSte.w““’ *» “ s""* CS.” 

legaru me ijaw. ^ ^ man Wagner music is good for the 

■Rrinff TTiiirnvT It can certainly be of no use to „0»raviatora are hard at work. Oneofthem, 
Norway, we are'thedead. , lJfc-F.B.Foaler.hadaH«coiUtigexperienec.r:: 

told, IS about to be made a general in j Uithin ten minutes of his starting he was 

’^‘^®'® « ®“e difference! 

gatner that the authorities are at last . between our Governments and those of i i ® sympathy of every earwig 
officers dangerous shortage of Prance. Ours sometimes last too long. 

. ! Some surprise is expressed at Lord 

HAimANE’s being in favour of granting 
suffrage to women. No doubt our | 

IB the air. A nasty; War Minister has been impressed by 
ynic now wntes to say that he would . their valuable fighting qualities, and 


jitts cue sympanny oi every ea: 
who has ever fallen into the soup. 

“ ‘ CEtlipus * is not frigid classic tragedy. On 
the contrary, it is, in the forcible, direct phrase- 
ology of America, ‘ a very human story. 

JSvening Standard 

” Ha!”->to 
Montreal. 


use the terse diction of 
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TO THE NEXT TWELVE MONTHS. 

Good Year, you Iiave intleed your work cut out ! 

I cannot (at tlie uiomeut) call to mind 
A programme more exhausting ; nay, I doubt 
if any piwious brace of yeai's coinbined 
Have had Iheir sense of diitj' 

Confronted by a task so strangely fiiiity. 

There is the coal strike. As I understand, 

Our miners claim an equal minim wago 
l5otli for the honest and the idle hand, 

And, by the bonds of brotherliood, en^a^^e 
To starve their fellow- toilers 
J3y cutting off the wherewithal of boilers. 

Oim cellars will be bare, our railways cease, 

JNo gas will issue when we turn tlie tap. 

Our DimanoughU made equivalent to scrap, 

WiU come, with none to fight 'em, 

And spoil our golf-links. That is one small item. 

Should W8 siuTive it, there are plenty more: 

Thei-e 18 the Ac^ of Union to be broke; 

a taste of gore, 

And Taff j- s finger in bis Church’s poke ; 

13 - 1 1 Manhood Suffrage showing 
His hydi-a-head. These ought to keep /on going. 

Tote ; on rival planks" 

A ^‘‘-thumping Ministers WiU disagree; ^ 

Ai^ doctors, qlosing up their learned ranks, 

Hefuse to operate for housemaid's knee— 
little measui'e 

;^on6 should^bccupy your autumn leisure). 

' 'II find the same unrest. . 

• tries to mend his ways, 

^‘'^^ti^ o’l We vulturelu^l; 

• . Or. shoidd Beform be checked by long delais 
_(As with the casual Persian), 

Tw Christian vultures join in this diversion. 

?®et is out to sack and slay ; 

«« j ^byan shore there lies the Turk, 

ButehOTed to make a Boman holiday,” ■ 

And still BeUona asks for more red work ; 
btm half the woi’ld indulges 
in more, and bigger, armamental bulges. 

Swnppmg her Cabinets in middle stream; 

A^ Germany, that watches all the while 
Hoping with jingo drags her restive team; 

W 7 -x- ®^®^’ ®®^t of trouble 

Waitmg to burst inside the Balkan bubble. 

^ThA « WUowed my remarks, you ’ll know 

■Rnf +t# ^®^® Pi^-y ^ part. 

Betake yoim time : don’t you be pressed? go slow 
With smiling face to hide a serious heart ■ ' 

A 3 priii yourself together, 

And yon 11 get through with luck-and decent weather, 
— O.S. 

Byrom, who 174^ ^ ^ John 

T?a w™ -j. , . Cflasgoif Brewing Ciiivn. 

early version is too long for auota- 
tionmfglL The revise d edition was undoubSfy snff. 


MY IDEAL “UEBER-THEATER.” | 

1 HAVE rather advanced views about the Stage I ' 
hold, with Mr. Gordon CBAro, that the old “reaUstio” I 
ideals of production have quite broken up, and that “ the 
suggestion of environment " is all that is really necessary. 

- Iso that all our dramatists “ must go,” since “ the written 
play has no lasting value for the art of thetheake”; and all 
our actors and actresses, because “ the actor must always 
bnng a certain amount of his peraoiial emotion to ‘spoil’ 
true art.” I am perfectly prepared to scrap both authors 
aim actors. I believe the Drama would get on a lot better 
Without tiiem. 

“■ farther than Mr. Gordon Craig. 

if I rightly understand him, his proposal is to replace living 
actors by inanimate figures-” Ueber-Marionett^,” he calk 
tiiem— which are to perfomi on a stage set with simple but 
aitistically lighted seenerj-. I don’t gather whether they 
are to say or do anything in particular, but that, I presume, 
would depend on the chance inspiration of the artists who 
work the wires up in the flies, or the person who will act 
M mouthpiece on the prompt side, and speak in at least 
voices. Obviously there can be no written plot 
and dialogue, or we shaU have these pestilent playwnght 

fellows coming m again— which would never do ® 

Now my feeling is that, in the true interests of the Stage 
even sterner simpler methods are required. After all, are 
aids an insult to the intelligence of a 
cultivated Super-audience ? 

Why have Maiionettes ? Why have any scenery, lightin./ 
or stage? Why not leave everything to the VnafS^ 
imaginations of the audience ? In the « Ueber-Theater ” J 
®X®^ spectator will be left absolutely free 
to eiolve his or her own characters, surroundings, plot 
didoOTq Md incidents, in rapt and reverent silence. 

®®^ “®- ®i®g®— “otfimg but an enlarged cine- 
matograph scBeen, and a second-hand magic-lantern capable 

1 shall not require an orchestra, or even a piano. As soon 
to tonr^n^R should switeh off the lights 

him«ff 6^'^®“ ®’ “ill"*® to invent for 
^ strange indeed if everyone of them 

theS “if would ever 

professional dramatists 

I should then ^ibit, ” Act I. Scene ? ? ? ” allowing the 
i^utw to visualise any environment lihey 
maj mdiyidually prefer. It might be anything— “1 

.^^®.®’^““it of a Himalayan Peak.” The 
spectator could imagine a stage set to hw or her liking 
and the result would necessarily surpass all the efforts of 
the most realistic or idealistic p/oduem- 
When the two minutes were up -I should bring on mv 

SatiSSS ^ foreZy woman) m^ts B («. magnificenthj 
Ih,,. ^hMlk, auiimi umld ritS SSS tZ 

101 7im and then)— « It is evidenf^xcept to B— that 
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A and G are no strangers, but have shared a past that 
either may or may not be described as lurid." (Another 
mmute pr the ^playgoer to create this past according to 
his or her taste and fancy, and on I should go agaiji) : “ A 
ensues in which every sentence is charged with 
hidd^ irony and the suggestion of coming complications." 

^ <iuarter of an hour to think it out any average 
“Ueber-audience" ought to work this up, mentaUy, to a 
^lly magnificent climax, bringing us to the end of Act L 
Total ^ time occupied, 25^ minutes. Act II,, though it 
contains some eftective scenes, I will skip and proceed to) 
“ Act III. Scene {optional^ as before). Matters approach 
a climax. B meets C and demands an explanation of 
circumstances which have tortured him with agonisinc^ 
doubts. C refuses to give it." (J should alhio at least tm 
miniit^ for this interview,) “ At length 0, brought to bay, 
mrnishes an explanation. B, however, is unable to accept 
it as satisfactory" — {four more minutes), “A enters un- 
expectedly, and B makes a passionate appeal to her to put 
an end to his suspense. Torn by a conflict of emotions, 
she remains mute. C intervenes, and there foUows an 
intensely dramatic scene between the trio.” (This I 
should feel safe in leaving to the audience for a quarter 
of an hour, after which)—^' Finale : A, at the end of her 
endurance, takes the decisive step that provides the only 
artistic solution of a perplexing social problem." Where- 
upon every Ueber-playgoer would finish the play happily 


or ^happily, as he or she pleased, and applaud vocifer- 
o^ly, each of them being able to appear and acknowledge 
the unanimous call for the Author, and all departing 
satisfied and delighted with their evening^s entertainment 
For we should have no more failures. There can scarcely 
be a doubt that a Theatre founded on my system would 
revolutionise the British Drama by transforming the entire 
playgoing populace into unpaid and unwritten dramatists 
who would be all the more famous and successful as 
^ remain unknown to all but themselves. 

Will no true lover of the Drama come forward and help 
me to work out these ideals ? Perhaps Mr. Gordon Ceaig 
— ^ut eo^d he bring himself to sacrifice his beloved 
“ Ueber-Marionettes" for the sake of the Cause? ... I 
wonder. ^ 

. “Fourteen thousand milUons of the Mark 7 baU cartridge have 
just been issued to the inftntry of the Aldeishot command.” ” 

. I>ctily OiroTnicle. 

This gives them about 700,000 cartridges apiece. “ Eeadv 
aye ready," is England’s watchword. * 


“ Six himdred women were executed for witchcraft in France in 1609.” 

South liOfndon Observer, 

This appears in a column headed “ Tea Table Talk,” and 
IS always our first; chatty remark to our hostess as she 
hands us a cup of tea. 
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ANOTHER MILESTONE. 1 "I appeared,” I went on 

*.1 1 1 ». -iTir- to he thinking of insuring my life. 

X said Miss “ Have vou done it?" 

t f cekainly not. I drew back ii 

"I am extremely unhappy," I con- time. But it was a warning-it was 

"ni, .V i the writing on the waU." 

^OSTEE and .<Tell me some more.” said Misi 

thoSf^f T ! f • J after she had allowed this 

I thought of Foster ; I let my mind to sink in 

^*T.“sno good. ” WeU, that was Monday afternoon, 

I am stm rather sad, I said. l told myself that in the afternoon one 

f Vx quiteresponsible.that sometimes 

isn’f tw f -tT® ?®f®?y-TJ‘°“®’^’a8 only half awake. ButonTues- 

WW *»Wrff!i ^ day morning I was hon-ified to discover 

’^Oh I k-7 b»PP7~ Sljf ■*»»»■ 

Mdd^ton went on eagerly. “And I’d “ Doing dumb-bells. Ten lunges to 

teo^stn^dtat Wfth^tils 

wanHo forget ab^ul my" bSidly^alto- and 

° «nv! oi-a o. i;) ii. iOli lunging and ” I stopped and gazed 

V ’ ^ ° j as old as that ? mto the fire again. 

"xl ““i yo’i t® teft “e ? ” 

that. I have passed another landmark, said Miss Middleton. 

wSSJjf . L “ there have 

so^ i£w«f for been other little symptoms-Uttle warn. 

“rtTr ..; ^ >x X .. .J“g ^hich aU mean the same 

TUT- yon, said thing. Testerday I went into the bank 

Miss Middleton timidly, “ to know that to get some moimy. As I began to fill 

Stwel fook any older than you did in L cheque. cLcience ffisSrei 
XI, XTX 1 ,, , I to me. 'That’s the third five pounds 

« ® f aJiy older, you ’ve had out this week.' ” 

vou ^ for birthdays how do » Well, of aU the impertinence 

you know you ore older ? What did you do ? ” 

trust hS^ ^ *®° of course. But 

» M«.v T nouf,,.. x„ „ L.T 1 o rhere you are; you see what’s hap- 
.1 asked. pemng. This meaning I answered a 
«Ti uf oomse she cri^ eagerly, letter by return of post. An^ did you 

1 notice what occurred only just now at 

comfortably m her oham. “ Make it as tea ? ” ^ 

^8gf. “Of course I did.” said Miss Middle- 

I picked a coal out of the fire with ton indignantly, “You ate all tha 
the tongs and lit my cigarette. muffins ” ^ 

“T “^O'l don’tmean that at all. What 

innocent youth is I mean is that I only had three lumps 
'^0®'’^®°. of f ^0 strange and of sugar in each cup. I actually stopped 

toble thmgs which I find myself you when you were putting t^e fomth 

“ So O n nh >> Tvr- nr-;.;,, x ^ y®®-” ^ 8“^ bitterly, “ I 

U 0 - 0 “ 0 ' 0 li, said Miss Middleton am getting on ” ^ 

u XX, Miss Middleton -poked the fire Vigor- 

_ “Last Monday, about three o’clock ously «x uuo me vigor 

vofttrf ^ *1^® fonges." she said. 

^ “Isit’v^L5?"«^'TM- T^-A^i “ Ten to the east, ten to the west, ten : 

fnn ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ Middle- to the nor^nor'-east, ten to ” ^ 

“Verv ^ /Inn’x fi,’ ir r>i. , ‘‘^®®' V^6ll>I should have thought ' 

vroii ^ ® x^ think you Oh, that that was just the tiling to keen ^ 

well If you must have it, here it is. you young.” ® ^ 

fi ®^'^?°fy foiinft “lyself “ It is. That 's the tragedy of it I 
reatog carefi^ and with every sign used to he young: now f iJen voiinff i 

wS/" Audi used tosfy.'I’uie my liS ' 

suddenly and then became very saying ‘ some Ly ' you 're getLg old! 1 
® ®’ 1 you know." f 

^ “Some day/’ said Miss Middleton, 
“ 5 ’ou must tell me all about the 
Crimea. Not now,” she went on 

1 quickly, “because you’re going to do 

3 something very silly in a moment, if 

I can think of it — something to con- 
5 vince yourself that you are still quite 

5 young.” 

“Yes, do let me. I really think it 
would do me good.” 

“ Well, what can you do ? ” 

“ Can I break anything ? ” I asked, 
looking round the room. 

“I really don’t think you must. 
Mother ’s very silly about things like 
that.^ I *m 50 sorry ; Father and I would 
love it, of course.” 

“ Can I go into the kitchen and 
frighten the cook ? ” 

Miss Middleton sighed mournfully. 
Isn't it a shame,” she said, “that 
mothei's object to all the reallv nice 
things ? ” 

“ Mrs. Middleton is a little difficult 
to please. I shall give up trying 
directly. ^ What about blacking my face 
and calling on the Vicar for a sub- 
scription ? ” 

“ I should laugh in church on Sun- 
day thinking of it. I always do.’* 

1 lit another cigarette and smoked it 
thoughtfully. 

“ I have a brilliant idea,” I said at 
last. 

“ Something really silly ? ’* 

** Something preposterously foolish. 

It^ seems^ to me just now the most 
idiotic thing I could possibly do.” 

” Tell me ! ” beseeched Miss Middle- 
ton, clasping her hands. 

”I shall,” I said, gurgling with 
laughter, “insure my life.” A. A. M. 

POST MAEHS. 

[The following communications, possibly in- 
tended for Tha JDaily MaU^ have been delivered 
to us owing to the notoriously misdir^ted 
energies of the Post Office.] 

Sir, — had occasion recently to dis- 
patch as Christmas presents half-a-gross 
of Stradivarius violins. It is due to the 
criminal economy which has induced 
the authorities to abandon the use of 
baskets for the conveyance of parcels 
that seventy-one out of the seventy-two 
instruments reached their destination 
in fragments. The recipient of the re- 
maining one has written to say that 
he has received the battledore but 
that there were no shuttlecocks. 

W. P. B. 

Sir, — I sent off a hat-box, which 
measured eighteen inches in depth, 
rhe box, which contained two hats, 
neasured o:^y three inches in depth 
ivhen it arrived. It is, however, only 
air to add that whereas it was but twp 
eet wide when sent, the width each 


Jaxc'ary 17 


PU NCH , OR THE LONDON CHAKn’AIH. 


way on arrival had been increased to! 
; four-foot-six, and my customer has been 
able to use the liats as opera cloaks. 

Caroli>?e Testit. 

! Sir,— Publicity in your columns may 

be fehe^ means of solving a mystery 
j which is doubtless due to a confusion 
of names and addresses. The other 
■ day I sent to a London colourman for 
a canvas and a large number of tubes 
of oil paint. Yesterday I received from 
' the firm in (question a battered parcel, 

I the contents of which, on being opened* i 
proved to be a masterpiece by one of ! 

: the Post-Impressionists, 
j V. Browx-Pinkeb, 

Sis, — I wrote to my lending library 
for a book on Chinese Porcelain, and I 
received by return of post a copy of 
‘■Broken Earthenware.*' 

Reginald Bunthorxe. 

i Sir, — I lately purchased in different | 

' parts of Italy a number of pieces of| 
antique jewellery, and had them sent 
home by post. Imagine my pleasure 
on arrival at finding that the postal 
, authorities, supposing the pieces to be 
! broken and that the breakages were 
their work, had put them together and 
: delivered what is unquestionably the 
: original of the so-called tiara of Saita- 
pharnes. B, Cheleeny, 

Sib, — I acquired recently a superb 
; painting of a sunset. On obtaining 
delivery of it by post I have been com- 
pelled to re-chi’isten it “Daybreak.” 

PlERPONT EoCKEFELLEB. 

Sib, — I have been accustomed for 
some years to receive a copy of TJie 
Tunes each morning by post. Latterly 
the parcel has arrived in a condition so 
ragged and dishevelled that mv friends 
accuse me of subscribing to the half- 
I penny gutter press. 

Oadbuby Doj^ald. 
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LONDON'S LATEST LUXURY. 

iafomed by tlio manager of 
\\elhngtoii House, Ltd., that the Goverimiejit 
Iwve purchased Wellington House Hotel 
Buckingham Gate, for uso as offices by the 
Insurance Commissioners. 

^ “The building is an extensire one, contain- 
ing some two hundred rooms, and has been 
used up to the present as a family residential 
hotel, — O/isen-cr.] 

WELLINGTON HOUSE HOTEL 
Will shortly be re-opened under 
j entirely new management 
as soon as the 

kecessaBiY radical alterations 
have been made.^ 

This magnificent Hotel will be adapted 
to the requirements 
OF Invalids and Sice Persons. 




Its patrons will derive benefits such 
as are given by no other hotel in 
I England. 

Moderate Charges ! 

(yubject to amendments.) 

Free DoctcrsII 
(Perhaps. \ 

Free Medicine!!! 
Liberal Table. 

(Siiecial Tenns for Servants if required.) 

Note, — A novel feature is the Oiseat Cox- 
sEuvATOiiY with its B.\k£ and Refreshing 

b utriTs ! 

The Hotel has been fully licensed 
by His Majesty's Government, and 
the Proprietor, Mr. D. L. George, 

■ is ren’owned for his Excellent Spirits! 

The Wellington House Hotel will be 
conducted on the best German lines. 


'Bus meets all Trains. 

Proprietor meets all Objections. 

Opening Day, July 15th. 

All communications should be 
directed to 

Robt. Morant, 

General Manager. 

[For Sanatoria in connection with the above 
Hotel, see sejiamte advertisements.] 


j Mr. Cherry Kearton, interviewed 
by The Evening Standard, says : — 

“The tiger came towards me bellowing and 
grunting, and when he got opposite the screen 
he gav'D one of those fearful coughs which only 
I the man who has been close to such a beast 
can appreciate. It wus eleven feet long.” 

^ This is the longest cough known. 
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HOPWOOD THE HANDYMAN. 

Ii is understood that the engagement 
of Sir I^cis Hopwood as Business 
Manager tp the Admiralty is "bnlv 
temporary. . By the end of March he 
hopes to hare established the buyinff 
and sclKng. department on so unassail- 
able a foundation as td'enable him to 
take up the following series of appoint- 
ments elsewhere. 

On April 1st SirRiANcis has, at the 
m*gent‘ solicitation of the 
P^le Emperor of the Press, 

Jy L, Gabvin, kindly 
consented to undertake the 
ofiBce of Colonial Editor of 
T/ie Pall Mall Gazette, at a 
salary of £4=, 000 a month. 

The letter in which Mr. 

Garvin conveyed the offer 
is, we are informed by one 
who was privileged to see it, 
the most superb exercise in 
honorific poluphloishbister- 
osity to be encountered in all 
the annals of journalistic 
eulo^. “You are” -roite 
p. Gabvis, “do fossilised 
bureaucrat, no palseontologi- 
cal siwivor of prehistoric 
xSumbJedom m excelsis, but, 
on the contrary, an inveter- 
ate foe to the asphyxiating 
influences of red-tape routine. 

1 am confident therefore that 
your accession to the staff of 
the Great Organ over which 
It IS my privilege to preside 
will be fraught with results 
which will reverberate into 
the remotest recesses of the 
cosmic system." 

again, however, it 
will be impossible for Sir 
Bbascis Hopwood to stay 
longer than four weeks and a 
onTuesday 

the 30th of April, he passes 

mto tte service of the Auto- 

Club, the CommHfr«A L 

institution having 
retain^ his semoes for two months as 
^ordomo and Grand Master of the 
Ceremonies, at a salary which we are 
positively afraid to mention. It will 
Sir Feanois to intro: 
of the cliA 
countesses “who 
have not previously taken part in the 

convereation,"and in general to promote 

of Mub by SEg 
the plutocratic and feudj 
wt “ indissoluble union. 

completely 

satasf^tonly adiieved, as^it m 
bound to be. Sir Fjsabcts Hopwood I 
will tn»ce^, on the 1st of July, to take 
up his abode in Amen Court. The 
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1:::- fo temper amalgamation of 27ic Daih, M.ii 


Tr *36- jraui s, recog- 

nising that it is desirable to temper 
their high seriousness with a radijuit 
ser^ity, have decided to invoke his 
Msirtan^o m the capacity of a Lay 
Gioom-DispeUer. ^Sh- Fbancis ^wih 
not, of coume, in any way invade the 
duties of the Dean and Canons. '• He 
will simply diffuse an atmosphere of 
optimistic mbanity and, to quote a 
writer in T/w Da% News, ‘‘fulfil the 
function of a spiritual Tapley.” 



- ! r^ ^ 




POSSIBtY ACAIX this IIOKXIXG; I CAS’t 

“Have you tuep the other exd, Sir?" 


^ MIM.UAAUJ. ui d.ne 

August naturally suggests a holi/l-w reading them, and 


— ui Due Amazons: the 
^algamation of m Daily Mail and 
,^c Daily Neuy .upder the editorship 
iPf Lord LQNgDAM!;,.the squaring of the 
pu-ci^r of Holmes; and finally an 
administrative demonstration of per- 
petual motion. .* ^ 

j - .... > - fj . 

; . BEOOF POSITIVE. - 

*■ statement in 
■ine standard respecting the religious 

. char^ter ' of The ‘ Miracle 

at Olympia a gentleman at 
l«ewisham writes:' — “As re- 
gards the allegation that 
religion of any kind is held 
up to ridicule, 1 consider it 
nonsense. I saw King 
^IsO Mr. 

W. T. Stead. I watched their 
faces, and gratification and 
enjoyment were written upon 
them.” ^ 

Here we have a new vehicle 

for the conveyance of truth, 
as the following specimens 
illustrate 

. writes a lead- 

ing Hither Green resident, 

“ could be more absurd than 
toe accusation that our War 
Office IS not at the highest j 
point of practical efficiency, ' 
for did I not recently see both ' 
bir Joseph Lyons and Mr. 
Eernard Shaw on the pave- 
ment just outside it ? Every- 
thing about both these notable 
capable men spoke of satis- 
faction and confidence.” 

"I am surprised,” writes a 

well-knownBermoudseyman, 
“that there should be even a 

whisper that the playbiUs of 
our theatres are not written 
in good literary style, for I 
have seen both Mr. Edmund 
wssB and the author of The 
■Sosary reading them, and 

iVe anxr ^ t 


r xiuifwooD cannot be 

sp^ed ^together from the service of 
Government has 
^cordmgly a^anged to send him out 
m a war^ip to Constantinople, where 
I he will be lent to the Sultan for the 
p^ose of moUifying the Chauvinistic 
Mpirations of the Committee of Union 

the Alban- 

o' 

Hopwood’s engage- 
mmts for the remaining months of 
, K absolutely fixed yet 

'^t It IS generaUy believed'^ that tGy 

JJahomey to report on the oornmis- 


, “The statement that there are any 
picture palaces left in which the piano- 
Playmg is indifferent,” writes a iSHt 
Gunnersbury, “is false. Yesterday I 
was present at the Brooklands bio- 
scope Bower of Bliss, and notS 
mong the audience Sir Henbtt J^ 
Wood and Miss Vesta Tillbt. Both" 
were obviously not in pain.” 

will visit several 



, tie n’ca-SMlto^ilMrucoUHim). “En-TIIEY’lSE RESVILBim THIS l't.U-E!” 


FOTJE ]VIOEE STAES: 

OR, IjOKa Jake at it AOAiisf. 

Lokg Jane, who is nobbing if nob 
alert and doctorcookish, has just- 
alighted upon another bunch of those 
geniuses which no one else ever seems 
to find. To be precise, four, and each 
a perfect example of the fictional Nut. 

A 2\eio Rcalhtic Geniics, 

THK EPIC OF A BUjMPKIN". 

65 , By Mordaunt Middex. 

A record of personal experience 
which blends with amazing force the 
elemental frankness of the cowshed, 
the polished sincerity of Casanova and 
the almost savage candour of The 
Police Gazette, The effect upon Long 
Jane when perusing this masterpiece 
in manuscript was galvanic. What 
then must it be on less practised 
readers? [Jamuiry 18. 

A Nexo EUtoncal Novelist. 

THE POWER OP FASCINATION. 

65. By Joseph Pond-Spieb. 

. A great romance of the most fas- 
cinating period in history — the rise of ■ 


Sir Christopher Hatton, under Good 
Queen Bess, to the highest position 
and authorifey. A magnificent study of 
success — the triumph of Sir Chris- 
TOPHER*s twinkling feet as ho danced 
his way to wealth wdiich enabled him 
to acquire the property now known as 
Hatton Garden. History has few' such 
romantic stories, and Long Jane’s 
newest young man has naturally done 
wonders with it, with due insistence 
upon passion — without which wheie 
are we ? [Jatiuart/ 20 . 

A New Territorial NovcUhL 

HOllATIO FFOLLIOTT. 

6s. By Evelvn Bentw’ood. 

An enthralling novel of Territorial 
and Boy-Scout life in Austria. The 
hero is a most extraordinary personality 
--a born leader — whose dislike of obey- 
ing orders and cruel individuality 
militate against his chances of suc- 
cess. It is impossible to convey in 
a few words the strength of this study, 
and no more therefore is said; but 
Long Jane just wishes to add that the 
complex nature of the Austrian Boy- 
Scout has never been so amazingly 


dissected as by Evelyn Bentwood. And 
whether Evelyn is a man or a woman 
—ah ! The reader musb discover that 
for himself. Long Jane is (for once) i 
[January 25. 

A New Poet from Cayenne. 

DIONYSUS UNDRESSED. 

Bs. Qcl net. * By Laura Lyrer. 

It is not often that Long Jane goes 
to Cayenne for a poet, but the result, 
'when such a course is taken, is terrific. 
In Miss Lyrer's book will be found 
verse which surpasses in passion 
(which is of course the only thing that 
anyone wants in verse) tlie kindred 
poetry of Miss Ella Wheeler Wilcox, 
who cannot but be pleased with this 
free advertisement. Perhaps no writer 
of such poems to-day displays a more 
complete mastery of form, such glowing 
colours, and such meteoric flashes of 
the Orient. And perhaps not. It is 
left for readers of Miss Lyrer to decide. 
With every copy of ^ the book a wet 
towel for the head is supplied. The 
whole stock is kept by Long Jane in 
cold stoi*age until reejuired. 

[Beady Felrmry 14. 
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“THE MAN IN THE STALLS 
(An Appreciation.) 

Tee row was ,front, the place was Pit, 
And in the centre seat of it ' 

It was my privilege to sit. 

And," sitting there, I sat behind 
A Stallite of the larger kind, • 

Who, having previously dined, • 

Arrived some twenty minutes late, 

For reasons which he did not wait 
A more convenient time to state.> 

He did not drop into his seat 
At once, but stood upon his feet 
And looked about for friends to greet 

And, when he settled down at last, 

I caught the judgment which he passed 
On every member of the cast. 

And overheard his loud regret 
That time had not arrived, as yet, 

To go and smoke a cigarette. 

When he could stand the strain no more, 
He made his preparations for 
Departing by an early door. 

Then, daring much but much afraid, 

I tapped his restless shoulder-blade. 

This is the little speech I made : 

“ To you, whom theatres clearly pall. 
The Pit is much obliged, 0 Stall, 

For bothering to come at all. 


** There is about your splendid back, 
That now familiar stretch of black, 

A movement which the others lack, 

“ Your comings in, your goings out 
Were things to watch and think about, 
Which we could ill have done without. 

** Your fluent, talk, yoxur frequent jest, 
Your inner thoughts, so well expressed, 
Have been of endless interest. 

“ We shall return to-morrow night ; 
But, -though to us it will be quite ' 

A dismal thing to miss the sight 

And sound of you, we shan^t complain, 
So do not give yourself the pain 
Of worrying to come again. 

** For, please, to-morrow, if we may, 
We 'd Eke to see and hear the play.*' 

Discouraging EfSlciency. 

“A batch of Tenitorials were fined this after- 
noon at Greenwich Police-conit for failing to 
attend camp and making themselves efficient." 

> . Bvming Kc%o$. 

As regards the second offence thev 
might have been let off with a cautiom 


j.- Cassation, a suitor, dis- 

satisfied with the progress of his case, fired two 
snots from a revolver at M. Ditte. , . , The 
man who fired appears to Tie insane. He oidv 
fired blank cartridges. ^ 

I Idiot. 


THINGS OVEEHEAED, 

Mr. Punches Unscmpnloiis 
Reporter. 

That Mr. Cadbury is joining the 
noble regiment of race-horse owners, 
and will race this year under his well- 
known colours — a star on a chocolate 
ground— with a two-year-old named 
George Fox. 

That the Editor of Tlie Spectator has 
presented the Editor, of The Daily 
Chronicle with a priceless Tabby cat, 
in recognition of his advocacy of the 
Eeferendum on the question of Woman 
Suffrage. 

That Lord Lonsdale has joined the 
staff "of The British Weekly, and will 
collaborate with “Lorna," Mrs. Annie 
Swan and Mrs. Sarah TooLEYin a' new' 
column to be entitled, ** Pacific Pratt- 
lings." » 

That the Nobel prize for Literature 
IS to be awarded to Mr. Winston 
Churchill for his services in embel- 
lishing the diction of State Papers. 

That Lord Tankerville will shortly 
be appointed headmaster of Eton and 
transfer his famous herd of wild cattle 
from Ohillingham to Windsor Park,! 
with' a view to instruct the decadent’ 
sons of the aristocracy in the art of 
bull-fighting. 
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THE HELPBES’ LEAGUE. 

Betosh Lion (<o Bitsstaa Bear). »I JOIN YOTJ, THOUGH UNDEB PROTEST. APTER AT.T,^ 
WE UNDERTOOK TO ACT TOGETHER." 

Persian Oat (^iDiinMejirfo). “II I MAY QUOTE PROM THE ANGLO -RUSSIAN AGREEMENT 
OF 190?, THIS UlTDBiRSTAMBBrG ‘CAN OKLY SEEVE TO FURTHEE AND PROMOTE PERSIAN INTERESTS, FOR 

HEKCEfOKTH KEBSU, An)B> A»D ASSISTED BT THESE TWO TOWEEFCL KEIOHBOCBISO STATES, CAN EMPLOT AtL HER STKENGIK 
XN INIXItNAL BEFOBX8*' *' rTk .s 

[Pr^m to cayrre. 
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THE CEACKSMEN. 

{A Moral Tale for our Young Folk) 

“ I SAY, Pug,"' said Harold to Vivian, 
“ how does a burglar open a safe? ” 

“ J emmy,” said Vivian. Why ? ” 

“ My aunt ’s just given me a money- 
box, and, like a silly ass, I put foui- 
pence in, and now I want it." 

“ Why don’t you open the box and 
take it, then ? ” 

Open it ! Can’t — it ’s one of that 
beast Lloyd GEonon’s inventions, my 
boy. And I could just do with that 
fourpence, too.” 

** Ha, ha ! can’t open a money-box ! ” 
sneered Vivian, to which Harold repUed 
with a bet involving half the contents. 

In the tool-shed they worked hard 
for an hour and a half. Harold’s 
mother’s scissors proved an ineffectual 
jemmy; even the carving-knife only 
made dents in the thing, which the 
thing acknowledged by making dents 
in the carving-knife. The moment ofj 
highest hope was when Harold held; 
the money-box down with the garden i 
fork while Vivian tried to find an 
opening with the spade. But despair 
quickly returned. 


” Better not try that anymore,” said 
Harold gloomily, removing the fork, 
or we may spoil it.” 

“As you like,” said Vivian, examining 
the spade, “ but it seems a faiiiy strong 
one. How about the sardine-opener ? ” 
The kitchen w’as invaded; but Mr. 
Lloyd Geoege’s alleged invention was 
mightier than tin-openers. It was 
also mightier than mangles and the 
weight of passing motor cars. 

“ Whatever are you doing ? ” asked 
Millicent, appearing suddenly from 
nowhere in a sisterly way. 

“Just what we jolly well like, and 
what s it matter to you? ” replied her 
brother Harold affectionately. 

“ Oh, what a shame to spoil Aunt 
Anne’s lovely present like that I” said 
Millicent, her eye on the box. 

“ ‘Lovelypresent’I—it'sthe balmiest 
, present I ’ve ever had to put up with,” 
Harold replied. Here Vivian plucked 
Harold’s sleeve and whispered to him 
until Harold’s face was suffused with 
geniality. 

“Awfully generous present, I caU it. 
She was telling me about it; and I 
think you’re very lucky,” Millicent 
continued. ! 


Harold retained his new expi’ession 
with difiSculty, and said sweetly, “Yes, 
I was only joking; it's a decent 
present and all that, of course. But 
I want the fourpence I put in, and I 
can t get it out. I *11 sell it to you for 
sixpence. Mill. Eourpence for the 
fourpence, and twopence for the box. 
A bargain ; have it ? ” 

“Bather a lot for the box, isn’t it ?” 
asked Millicent, looking sharply at 
Harold. “I — ^I'U give you fi-vepence 
for the lot,” she said. 

“ Done I ” said Harold. 

“ Done 1 ” said Millicent, with a little 
j smile, as she handed over the money, 
[Nobody saw the pas seiil she danced 
behind the laurels. 

Aunt Anne met hear in the ball, “ I 
hope you haven’t told Harold of the 
half-crown I put in bis box. I want 
it to be a pleasant little surprise for 
him, dear.” 

“No, Auntie, I think it a lovely 
secret, and I wouldn’t tell him for 
Worlds,” said Millicent. 

“Wind between north and south, fresh in 
places.*’— G^?a5jg'oi(; Heralds 

It sounds rather like the Curate’s Egg. 
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THE CHATTERBOX. 

I TOOK her ankles hrmly in my 
hands and we started off down the 
road together. I was seated on my 
toboggan and she was seated on heV 
toboggan (** luges ” they cali them out 
there) just behind me. 

I had not known her for very long 
and yet already she had entrusted her 
life to my care. It seemed to me 

symbolical. Perhaps some day ? 

She was very beautiful and very won- 
derful and she had entrusted herself to 
me. The sky was a rich blue. The 
snow glistened and sparkled in the 
sunshine. The spirit of harmony was 
abroad. My soul thrilled with a long- 
I ing for song, ^ I could have filled five 

! bathrooms with melody but out 

there in the open- ! I kept silent. 

I bad not known her very long. 

Smoothly, swiftly, we 
glided forwk'd. The keen 
air tingled , against my 
cheek. Faster — faster — 

“ What ? ’* I asked, slowing 
up reluctantly. 

“Do 3 ’ou like the 
Smythe-Eobinsons ? ” she 
repeated. 

“No,*' I replied. 

Once again our pace 
quickened. This was 
better. In anothey minute 
we should be skimming 
gloriously over that frozen 
surface. Faster — faster 

we went “ What ? “ 

I shouted as I brought 
the luges to a standstill. 

“Why do you jkeep 
opping?** she asked. 

“ Because I oau*t hear you properly. 
The wind makes such a noise in my 
ears. 'What did you say ? “ 

“Do you call that Smythe-Eobinson 
[irl pretty ? ** 

“No,** I replied. 

We restarted. The road was steep, 
and in a few seconds we had got up 
our pace once more. Where is there a 
more exhilarating feeling than that of 
rushing through the air with this silent 
gliding motion? It is a feeling that 
grows and grows as the speed increases. 
“What?" I shouted, as I braked 
suddenly with my nail-shod soles. 

“Lots of people do," she said. 

“Do what? " 

“Think that Smythe-Eobinson eixl 
pretty.’* ® 

For half a mile the road dropped 
without a bend. I glanced down it 
and set my teeth. A whole hotel-full 
of Smythe-Eobinsons should not spoil 
thi^ next rpm. We gathered speed 
rapidly till it seemed almost as if we 


“ What ? '* I roared back — but without [ Once again I took her ankles in my I 
stopping. It was no good. I couldn't ; hand and we leaped forward down the 
hear. I answered, “No" on chance. ; steep incline. Fast? The pace was ' 
Eventually we slowed up at the corner, j terrific — maddening — glorious! Afraid 
My conversation had consisted of “No** 1 of bumps? Why, it was worth any 
at intervals of five seconds. What ! number of bumps to rush down a hill 

-i. ^ TTri. • 


hers had consisted of I have not the 
remotest idea. I had kept to the word 
“No** in the hope that she was still 
discussing the Smythe-Eobinsons. She 
was^ beautiful and wonderful, — but 
lugeing is lugeing. Doubtless in time 
she would learn that I did not wish 
her to talk during the run. That was 
her one fault, 

“ Oh, do stop! ** she pleaded. “Look ! 
What are those people doing ? " 

I stopped. She picked up her luge 
and ran to where a little crowd of 
people stood by the roadside. As we 
arrived a man started to luge down 
across country. We watched him till 



he reached the bottom of the field and 
turned a somersault. He was followed 
by several more men and one or two 
guis. 

“Do take me down there," she 
pleaded. 

“ You wouldn't like it," I replied, 
“it's too bumpy. There's scarcely 
any depth of snow, and the ground is 
all nubbly and frozen, and it will shake 
your teeth out." 

“ I 'd love it !” she cried, “ Do take 
me. Oh, I vmst go! I can't go alone 
and you steer so well — and we *11 go 
as fast as we can. Do t '** 

“No," I said, “it's too bumpy,** 

“ You are horrid ! " she pouted. Then 
W face lit up. “There’s Captain 
Hilhard. He *11 take me down. He *s 
not afraid of bumps.” 


at this speed. I bellowed | 

back at the top of my voice. Ye gods — 
what a moment to choose for discussing 
Smythe-Eobinsons ! 

“ No I " I roared. On we dashed — 
faster and faster — ^leaping and bound- 
ing as the slope grew steeper — but 
always faster. “Nb.'” I shouted to | 
her at intervals. Talk! I have never 
known a woman talk as she did. It 
was one continual flow of chatter the 
whole way down. Had she no sense 
of the fitness of things ? What did a 
whole universe of Smythe-Eobinsons 
matter at such a moment ? 

At that frantic speed the bottom of 
the field was reached all 
too soon. At last we 
slowed and stopped. If 
only the field had been 
ten times as long ! 

I dropped her ankles 
and rose to my feet. “ By 
Jove! wasn't that glori- ' 
ous ? '* I cried as I turned 
to pick up her luge. 

Her woolly cap was 
over one ear. Her hair 
was half down. In her 
lap w'as an enormous 
mound of frozen snow. 
Behind us, up the hillside 
ran a dark line where the 
black and icy ground 
showed through the white 
snow. 

I lifted her to her feet. 
“Where on earth is your luge ? *’ I asked. 

The vacant expression faded from 
her face. “ I lost it right at the top," 
she said, “ at the very first bump. 
Why did you bring me down that 
frightful place?" 

Perhaps, after all, it wasn't the 
Smythe-Eobinsons she had been dis- 
cussing all the way down. She was 
such a beautiful girl, too — and so 
wonderful. She is much too good for 
Hilliard 


“Tlic value of a Boy Scout's tiuiniug was 
shown a few days ago at Spalding, when Fred 
nckwortli was thrown -out of a motor-cycle side- 
SF’ ^ which he and another hoy were riding. 
His tmning taught him to recognise at once 
that his collar-hone was broken, and, accom- 
panied by his companion, he started to walk 
^**«,*v* w* j tliree nules to Spalding. Half-way they fell in 

She was beautiful and wonderful, and * * dray, which took them to the 

dAfAst 'nrillioi*.! «i T m 13 -r 1 Here younfir Pickworth inf^ a 


“I’ll take you," I 


were skiaaming through the air its^. 


I detest Hilliard, 
said: 

“Fast? BeallyfqstV* 

^ “ Eather 1 That *s the one thinfif -in 
its favour I" ° 


I , -- , *B Pickworth walked into a 

doctor s surgery, told him.what was the matter, 
and had the broken bone JSa^esa, 

Doctor (m^ng the moisture from his 
brow) : Heavens 1 and I was inst gome 
to set his leg! ° 
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A WALK WITH THE DOGS. 

ScEXE — TJie hall of a cciiniry JiovsQ on a rainy clay in 
Jan ua ry. Time — 3 r. m. lie i n hi icherbockers^ shooting 
cape, thick hcoh, etc,, is about to go out, when She 
ajipears descending the stairs humming an air. 

She. Halloa, where are you off to ? 

He. Going for a walk with a clog or two. I must get 
some fiesli air. Simply can’t stand it any longer indoors. 

She. Gallant fellow! Well, I iiope vou '11 cnjov yourself. 
Shall I come too ? 

He. You ! 

She. Oh! don’t mind me. Say you don’t wrmt me, if 
that ’s what you mean. Say it riglit out at once, and don’t 
beat about the bush, I can bear it. Come, sa}’ it. 

He. Don’t talk nonsense. I was only thinking it was 
very wet 

She. You've hit it. “Wet.” That’s the very %vord. 
\\ hat a brain ! 

•j. hour to put your things on, and 

it 11 be tea-time before we start. 

She. No, it won’t, because my boots are on. and I ’vo 
only got to slip on this old waterproof [slips it on) and pin 
on this old hat (pins it on) and there I am. Come on. 

He. Eight. Let ’s get a few dogs. [They qo out.) My 
eye, this is a drencher! 

She. How many dogs are you going to take*? 

He. We must take the two Great Danes. Why don’t 
you take Chang V 

S)te. n ’s no weather for a Pekinese. StiU, I ’d better have 
turn, (Reopens frmit-door and calk. A hhclc-faced streak 
of far comes racing out and disappears round the coner.) 

He Mid She (together). Chang! Chang!! Chang!!! 
Chang i 1 n ® 

He. s go and leave iiim. He never follows, anyhow 
Leave my little Chang ? Never. Chang ! Chang ! ! 
ChangHi (Chang reappears unabashed and races doirn 
the drive.) 

He. Let him go. We ’re going that way. 

She. Yes, and we shall have to go his way all the time. 
Trot along and get the big ones. [He goes, and shortly 
returns loith two Gi'cat Danes, who prance tip to Her and 
caracole round Her.) Down,Lufra: down. Duke ; keep yom- 
dirty paws — there, he ’s done it 1 I’m all over paw-marks. 
Down ! Down ! I wish you ’d control vour dogs, Oharlos 
I m a sight. 

He. Who cares? We shan’t meet anyone. It’s only 
the dogs’ fun. ^ 

She. yid\, I don’t like that sort of fun. (They vroceed.) 
He [zn a panic). Where ’s Chang ? ^ 

She. Chang! Chang!! Chang!!! 

He. There’s the little fiend a hundred yards aliead. 
Upon my word, you ’ve trained that dog well. You ’re 
only got to call him and away he goes across country 
a thousand miles an hour. 

S/ia. There’s a motor. Eush for Chang. [He rushes; 
so does Chang. The tivo Danes think it's a game ajicl 
prance i^ter him. He pounces cn Chang just as the motor- 
car flashes by within six inches of man and dogs.) 

^ He. Too near to be pleasant, and all on account of this 
int — 

Siie. Tut-tut. You mustn't give way to temper; and— 
(to«gW)— oh, my dear Charles, if yon could see your face. 

lilL M splashes. There 's the dearest, joUiest 

little blob right on the tip of your nose, and there 's a big 
toother-blob under your right eye, and there are three or 

’8 tbe 

Jilmoi^ carnage. (2 he carriage passes, while He, stuffina 
away his handkerchief, raises his hat and smiles a gmial 


smile of recognition.) Oh, if you could only have seen how 
funny you looked with all that mud. I wonder what the 
Elmores thought. 

He. Who cares what the Elmores think? 

She. Y'oii 're generally so particular about Maude Elmore, 
dear. Never mind ; I ’ll write and explain it was only mud. 

He. Y^ou ’re quite capable of it ; but 

She. There ’s a retriever coming, and you ’ve let Chang 
go. Chang! Chang!! He ’ll be eaten, I know. Chang! 
IChang defies the retriever. The Cheat Danes are 
called in by Chang to arbitrate. 

The Dogs [together). Wurr — wiirr — wurroo — waff — W'orr}’ 
— ^yolTy — wuft* — wiff — wnff — woiTy — wug — wabrn*. 

She, Beat them. Get them apart. Chang ’s got him by 
the hind-leg. Beat tliem, I tell you. [The dogs arepiarted, 
and the retriever limps swiftly aivay.) I can’t stand any 
more of this. I ’m going home. 

He. So am I. [They go home, calling on Chang to the last. 

DEAWING-EOOM APAETMENTS. 

[To my Landlady.) 

I LIKE the blooms that decked your wedding cake, 
Now sheltered under glass secure from harm ; 

I like the curtains, blue and crimson-lake ; 

The nibber-plant is not without its charm ; 

I recognise the w'orth as ornaments 
Of song-birds nicely stuffed and dormice sleek ; 

The goldfish in his bowl my eye contents ; 

I count him cheap at tvro-pounds-ten a week. 

I like “ The Soul’s Awakening” on the wall; 

I catch the humour of the china pugs ; 

The chandelier offends me not at all, 

Nor brackets made of plush nor fleecy rugs ; 

I merely raise my voice, a gentle one, 

To hint that I from shelf and mantelpiece 
Could spare perhaps the portraits of your son, 

Your husband, sister, uncle, aunt, and niece. 

For when, from out your not too easy chair, 

I view these scions of a fruitful tree, 

Who, all in Sunday raiment, smirk or glare, 

A sense of vague discomfort troubles me ; 

Bidding me sigh, ** 0 companj” unknown 
Of men and maids and infants not a few, 

Pity a lodger living all alone, 

And lonelier still, not being one of you ! ” 

“She had sent a cheque for five pounds to him. She put neither 
name nor address into the slip of i)aper that held the cheque, hut of 
course he would guess where it came frem.' — //ome GImK 

Watson, at any rate, would have been on it like a bird. 
“I perceive, my dear Holmes,” he would have said, “that 
the cheque is signed.” 

Mayoress (Lady Taylor) has presented Mr. W. Cl. Layton 
(Deputy-Town Clerk) with a gold match, as a mark of esteem.” ^ 

Sydney Daily Telegraph. 

Workman' Got amatoh, guv’nor? 

Mr. Layton (^oducing it from his waistcoat pocket) : 

1 cannot give zt to you, for it is a presentation match, but 
you may look at it if you like. 

» 

Mr. OuBTrs-BENNETT might think what he liked of the 
g^umeness of the club in question, but after fining one 
official £221 and another £121 he had no light to question 
the sincerity of their tears. ^ 





OUR VILLAGE DANCE. 

‘SlTAt.r. Il'E I’UOMBSAD*, OB MAT I LKAI) YOr TO TOPB SUAWt?" 


THE SOLACE OF THE CENSORED, 

(% a Pantomim Author.) 

“T”* ^ is'oS'MSiT.r^r''”' ■ 

The libretto for Eobtnson Crime. To be greater thau Hekbik ^of N^way) ! 


With all innoceiit fun ^twas equipped 
(Not a speech had so much as a ‘‘damn in), 
And they duly submitted my script 
!For the Censor of Plays to examine ; 

When I learned, after several days, 

That my views on decorum and his met, 

But he wished me to alter ojie phrase — 

Then I folded my arms and said, “ Kism(*i:' 

As a subject of Georgius Eex, 

Imperator, Fidei Defensor, 

I should deem it disloyal to vex 
His servant, the Chamberlain's Censor ; 

I was moody and sad, but resigned ; 

Deject^, but not with contrition, 

Till a brain- wave revealed to my mind — 

2b be censored compels recognition. 


I have idolised Barker and Shaw, 

^ But no longer I think them above me : 

Yes, I look not on Granville with awe ; 

I am certain that Bernard wonld love mo ! 
So of Housman’s unorthodox plav 
I have thought with a jealous abhorrence, 
But if I were to meet him to-day 
I should lightly address him as Laurenc k. 

0 Bedford, dear excellent man ! 

Your pencil has changed my life’s story, 
For the bards who come under its ban 
Beflect its caerulean glory I 
Un^^teful and garrulous tribe 
Who yelp at its chastening slashes ! 

Be sure. Sir, om disciplined scribe 
W'ill mourn your retirement in ashes. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Pmieh's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

'idv always liked the charactei-s of Mi-. Thohas Cobb. 

■ U0\ £L10 3j 11 RllP.n rr i ^ 


and valuable prints; and the stories, if mostly old are 
agieeably put together. Amongst those which he pubhshes 
as far as I know for the first tfme, is one about t Wesent 
Heatoastei- and the remarks which he addrLsedCthe 
Sixth Form, soon after his annoi-ntmoni! t 


Tb.™ n ■ . charactei-s of Mr. Thohas Cobb. HeacWer Tn^’ the present 

pej are all such thoroughly nice people, who not in-'S^nr.5^ = ^ remarks which he addressed to the 
frequently reside in West Kensington, and are seldom to allay their fears 
guilty of an act or an emotion such as would bring dis- ! of introduce as the result 

neighbourhood, iliifrr '^ntktw 

(Mms AXD Boon) shows them worthdy maintaining thelwhl^fi to a variant, which I offer for 

traditions of their race. I must confess that for about half 'thpm ,^bat Canon Lyttelton actually told 

the book I thought that their very proper aversion from “o intention of making them wear 

sensationalism 'was p’oin.cr f,n l-»o /»oT'iM^4/-i 4-./» J-U-. j t .« i QiSmon next tlieii* skin. 


a mougnt mat their very proper aversion from 
sensationalism was gomg to be carried to tlie extreme length 

yho hked Mori Driver, came to call on Bridget and 
anTihiS'' ^ • She pretended not to havf noticed 

ft ^ miserable about 

ft’- ^nsmgtonian way. M;fili«.Ti^ 1 an l the 

the strongest charms 
of Mr. Cobb’s person- 
ages is their practical 
comm(m - sense, wh ich 
in this instance enabled 
Garrmima to believe 
JilcLTh when he said he 
hadn’t really meant 
anything by it. Bridget 
meanwhile had en- 
gaged herself to a nice 
young man with pots 
of money, so there was 
no reason why the 
other couple should 
not pair off ; and I 
am convinced, though 
we are not told so by 
. the author, that they 
I had numerous and 
I costly presents, and 
i spent their honeymoon 
on the Italian lakes 
I’m afraid that, with 


out intending to, I 
have told you the 
whole plot. But it 
really doesn’t matter. 



MAEGINAL HOTES 02T HISTOEY 

A AN ;UUXST111AN POSE YOB 


’““‘5' J" ^ “W 

vP^nn^l^^N Nevis’s Fkreat Etona (MACMmoANl ooa- 
venfaonaJIy bound in doth of the colour 

» pa K 

immortal works have been collected by Mr “LOTn ” 

Habcourt— with Henbt VI and 

(»a Waoa»™.) th, 

otter her.™ ,»,d ianio „e,d. of tte eerly dS, 

—as we all have done — of thA r Z J 

bp and I 

Dtob and the Playing Fields ’ fu 

recaU the warmed-un cabWe 
leeite tte eSlS 


faiufTf! J ^^J® ^ oW-fashioned prejudice in 

-monn'r.;] before the principal lady gets 

ani^, and that m spite of snch charming novels as ATico 

of^is At anyfat^S thetse 

(Staley Paul), which is the title of Miss 
Y OLET Hunt s latest novel, I found myself getting less 

and less interested in 
the plot as the book 
went on. Its name, I 
ought to say, has 
no connection with 
Ibsen’s use of the 
word, but refers to a 
real plaything, the 
dirty and tattered trea- 
sure of Master Haw- 
taynst son of Balph 
HawtaynCj successful 
hamster, and his wife 
Mimiie, a prominent 
suffragist and a tal- 
ented actress, who has 
divorced one husband 
already. In some way 
or other, more clear to 
the authoress than to 
me, this toy is regarded 
as a poignant symbol 
of the strained rela- 
tions between the 
Hawtaynes, which are 
further complicated by 
the fact that one of Mrs. 
Haivtayrie^s hangers-on 


faUs in love^ Isabel d3Kv 

her fimfc mmafi^ige. A larg^ part of EooTis d^vSS Z 


fetWof^bigsta^w 

inckes tliiek, to be 


SSii dS ““ ““ >»“■ 
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CHARIVARIA. 

“The Alplmbet of the National 
Insurance Act” has appeared. Few 
pereons get further than 

How fleeting is fame! An Institute 
of Inventors is to be formeil, and there 
have been nominated as President and 
Vioe-Presidtnts the Earl of Mixto, 
T.ovd Haesbuev, Lord Justice Fbet- — 
ciiEE-ArouLTOx, Mr. Marco.vi and Sir 
Hieaac Maxim; but not Mr. A’ eh, 

^Suggest«I motto for the Trade 
Union which advises men to starve 
rather than work an extra hour a 
day: “L' Union fait la jarcf.” 

It looks as if 8atiivn as well as 
^lars \Yere inhabited. It is reported 
from a Massachusetts Observatory 
that HeJ urn’s is breaking up.* 

This is possibly due to the agitation 
against trusts in tlie United States, j 

The Committee of the Royal Xaval 
and ^lilitary Tournament have de- 1 
cicled this year to offer a £100 prize 
•in addition to the challenge cup for. 
the Oflicers’ Jumping Competition. ^ 
This seems the right thing to do in j 
Leap Year. ... ... . i 

1 

^Yhich reminds us that, in the an- \ 
nouncemonts of Engagements whicli : 
The Ejcpress publishes, in some cases ' 
the gentleman is said to be engaged • 
to the lady, and in others tlie lady to I 
the gentleman. The former, we pre- ! 
sume, are the I'esult of Leap Year '• 
proposals. ... ... } 


Mr. Gordon CR.\i(ji’s production of ! 
Samlet iii Russian has been sucli a * 
success at Moscow that there is at 
talk of bringing the entire production 1 
to London. Indeed it is said that an } 
erudite Russian has already started } 
• translating the play into English. | 


convicts sliortly to he opened at Park- 
hurst, Isle of \Viglit, do not comprise a 
golf course. 

T!ie legal rights of pa%'emGnt artists 
were questioned at the Kingston Police 
Court the other day. We understand 
that a special meeting of the Society of 
Pastellists lias I)een summoned" to 
consider the situation. 



something in this. We have even j 
known the water in a kettle to sing 
beautifully when ready to join the lea. 

Mr. Niiii:. Forsyth, the manager of 
the Royal Opera, Covent Garden, says 
it is a very rare event for an artiste 
w’ilt Lilly to refuse to perform unless 
prevented by illness. Yet surely not 
so long ago there was a strike of 

"1 Carmen. . . 

. - ^ 

Professor Reinhardt has informed 
an interviewer that he would love to 
have tlie Albert Hall. If only some- 
one could persuade the Professor to 
take the Alliert Memorial instead ! 


Sl'»’IAI.f.Y DKsHs.SED 

The Sundaij ChronkU 


that both Mr. Justice Biicknill and the • 
Court of Appeal refused the application 
of the Palace Theatre for an injunction 
against- “jUfr. Arthur Bourchier, the 
-well-known actor, and j^Irs. Bourchier, 
■professionally known as !Miss Violent 
Vanbrugh.” A name like that may 
well have terrorised their Lordships. 

‘ The Home Secretary, in tlie execu- 
tiph of his undoubted 2)rerogativc, has 
oixiered the release of an innocent 
mam -This seems only fair. 

^ It sounds incredible, and we give the 
5pmour under all reserve, but it is said I 
the grounds of the new hotel for i 


To Mi:i.r THK kvkr 

I.«>NOi:u AND I.IINDEI 


The Sardinian Archway in Lincoln's 
Fields, with tlio three houses ad- 
joining, which were erected by Inigo 
Jones in the 17th centurv, are now 
being demolished. “It is said tliat 
many crimes have been committed in 
the archway.” Archeologists are of 
the opinion that this last is not tlio 
least of them, „ ... 

V 

According to 3L Bonnaire, the agent- 
genepl for the great International 
Musical Tournament which is to take 
place at Paris in May, the excellence 
of English ohoire is due to the national 
habit of tea-dnnking. There may be 


THE CULT OF THE GLAD EYE. 

‘TliP ('Jkil Eye’ dt the Apollo Thealre is 
to be ibe luwis of a novel bv Mr. Haiig'r Oull. 
and ‘ Tho (Uad Eye Two Step’ by Mr. Ernst 

"The Glad E\e" will be the sub- 
ject next Sunday at ihe Temjile 
Tabernacle. 

The authorities of the London Ojdi- 
‘ thalmie Hospital have determined to 
move with the times and to re-name the 
institution “The Glad Eye Hospital.” 

Dr. Inge’s i*ecent cheerful lecture on 
“ Christian Joy ” has earned for him 
- the title of “ The Glad-Eyed Dean.” 

Smart dances in Society this Season i 
are termed Glad Eye-Balls.” i 

A new Liberal morning j)a2)ei’, The 
Daily Glad Eye, will shortly appear. 

^ Its professed policy will be to look 
• at every tiling from an optimistic point 
of view. 

! Just before he went abroad Mr. 
Asquith was called on by a militant 
suffragette, who was informed that 
the Premier was not at home. On 
1 her return to Clement’s Inn she found 

atelegram waiting, withthomvstenous 

message, “ Glad Eye was out.” 

"On Sinidiiy jiftenioon the infant son of' 
Mr. and Mrs. G, Pressley \v, s baptised in the 
. Piiri.«Ii Chim:h. Mr. Pressley is cbaulleur to 
-- Mr. M’, Douro Hoare, of tlie <Uiotwoiis ; and 
ulthuugb tUeeluuvlnvjuilmiltduriiiir ],ioo, tins 
istho ehild of a ebanilVurehnstened hi it.’’ 

II •ti/ot'iltih I tru "i/ite. 

But possibly tlie churoirs motoring 
records are not quite com 2 :)lete for the 
first few centuries. 


Thereby hangs (or used to hang) 
a tail.-’ ® 

21ic Aorf/i China Daily writing 

on the theme of the discarded pig-tails, 
says : “ Queues are no longer to the 
front.” And not nearly so bng behind. 
“Many,” it continues, “have a tale to 
tell about the way they were cut off.” 
Altogether a very humovrv- 




56 


PITNCH, OR THE LONDON" CHARIVARI. 


[Januabt 24 , 1912 . 


STORIES OF SDCGESSFUL LIVES. 

[This series is tlesigiied fo a.ssi-}t parents in 
eluHisiug ii farcer for tin* ii* sous. The author has 
devoted fonsidenihle time to research among the 
lM*Ht authorities, and the results ai-e now laid 
liefore the puhlic in the Iiojk* that they will bring 
fUfoiuTigt*iiieiit to tlnise \\ho are hcsitafiiig at 
the dotii*s of any of the great jirofe^shnis.] 

I. — The Soucitor's. 

The oflice was at its busiest, for it 
was Friday afternoon, .loiin Blunt 
leant back in his eouifortable chair anti 
toyed with tlie key of the safe, wiiile 
he tried to realise his new position, 
Jfe, John Blunt, was junior partner in 
the great London firm of Araenaaghton, 
Maeiiaughton, Macnaughton, Afac- 
naughton & Macnaughton ! 

He closed his eyes, and his thoughts 
wandered back to the day when he had 
first entered the doors of the firm as 
one of two hundred and seventy-eight 
applicants for the post of ottice-boy. 
They had been interviewed in batches, 
and ' old « Mr. Sanderson, the senior 
partner, had taken the first batch. 

, "I like your face, my boy," he had 
J said heartily to ,John, 

■| “And I like. yours," i^eplied John, 
iiot to be outdone in politeness. 

“Now I wonder if you can spell 
‘ mortgage ’ *? " 

. “ I think so/* John liad replied, “ but 
•I am not sure.** 

Mr. Sanderson was delighted with the 
'lad*s caution, and engaged him at once. 

For three years John had done his 
duty faithfully. During this time he 
had saved the firm more tlian once 
by his readiness — particularly on one 
occasion, when he Iiad called old Mr. 
Sanderson's attention to the fact that 
he had signed a letter to a firm of 
sujckbrokera, “Your loving husband 
Macnaughton, Macnaughton, Mac 
naughton, Macnaughton & Macnaugh- 
ton.*’ Mr, Sanderson, always a little 
absent-minded, corrected the error, and 
promised the boy his ai^ticles. Five 
years later John Blunt was a solicitor. 

And now he was actually junior 
partner in the firm — the firm of which 
it wa.s said in the City, “If a man 
has Macnaughton, Macnaughton, Mac- 
naughton,MacnaughtonifeMacnaughton 

behind Jiim lie is all right." The City is 
always coining pithy little epigrams like 
this. 

There was a knock at the door of the 
enquiiy office and a prosperous-looking 
gentleman came in. 

“Can I see Mr. Macnaughton ? ’* lie 
said politely to the office boy. 

“ There isn’t no l\rr. Macnaughton," 
replied the latter, “They all died 
years ago/* 

“ Well, well, can I see one of the 


Sanderson, 



because lie*s having his lunch,” said 
the boy. “ Mr. Thorpe hasa*t come back 
from lunch yet, Mr. Peters has just 
gone out to lunch, Mr. Williams 
expected back from lunch every 
minute, ]Mr. Gourlay went out to lunch 

an hour ago, Mr. Beamish '* 

“ Tut, tut, isn’t anv'body in ? 

*• Ml. Blunt is in,”** said the boy, and 
took up the telejihone. “If you wait 
a moment I *11 see if he 's awake.'* 

Half an hour later Mr. blasters was 
shown into John Blunt’s room. 

I’m sorry I was engaged,” said 
John. “A most important client. Now 
what can I do for you, Mr. — er 
Masters ? *‘ 

“I wish to make my will.” 

“ By all means,” said John cordially 
“ 1 have only one child, to whom 
intend to leave all my money.” 

Ha ! ” said John, witli a frown. 
“This will be a lengthy and difficult 
business.” 

“But you can do it?” asked Mr 
Masters .anxiously. “ They told me at 
the hairdresser’s that Macnaughton 
Macnaughton, Macnaughton, Mac 
naughton & Macnaughton was the 
cleverest firm in London.” 

“ We can do it,” said John simply 
“ but it will require all our care, and * 
think it would be best if I w^ere to come 
and stay with you for the week-end 
We could go into it properly then.” 

“Thank you,” said Mr. Masters, 
clasping the other’s hand. “ I was just 
goinp to suggest it. My motor car is 
outside. ^ Let us go at once.” 

I will follow 3’ou in a moment,” 
said John, and pausing only to snatcli a 
handful of money from the safe for 
incidental expenses and to tell the boy 
that he would be back on Monday he 
picked up the well-filled week-end bag 
which he always kept readv, and 
hurried after the other. 

Inside the car Mr. Masters 
confidential. 

My daughter,” he said, “comes 
of age to-morrow.” 

“ Oh, it *s a daughter ? ” said John in 
surprise. “ Is she pretty ? ” 

^ “ She is considered to be the prettiest 
girl in the county.” 

“ Beally ? ” said John. He thought 
a moment, and added, “ Can we stop 
at a post-office ? I must send an im- 
portant business telegram.” He took 
out a form and wrote “Macmacmac 
macmac, London. Shall not be back 
till Wednesday. — ^B lunt.” 

The car stopped and then sped on 
again. 

“ Amv has never been any trouble to 
me/’ said Mr. blasters, “but I am 
getting old now, and I would give a 
thousand pounds to see lier hapnilv 
married.” ^ 


was 


“To whom would you give it?” asked 
Joiin, whipping out his pocket-book. 

“ Tut, tut, a mere figure of speech. 
But I w'oiild settle a hundred thousand 
pounds on her on the wedding day.” 

“ Indeed ? ” said John thoughtfully. 
“ Can we stop at another post-ofi&ce ? ” 
he added, bringing out his fountain pen 
again. He took out a second telegraph 
form and wTote : “ Macmacmaemac- 
mac, London. Shall not be back till 
Friday. — B lunt. * ' 

The car dashed on again, and an 
hour later arrived at a commodious 
mansion standing in its owm well- 
timbered grounds of upwards of several 
acres. At the front-door a graceful 
figure was standing. 

“My solicitor, dear. Mr. Blunt,” 
said Mr. Masters. 

It is very good of you to come all 
this way on my father’s business,” she 
said shyly, 

“Not at all,” said John. “A week 
or— or a fortnight— or— ” lie looked at 
her again — “ or— three weeks, and the 
thing is done.” 

“ Is making a wull so veiy dzjSieulfc ? ” 
“It’s a very tricky and complicated 
affair indeed. However, I think we 
shall pull it off. Er— -might I send an 
important business telegram ? ” 

“ Macmacmacmacmac, London, ’ ’ 
wrote John. “ Very knotty case. Date 
of return^ uncertain. Please send more 
cash for incidental expenses. — ^B lunt.” 

Yes, you have guessed what happened. 
It is an every-day experience, in a 
solicitors life, John .Blunt and Amy 
Masters were married at St. George’s, ' 
Hanover Square, last May, The 
wedding was a quiet one* owing to 
mourning in the bride’s family— the 
result of a too sudden j>erusal of Mac- 
naughton, Macnaughton, Macnaughton, 
Macnaughton & Macnaugliton’s bill 
of -costs. As Mr. Masters said with 
his expiring bi'eath —he didn’t mind 
paying for our Mr. Blunt’s skiff; nor 
yet for our Mr. Blunt’s valuable time 
— even if most of it was spent in 
courting Amy ; nor, again, for our Mr.^ 
Blunt’s tips to the servants; but he did 
object to being charged the first-class 
railway fare both ways when our Mr. 
Blunt had come down and gone up 
again in the car. And perhaps I ought 
to add that that is the drawback to 
this fine profession. One is so often ' 
misunderstood. A. A. M. 


Tlie evening session was somewhat iieciiliaV- 
as Stevenson averaged 40, Imt only totalled 
160. . . The explanation was that he only 
had foui- innings.”— C/irn'i/fan, 

Another minute and we should’ ha\6;. 
guessed it by ourselves. 

— f 











■WALk'hOMI^ AXD TOl^TELL TKEm’to'cMB OS^WIIEx’tHEy’w^e!"^’^ 


A PATRIOTIC CORRESPONDENCE 

[**On the ground that it would ‘altogether 
upset the routine of business/ and would 
‘greatly interfere with the comfort and conveni- 
ence of visitors/ Sheringham District Council, 
Norfolk, has declined a proposed visit, in August, 
by 10,000 Territoiials, with several thousand 
hor^s and 70 guns, for a training camp. 

The Finance Committee instructed the clerk 
to ask two landowners not to afford the au- 
thorities facilities for obtaining the necessary 
gi-oundZ—Duafi/ Chrmiicle,^ 

To tJie General Commanding Army of 
Invasion, Aug. 1, 1913. 

SiB, — On behalf of the Sheringham 
District Council I must make a formal 
^ protest against the highly irregular and 
illegal conduct of certain persons under 
your command. The Council is credibly 
informed that at 7 a.m. this morning 
several thousand troops were disem- 
barked on the portion of the shore 
especially reserved for lady bathers— 
a distinct violation of By-law No. 153. 
The Council desires me to warn you 
that all these persons are liable to a 
penalty of 40s. and costs. In the second 
place all the donkeys on the sands have 
been illegally secured by one of your 
officers, thus depriving the watering- 
place of one of its chief attractions. In 
the third place a missile (discharged in 
direct violation of By-law 63 prohibiting 
the use of air-guns, catapults and other 
dangerous weapons within the area of 
the Council’s authority) has wrecked 
the band-stand, causing damage which 
can only be covered by a halfpenny 
rate. Finally, the unexpected arrival 
of so many strangers— without the 
ordinary courtesy of a formal notice 


to the Council — has created quite a 
panic amongst the regular visitors. 

The Council is of opinion that a con- 
tinuation of this conduct will ruin the 
summer season and greatly interfere 
with the routine of business. The 
Council therefore requests you to with- 
draw your troops at once and re-land 
them either at Lowestoft or Yarmouth. 
At these places, which are the resort of 
the vul|[ar excursionist class, the arrival , 
of foreign troops is less likely to cause 
painful annoyance. 

On behalf of the District Council, 

J. Snooks, Clerk. 

To the General Commanding Army of 
Invasion, Atig. 2, 1913. 

Sib,— The Council instructs me to say 
that it is in receipt of your letter of to- 
day and that it notes with deep regret 
your threat to flog the members of the 
Council (in distinct violation of By-law 
No. 81 prohibiting all violence in public 
places). The Council is of opinion 
that this threat is not only unkind 
but altogether uncalled for. The posi- 
tion of the District Council has been 
absolutely consistent on this subject. 
In the interests of business and the 
visitors it has always objected to the 
arrival of Bnglish or foreign troops at 
Sheringham as being a drawback to 
trade, demoralising to maid-servants 
and disturbing to visitors. We must 
also point out that the amenities of 
the golf links — one of the town’s main 
attractions — ^have to be considered. 

On behalf of the District Council, 

J. Snooks, Clerk. 


i To Admiral Coynmandmg British 
Fleet, Aug. 3, 1913. 

■ Sir, — The District Council instructs 

me to make an emphatic protest against 
' the disturbance of our attractive water- 
ing-place. The Council understands 
that the firing of heavy guns has a 
I ruinous effect on plate glass windows. 

I Many of ouu visitors are confirmed 
; invalids and elderly ladies, and the 
I medical men of the town decline to be 
responsible if shells and other dan- 
gerous missiles are allowed to wander 
at will through the streets. Though 
the Council wishes you success in your 
undertaking, yet it thinks it reason- 
able to suggest that the Foreign Fleet 
be removed at least five miles out 
to sea before operations begin. Or 
perhaps some other watering-place on 
the coast (patronised by a vulgar type 
of visitor) might think the contest 
would be an attraction for excursionists. 

On behalf of the District Council, 

J. Snooks, Clerk. 

From Admiral Commanding British 
Fleet to District Councillors of Sher- 
ingham, Aug. 4, 1913. 

Genti»B3Ien, — ^When I have done my 
business and broken your plate glass 
and frightened your old women I will 
give instructions that the members of 
your Council shall be publicly smacked 
on the sea front. 

anted capable man to braze and 
saws, -^AdvL Sheffield Daily Ind^pe^hdeiU.** 

This is appositely headed “ Musical 
Appointments Vacant.” 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[January 24, 1912. 


« LabBY ” .bim. He did not cany weight enough that Gladstone, reinstated in power, 

T> T ' for the operation of a 12-inch cannon, was prepared to meet the claim, but was 

Ly Tour, 31. P. ^ j^g quick-firing gun in Com- over-ruled by a higher authority. 

W HO was the genial piiilosopher ' mittee or at Question time that he was Labby, though reticent on the main 
who said, “ If you want to know how ; most effective. question, delighted to tell how one 

the L mvei*se will get along after you ■ ^ As a Parliamentary power, and his afternoon, when the Ministry was 
have passed away, stick a knitting- ; influence was considerable, he was more completed and the name of the Member 
needle in a pond, withdraw it, and • in his element about the ante-rooms of for Northampton did not appear in the 
look lor the impression it made on the the House than when under fuU view list, Mr. G., uninvited, dropped into 
surface’’? The lesson here indicated ' of the Speaker's eye. He had a passion tea at Old Palace Yard. He won the 
1ms particular applicability to ' the ' for intrigue. If there was any under- heart of his hostess by his enchantinty 
Hou^ of Commons, borne of us re- , current of feeling hostile to the Govern- manner. One likes to think of Labby 
member a time when Dizzy sat on the ■ ment of the day, to the Leader op the looking on, smoking his eternal cic^ar- 
ireasury Bench, cynosure of all eyes. Opposition or to any individual Member ettes, whilst “ the old man,’* as he called 
his lightest word eagerly listened to, ■ of personal distinction, be sure Labby the chief, discoursed upon all subiects in 
ins slightest movement commented , knew all about it and played a con- the world save the one which at the 
upon. Morestillreeall the time when, siderable part in its direction. This moment filled his mind— a desire to 
I Gladstone ' habit did not arise from envy, hatred make known to the man whom he 

filled and dominated tlie House. It or malice. Prom these weaknesses of personally liked, of whose services he 
seemed tnac if in ^ 

the course of nature 5 - • • . i, y conscious, 

^ I 

Mf ^a-'dozm Jl' •' ' j 'f? w '/i /I'l; Hp;i;|ll| stiU the House 

ago, wheu Prikce 1 . , i « wiU unoonceme^y 

Abthob was still flil 1 1' lIMl go its old familiai- 

Premier, someonej |' SaSthe^ChS 

countenance upon ^ entertainino \ policeman to supper l 4 « 5 t will echo 

hisabashed follower, xr * through the House 

“has been dead for f punno, aium, unless you was peebin^ thro’ the keyhole.*’ the old cry, “Who 




H 


WMiM 

'jiW i|' ik WIS 

I f lil 
ilii 


now WAS a I ^enw Ton^ 

“I PUNNO, 3Ium, unless you was peerin' thro’ the key'ole.” 


^ On a lower plane, but after the same freT Irwas a^ited 

f^hion, was the effect of Labbt’s to be behind the scents Jf ffihb® who have already reached their last rest. 

figure, few memLrs more constat of The kindefrmost ge^^mm**'^ ^e ^ Westmimter :~ 

C^OM^nFwi’Ttl^® preserving to^he last his pw- our 

SecSTf^K^^in^tM ^ 'frr 

We. His preference was. perhaps, for Commons ^ 

^f^ wndition. He was even A bom strategist, master of theforms ^ 

^ppier in his chair m the Smoking of debate he did snhslianfifll aay-Tn/>A o Mouey Maekbt. 

^ Pa4^?OpposftiS1S^ tht 

wwt when deUvering a seduIouX soiftohS?A™ ^ ^ -Ne^s of a Cinema exhibition:— 

^pared in exposition of not his yeoman service woWd^e*^adA h cattle show. 

tafnxpi^ Besolutions submitted by apTOifitmmt ^ffloI S j! ^ tw «a«oh to chuboh.” 

: — i»i«o py I appointment to office. It is no secret We can picture the whole scene. 


Sing low my lute, sing low, my lute, 
t\ e fade and are forgotten. 

From a letter in The Westminster : — 
“ Alost peoj;)le ignore the decimal nature of 
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STARTLING RESULTS OF EXOTIC INFLUENCE ON THE PERSIAN NATIVE 
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nwcir, OR TJIE LONDON CHARI V.4RL 


[jAsuA»y 24, 1912. 


THE 


! will perhaps be better for me to say nothing more abont 
. . j this unfortunate business — though some of my friends may 


ALIEN LAUREL. 

t 4 nr* *; /• -rr /- • j ^'sircl to ■Understand how I Can reconcile the writing 

a-Mwct jrom the ^ oJ.‘ IJia y ;of-TOcIi"a-poBm: with' the secretaryship of the Palffionto? 

JN J he L ixU'-rjiiijlim hencw tliere are several contributions j logical Association, Hov 7 evei% they must think what thev 
of exceptional merit, but we venture to doubt if the editor ; like. Do you propose to publish my article on “ ThpPol./ 
was we I advised m printing “The Lure of Her Lips,” ' ontological Aspects of a Neglected District ’ 
a poem by Jir. Williamson Jelfe. It contains some power- 
ful lines, but the subject is, to put it plainly, repulsive, and 
Mr. .jolle’s ti-eatmenfe does not make it less so. We think 
Mr..Telfo would do better to confine liimself to the geological 
studies with which his name has hitherto been honourably 
connected. 

II. 


VI. 


{E fn>in an artUia vn "'The 2Icnthlu‘.'i'‘ in 
“ The Ci cJ.s'jf • J3on \ ” j 

The poetry this month is not of a vei v liigli .stan<hn-d, 
but from this judgment we must except “The Imre of Htr 
Lips” by Mr, Williamson Jelfe, in The Van-Eutjlish 
liccinr. This is undoubtedly the most remarkable poem 


(From 2/Us Harr is67i Bale io heriiephew, Williamson Jelfe ) 
My Dfar Nephew,— a little bird has whimpered to me 
that you have added the laurels of a i^oet to 'your other 
^distinctions, and I am dying to see the poem which has 
t brought you^ such fame. Heie in Wintervale we see no 


magazines, but I Iiave sent to my bookseller and have 
ordered a copy of The whata.s/ 7 u«f/c 

name for a paper ! It has always been my ambition that 
my favourite nephew should shine as an author, for in these 
da 3 's old-fashioned morality requires the defence of every- 
body who has a heart and a conscience, 

\oiir advice about my last investments has been woiider- 

II,. J. 1.1 /I 1 . ... 


j that 1ms appeared for n.any a long vear. It vibrates "with I T/ i>i[estments nas been woiider- 

I passion, and the writer's power of expression is adequate ’ meS > ^ Yo.?r busmes,s 

' to the strange teauty of his subject. We do nob say that ' Toui affectionate aunt, IIaebison. 

it will please the nincompoops who direct English literary ! vii. 

juJginent. It is nob addressed to the But torl(^’rem Ur. Williamson Holfe to the Editor of ‘'The Pan- 

Eiujlish BcciewT) 

SiB,— I fsee 3 *ou iiave published my poem, “ The Lure of 
ller Lips.” Kindly send payment for it to the above 
aeWress,^ and Iio good enough to. note that my name is 
^ I not “Jelfe,’ as you print it — ci veiy’ annoying error. 

Sin,— Words would not ba equal to describing my i issue will oblige. I can- 

^ .jjj^ j “OS understand why no proof was sent to me. 

Youi-s faithfully, Williamson Solfe. 


, ... •/ X-FVIU AVIA 

^r.eer splendid vinlity it would be dilliciilt to match it in 
tfie poetry of this or any age. 

' in. 

{From Mr, Williamson Jrlfr io the KdiFr of 7‘he Fail- 
K iujli ah lie ciew,") 


astonishment at finding in your issue of this month that 
I am credited with the authorship of a poem entitled 
“The Lure of Her Lips." I can only say that I consider 
it a most dreadful poem, and I cannot make out its metre. 
If I understand the intention of the author it is to glorify 
the most terrible things. I have never read anything worse 
anywhere. What I want to say is that I did not write it. 

1 could never dream of doing such a thing, and I must 
therefore ask you to insert an immediate apology in The 
Times and all the other papers. It is true that I did 
submit to you for iusertion an article entitled “ PaUeonto- 
logieal -Aspects of a Neglected District," but tliat is no 
excuse for attributing sueli a poem to me. Kindly let me 
liear from you at once. 

IV. 

{The Editor of •• The Pun-Enijlish Jii cinr ” to M> 
Williamson Jelfe.) 

SiH,— I own that jour letter has surprised me. You 
d«y the authorship of “ The Lure of Her Lips,” but you 

will STO that- the MS. (which I enclose) bears your name 

though the address is different. You will remember that I 
informed jou that j-our contiibution was only just in time 
for insertion in this issue. I regret that in the Inu-rv of the 
moment no proof was sent to you. The Poem has' I may 
tell you, created a great sensation and lias materially 
mcre^ed the sale of the Eeview. I eucIo.se a cutting from 

2 tie Cross-}hu\ which will show you how favourably it 
IS being noticed by those who are most competent to juil^e. 
It gives me great pleasure to enclose for your acceptance a 
cheque for £20 m payment for the poem. Kindly aeknow- 
lectge receipt on the accompanying form. 

v„ 

{From Ur. WUUamscm Jelfe to the Editor of ‘‘The Pahi 
English Bevieiv.”) 

Sib, —I am much obliged for your letter and clieque, 
receipt for which I enclose. Under the cirQumstatrees it i 


(This correspondence is still continuing, hut u'c can vrint 
no more,) ^ 

TWO tHa\t parted. 

I KNOW not when the severance began, 

Now plain, alas 1 for every eye to see, 

Ai^, though full many friends conferred, no man 
Could place before the twain a x*eraed 3 ^ 

Themselves could never state the actual cause, 

^ And neither owned an unforgiving heart, 

Nor ever sinned against good-feeling’s lawn’s, 

Yet day by day Time saw them draw apart ; 

Time that from infancy had watched their rise 
Through blameless early years passed each by each : 

Even I, close knit to them by natural ties, 

Strove unavailingly to mend the breach, 

i^nd still our best endeavours prove in vain 
To bring together that divided pair ; 

And now I know they will not meet again— 

Those Wo sides of the parting in my hair. 

the electric tramcar is threatened. This time it is from the 
adaptabiUty of the petrohdiiven vehicle tliat danger is 
scented. — 2iciceastlc JDml^ throiude. ® 

TraiTusar {with its nose io the wml). Jockey Club ? N-no. 

. .. Lavender Water? N-no. ... I shall get it dii-ectlv! 

. . Heavens, it’s peti-ol ! I must fly ! / 

evidence disclosed only a iiart of 
the tiuth about the network pf jics with which Eaglih Md is 

A i^^ified r^ply* to. tlm network of Gennan sausages with 
which Teuton gold is covering England. 




“What’s tiii: jia-hke ^M1IC y„i-;” -Paix ik my viiWMijEN " 

’AS A,Sif*MEi’’ JOl'BON-r-AVENOAmWMKN-: VO.' ’aVE A STOMIOK. h s ONtV OHKUEUS »1.AT 


THE LATEST EPIDEMIC, 

Great and ^videspread unrest has 
been caused by the devastating declar- 
ation of Mr. Hammerstein to the 
representatives of the Press, that, un- 
less his Opera House met with more 
effective support from the British public, 
it would probably be impossible for him 
and his daughter to continue their resi- 
dence inLondon. Thescene ontheStock 
' Exchange on Wednesday baffled de- 
scription ; several stock-bx’okei's were 
seized with cerebral conjunctivitis and 
Consols fell to 68. The Kubber Market 
quivered like a jelly, and Hoffmann 
Prefs. dropped to a fraction below 
zero. 

Even more formidable, however, tlian 
these seismic perturbations in the world 
of hnance has been the contagious in- 
fluence of Mr. Hammerstein's example 
in other quarters. 

Consternation is still raging in Print- 
ing House Square owing to tlie receipt 
of an ultimatum from Sir Henry Ho- 
WORTH. In this remarkable document, 

I extending to no fewer than 33 folios of 


j closely written script, the veteran liis- 
{ torian of the Mongols states that, unless 
j the Editor of The Times v:i]l pledge him- 
j self in future to print his communications 
’ in large type and without excisions, lie 
will emigrate to ^longolia and stay 
there indefinitely. According to latest 
advices Mr. Buckle, who lias summoned 
, Sir George Askwuth and Sir Francis 
Hopwoon, is bearing up heroically and 
taking nourishment, though naturally 
much distressed by an announcement 
which may seriously complicate our 
I’elations with Bussia and China. 

A marconigram from New York, 
delayed in transmission by contact with 
an irrelevant iceberg, states that Loifl 
Tankerville has informed tlie head- 
I master of the school at Boston where 
I he proposes to enter his son, that un- 
less the game of baseball is played 
on Socialist principles he will send 
the boy tack to Eton. A telegram from 
Windsor states that Canon Lyttelton 
remains calm, 

A painful sensation has been caused 
in Fleet Sti-eet by tlie rumour that the 
Proprietors of T7ie Daily Notes have 


threatened to change the title of their 
jouinal to The Mount hiy Leader if Sir 
Edw’ard Grey does not resign office 
in a month's time. 

To be Concluded in our Next. 

“The Veijv Golf Story.— A 

pleasant story l.•ollle8 from a Coinisli golLcoiii^ 
A visitor entered for a Ixjgey competition with 
another visitor to mark lor him, hut when liis 
cam wds duly sent in neither secretary nor 
committee could make head or tail cf it. They 
tlierefore emss-examined the player as to what 
it meant.”— Ecc,ii,uj 

The idea here seems to be that, as it 
takes a Scotchman a long time to see 
a joke, it is just as well that the point 
of it should be postponed for twenty- 
four hours, during which interlude he 
can be getting ready to laugh. 

Biudiord had wandered in the wildcrnc&s 
since Septeiuher ItJtU without reeoi-diug a soli- 
tary win away fi-oiii Park Avenue, and that 
heiug the case very few held the belief that 
they would he able to bi-eak the ice at Kottiiiff- 
Lam,’ —MmljWd JDuatj Aegits. 

Of coui-se they wouldn't have had 
much practice at these winter sports 
in the wilderness. • ■ 









THEORY AND PRACTICE. 


«‘v' rorr.mF«” 

TUB BllAIX^TOM TO BE W^Tlf/LKol-.^"" I-'-S^KrCTS ’lit. Is A CASE O’ THAT KtSD, Si 


[ THE RESCUE; 

OE, Gallaxt Behavioue at Oxford. 

(A melodraviatie inece designed fo)' recitation.) 

[During a fire whi-jli receiitlr broke out in the Putliologioal Depart- 
ineut of the Oxfora Mnseiiiiu considerable ajfjju'ehensiou, we are told 
was lelt with i-egard to a number of bottles coutaiBiag})acteria of sevei’ai 
clisiases ; Ixapjiily, however, these were safely leiuoved.] i 

Fire i and the people's faces * ! 

Blanch with a sudden dread, 

And the firemen leap to their places. 

And the merciful car is sped ; 

And the thundering rush of the horses’ feet 
Clears a space in the crowded street, 
hose house is that in the hot embraces 
Of amorous arms and red ? 

Arc they caught ? Shall we hare to free ’em 
From the death that burns and clings ? 

“It ’s only the old Illuseum,” 

A cry from the background rings. , 

Thank Heaven ! and now the firemen close 
And drench the flames with their sibilant hose ; 

.Liiey have simply to save a mausoleum 
Of dead and mouldering things. 

But stay ! from an upper storey i 

Scared little eyes look out, 

Young heads in the mad smoke’s fury, 

Ah, Saints 1 there can be no doubt. ^ 

Is there none to help them, none to aid, | 

Ye gallant lads of the Fire Brigade ? I J 


Yes I one with a dream of “ death or glory ’* 

Goes up by the water-spout. 

lie has thought of his tiny midgets 
'■ At home, and their romping games, 

[j ■ Whom he sometimes calls, “you fidgets,” 

, And other endearing names ; 

: ' He has thought on them, and for them ho 

' ■ - ' ■ strives 

' To save those poor 3 "oung innocent lives ; 

He has scaled the pipe with his heels and digits, 

He has caught them out of the flames. 

W^as ever a deed done bolder, 

Or battle on stififer terms ? 

Oh, say not the heart beats colder 
In Englishmen’s epiderms 1 
And the women sobbed and the eyes were wet 
Of hard, rude men as the hero set 
, oafe at our feet from his manly shoulder 

. That bottle of cholera germs. Evob. 

ISTurseryman’s Candour. 

“EirL.VLi.v Japoxica and Cypeetts N-ATALExsis-Once boiiLdit von 
never want them again, 6 i^lants, 6d.” wowgui; you 

cbildi'en of the Mlows of the Royal Botanic Societv have 
I just liad a fancy di-ess ball, in which some costumes were seen.” 

I Just as well that they were visible. y 
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A DREAM. 

And at night we ’d find a town, 
Flat-roofed, by a star-strewn sea, 
Where the pirate crew came down 
To a long-forgotten quay, 

And we ’d meet them in the gloaming, 
Tarry pigtails, back from roaming, 
With a pot of pirate ginger for the like? 
of Jier and me ! 

vShe was small and ratlier pale, 
Grey-eyed, grey as smoke tlial 
weaves, 

And w^e’d watcli them stowing sail, 
Forty most attractive thieves ; 
Proppedagainsttlieporphyry column. 
She w^as seven, sweet and solemn, i 
And she *d hair blue-black as swallows 
W’hen they flit beneath the eaves. 

On the moonlit sands and bare, 
Clamorous, jewelled in the dusk, 
There would be an Eastern Fair, 

^We could smell the mules and musk. 
We could see the cressets flaring, 

And we ’d run to buy a fairing 
\\ here a black man );low a fanfare on a 
earven ivory tusk ; 

And we ’d stop before the stall 
Of a grave green-turbaned khan, 
Gem or flower— he kept them all — 
Persian cat or yataghan, 

A^nd I 'd pay a golden guinea 
And she fill her holland pinny 
With white kittens and red roses and 
blue stones from Turkestan I 
*»* 

London streets have flowers anew, 
London shops with gems ai'e set ; 
W’heu you've none to give them to, 

^ What is pearl or violet ? 

Vain things both and emptinesses, 

So^ they wait a dream-Princess’s j 
Coming, if she ’s sweet and solemn with j 
grey eyes and hair of jet ! j 



LUNCHEON AT THE NUTTERIES. 

iktV 7/W4,K.«f. ‘-And \ow vou must ikt mk i;uy yoU a ciuab,” 

7/(t “Oir, THANKS I That’s ; axu — er — wili. this too ijavje a nuitv 

1' I,A\ OUR t 


SERVICE INTELLIGENCE. 

(Anstoers to Coires^ndenU.) 

Tibed Cut (Aldebshot), — This is 
undoubtedly tlie Leave season, but Leave 
is a privilege, not a right. “ Travelling 
in Switzerland to learn the language” 
is a feeble excuse. Why not try A 
Big Game shoot with the Secretary of 
State for Wai',” or “ A Yachting Cruise 
off Ulster with the First Lord of the 
Admiralty”? 

“Padre” (Dockyard). — We agree 
with you. It seems a perfect scandal that 
sailors should be forced to go to churcli 
when they are obviously suffering from 
whooping cough, St. Vitus’s dance, 
and hay fever. Perhaps if you would 
let us know the length of your sermcns 
we might suggest a remedy. 

“Squire” (Hampshire).— Yes, rabbits 


are to be issued shortly as Army rations, 
and we see no reason why the" authori- 
ties should not issue pheasants as 
W’ell. Your suggestion that tiie War 
Office might rent your shooting and 
allow Regimental Ofiiceis (below the 
rank of Major) to procure their own 
company rations seems an excellent 
idea from every point of view. 

“Senex” (Weymouth). — We know 
of no regulation which would prevent 
you, as an officer, from applying for an 
Old Age Pension. Perhaps this conces- 
sion was in the minds of the authorities 
when they promised something would 
be done “ sliortly ” for the Royal Garri- 
son Artilleiy subaltern. 

“Fishing to Let” (Thames). — See 
answer to “ Squire,” substituting 
“trout” for “pheasants,” and “fisliing 
for “ shooting.” 


, inatf'dal lias keen aeoumulatcsl far 

I the new ship, which will lie sliylitlv largorthaii 
; King George the Filth .”— TrlfUjrujtK 

God bless him, all the same. 

! * * Tlie B.IVU! iuii stamp is said to he one of the 

. host tlesigntd in Europe. It is the work of t’.o 
gi-eat German artht, «tii<‘k .”— Jhiftr 

j Jtttfr / w /. 

iTIuis differing from ours, which is the 
work of the great English artist Un- 
stuck. 

•*Tlio Lilly Howard de 'Walden of the future 
has au ample wiope. Beafoi-d House teems 
with poshiliilities, and to those of Audley End 
theic is no end ’* [{Jtui ** ‘ It is too 

nmi.‘h for a King, but niiglit fit a Loi-d 
I Treasuiyr.’ uas .lames the Firat’s estimate ; but 
, M^s Van Raalte is not ahoshed,”— 

I Kcuiiutj Ci’fh n. 

IWe are very glad to hear this. If 
j there ’s one thing we dislike more than 
s another, it is being “ aboshed,” 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“(Edipus Bex.” 

When .a Professor of Specfcacular 
Drama exploits an English version of a 
Greek tragedy (under a Latin title) for 
the benefit of the modern side, I must 
suppose that some sendee is done to 
the cause of popular education. But 
I am pedant enough to doubt whether 
such service is not greatly overrated. 
Even at Cambridge, wliere CEdij^us was 
given in Greek and put on by scholars, 
it was impossible ,to reproduce the 
atmosphere and conditions of the 
Theatre of Dionysus. Any fifth-form 
boy can teR you that Attic drama was 
an act of religious worship; that the 
horrors of a legend like this, that deals 
with parricide and incest, had been 
softened for the ancients by familiarity, 
as happens with us in the case of many 
of our Biblical episodes ; that a Greek 
audience was deeply concerned with 
the workings of Destiny, which meant 
so much to them and means so little 
to us; and that, in respect to the 
literary handling of the theme, they 
were vastly more intrigued than we of 
to-day by the “ ironic ” method. 

Now, nobody imagines that Professor 
Reinhabdt selected CEdip^is for the 
sake of the opportunities it affords for a 
display either of the workings of Destiny 
or the ironic method of presenting them. 
These features he might have found in 
a dozen other Greek tragedies far less 
harrowing and offensive to the modern 
mind. Nor can it have been the life- 
story of CEdiptis that was the attrac- 
tion, for his adventures are all over 
before the play begins, and most of his 
time on the stage is taken up with 
retrospective enquiry . touching ■ the 
possibility of his being his own step- 
father. No, I muat believe that, with 
a single eye to his own peculiar art, 
the Professor selected (Edicts for the 
sake of its final horrors. 

And, to do him bare justice, he 
rubbed them in. No one who saw it is 
likely to forget the repulsive hideous- 
ness of the scene where the Xing 
rushes out with bloody eye-sockets, 
flings himself against a pillar of the 
palace and howls at the top of his 
voice. We were spared nothing. No 
suggestion was permitted of that 
^ artistic reticence which is of the very 
I essence of Attic tragedy. If we except 
the face and figure of Jocasta (and she 
was far too young for a grandmother) 
there was scarce a note of pure beauty 
to serve for relief. Much might have 
been made of the men-at-arms and the 
handmaidens, but they were not a 
'^at attraction. As for those among 
he audience who were having their 
first experience of Athenian drama, l! 


shudder to think what mental impres 
sion they took .away of the dignity 
and stately grace of the noblest of the 
arts of Greece. At the opening of the 
last scene one lady in front of me 
turned her eyes away from the stage 
and refused to look at it again. 



mv\6t.P6^ 


• How 's 


Mr. Mahtix Harvey (as (Edlmis), 
that, fieiuhardt ? ” . . 

The fact is that Professor Beinhardt 
has experimented brilliantly with an 
Arabian Night and a mediseval legend, 
where the artist, let loose on virgin soil, 
could be a law to himself; but here 
there are sacred traditions, and, though 
he may ignore them, they remain a 
standard to judge him by. 

In certain details he might well have 
kept more closely to precedent without 
damaging his scheme. Some of the 



DAKS ZE MOUVEUEKT. 

Terrible predicament of stall-holder who 
arrives iate for the performance of (Edipus. 


dresses were none too Greek; those, 
for instance, of the torch-bearers and 
female attendants suggested an Oriental 
Hareem rather than a Theban Court. 
And if there is one gesture more than 
another about which we may be certain 
that the Greeks would have insisted on 
it, it is the gesture, traditionally sym- 
bolic of grief, by which Jocasta should 
have drawm the folds of her liimation 
over the back of her head and across 
her face. But Miss McCarthy wore 
no hiimtion, and in any case she 
would have been fearful of deranging 
her barbaric headgear. • - 

^ And what was she doing with that 
big vase held at arms* length over her 
nice head— an attitude for which I 
know ^ ho Greek authority ? ' And a 
steaming vase, too ! Did the manage- 
rnent suppose that they served thei'* 
libations hot and hot ? Besides, the 
whole proceeding was totally meaning- 
less, since there was no visible altar or 
tomb to account for it*. 

I cannot speak as highly as I should 
like of. the chorus of doddering elders, 
though they were w'ell led. Their 
jerky entrance to slow music vras 
ludicrous, and the length of their 
hoary beards hardly excused their lack 
of intelligent emotion during a series of 
most unusual announcements. I think, 
too, that they should have been told 
to chant their words. The convention 
which allows a com]|pany of people to 
express their views in identically the 
same language at the same moment, 
as though by collusion, is permissible 
in song, but becomes absurd in spoW 
speech. And it was unfortunate that 
the greater part of the stalls could see 
almost nothing of either the chorus or 
the populace of the pestilence-stricken 
city except their heads arid lifted arms. 
However, it is not for me to complain, 
for at the Dress Eehearsal I sat in the 
front row, and so was right in the 
thick of things and had evefy chance 
I wanted of catching the plague. 

A curious feature of the production 

you find it also in. T/zc iLVaeZe— was 
its striking mixture of realism and con- 
vention. On the one . hand we were 
invited to imagine the rich colour and 
splendour of a Bo5''al Palace by the aid 
of an unadorned and purely’ conventional 
fagadet painted black, w'ith rectangular 
columns and a single copper entrance. 
On the other hand our imaginations 
were not trusted to develop a multitude 
out of a few scattered figures. The 
crowd had to be all there before our 
eyes ; just as in our eairs we had to 
suffer those devastating screams in all 
their horrific realism. No symbols hero, 
if you please. 

But, when once we had recognised 
that no attempt was being made at 
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archaeological accuracy, there was little 
offence in any realism so long as it 
was not too ugly. I confess I heartily 
enjoyed the activities of some of the 
supers. Their free and natural move- 
ments as they raced up and down the 
steps in the panic that followed the 
Qimn*s death were the most engaging 
feature of the evening’s novelty. 

After seeing all three of Professor 
Peinhardt s productions in London, 
it is clear to me that his art is not so 
well suited to spoken drama as to 
dumb-show. To those who wish to 
^ve their minds to the text, his search- 
lights, especially when, as at Covent 
Garden, they aa-e operated in full view 
of the audience, are almost as distract- 
ing as the elaborate decoration of, say, 
His Majesty’s, from which he has come 
to wean us. Nor could I find that his 
illuminations were always in harmony 
with the action. Thus the two garish 
beams that played steadily on (Edipiis 
in all the glory of his unsoiled king- 
ship still followed and blazed upon 
him, with only a change in the angle 
of their incidence, as he groped his 
way out to the darkness, bodily and 
spiritual, of lonely exile. 

Admirable artist as he is, Professor 
Ebdthardt is suffering just now from 
a good deal of indiscriminate flattery, 
and for much that I have here said 
I shall be called Philistine by his 
devotees. Yet if Matthew Abnoli), 
that robust Philhellene, could have 
assisted at this performance and made 
an “essay in criticism” upon it, he 
too, I doubt not (horrible irony ! ) would 
have received the same opprobrious 
epithet in that quarter. So we other 
Philistines would have been in good 
company. 

Mr. Martin Harvey as CEdipits ] 
did some biave work. Physically, he' 
misses the imposing air desirable in a 
first-class monarch, and a pair of stout 
cotliuyni were called in to redress his 
deficiency of stature. He indicated 
well the slow dawn and reluctant 
process of self- suspicion. He was 
justified, too, in those sudden flashes 
of temper that recalled liis inexcusable 
conduct at the cross - roads, which 
(under Providence) was the cause of 
all the trouble. Perhaps he showed 
too indecent a joy at the news of the 
death of Polybus, his supposed father. 
True, it sesmed to rid him of one of the 
oracle’s haunting threats; but, after 
all, in this good old Corinthian he had 
lost a very amiable parent. 

Miss Lillah McCarthy as Jocasta 
was a splendid figure, and she played 
with a very sincere intensity. A friend 
protested to me that her manner was 
too “ temperamental,” But in a modern 
pi eduction where so little pretence was 



NOXIOEU that VOIlEKSX LADIE-S HAVE THE GREATE.ST ADVIUVTXOX 

^ or ASKISO ME ’ SAME 

SEVERAL TIMES A DAY, JUM’ FOll THE JOY OF TALKING TO HIM. 

gSvh rorais ^ 


made of reviving the Greek manner, I 
cannot blame her for behaving (I don’t 
say she did) as if this were a tragedy 
from the pen of Mr, Granville Barker. 

The enunciation of all the actors was 
sound, with the notable exception of 
Mr. Louis Calvert. His Creon from . 
time to time was frankly Metropolitan. I 
And I have to complain of the pro- ‘ 
nunciation of the name Tiresias, The 
e in the middle of that word is by nature 
one of the shortest I have ever met ; 
yet, on the appearance of the veteran 
seer at the back of the stalls, the leader 
of the chorus, as he hailed him, made 
it long, and kept it long with a remorse- 
less insistence— “Tireeeesias”! 

Perhaps the single performance that 
came most near to the Greek quality 
of restraint was that of Mr. Dyall, as 
the Messenger from the Palace. But 
the chief honours (Sophocl'Es himself 
being hors coficoiirs) were due to the 


translator, Professor Gilbert Murray, 
whom nobody thought of inviting to 
take a call. 

On the whole I must felicitate every- 
body on a sporting spectacle, sufficiently 
well -adapted to the kind of general 
audience that was likely to assemble in 
Covent Garden, never the peculiar home 
of scholarship. But it would be easy 
to attach too much importance to the 
event, as in the pardonable exaltation 
betrayed by Mr. Harvey in his Pirsfc 
Night Speech. Which reminds me to 
ask, by way of a final grumble, why 
Professor Reinhardt, that master of 
artistic illusion, did not forbid the 
deadly disillusionment of these re- 
appearances in response to popular 
applause and clamour. I shall have 
a more profound belief in the NeW' 
Dramatic-Arfc-Por-Art’s-Sake when I 
read in my programme : “ No calls, 
and no flowers, by request.” 0. S. 
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THE ROGUES. 

Artists in fraud are always with us, 
but ifc is unusual to meet ‘with tiiree 
good examples in one week. Yet I 
have ]U3fc done so. I had drifted into 
a billiard saloon in tlie West Central 
district, where tliere are many tables, 
including Erench ones witliout pockets, 
and I noticed two men playing. TJieir 
game was indifferent, but'they them- 
selves were so difficult to place tliat I 
j was interested. Not bookmakers on 
the one side, or dealers of anv kind on 
the other, but a type, distinctly Hebraic, 
between. They were carefuliy dressed, 
but very common, and they had both 
time and money, lor here they were 
idling as early as half-past four.' 

Thej’ left before I did, and pa.ssing 
out soon afterwards into a busy street 
I found myself looking into one of 
those shops from which the windows 
and door have been removed in order 
that sales b}' auction may be the more 
easily earned on in them. The atic- 
tioneei' was shouting in the I'ostrum, 
and behold he was one of the billiard 
players ! Pictures, busts, watches, 
jewelleiy and oni aments were the stock, 
tod a gaudy pair of vases was being 
There was hesitation in 
bidding, and at last a voice offered 
PTO shillings. After a few languid 
bids the vases wore knocked down to 
this s^culator, wliom I could not see 
for a pound. 

“ Some people think these .sales are 
not genuine,” the auctioneer said, “ but 
I give you my word they are. Some 
I say that tbese_ bids are made bj' our 
1 fri^ds, just to encourage the 
i others ; but it is untrue. You, Sir ” 

I to the successful 

bidder, “you have never seen me before 
! have you ? ” ’ 

. We aU looked towards the gentleman 
in question and a displacement of heads 
permitted me to see him clearly It 

SaSs 

I ' ' 0 ®. "®™’^ before, have 

you, bir. the auctioneer inquired 
[ “again. ^ 

“ Never,” said the man. 

I f Thursday. The next 

nay i pet by chance an old acquaint- 
anee, in whose curiosity shop in the 
, seaside town that I was now visiting 
agam I had, twenty and more years 
I ^o, spent far too much time, drawn 
j thither pptly by a natural leaning 
! towai^s pictm-es and books and potter? 
and all the othmr odds and ends which 
come from eveiy comer of the earth 
and aU ages to make up the stook-in- 
tiade of such places, but more by the 
^onahty of the dealer. Nominally 
the was a goldsmith and jewefler, as 


every great artist in Italy used to be, 
but actually he was an amusing loafer. 
He sat at his little vice, with a file in 
his hand, and did nothing but talk. 
He passed his fingem through liis bushy 
iron-grey locks, glanced at the re- 
flection^ of his bright eyes and ruddy 
cheeks in the inin*or — ^there wan always 
a mirror — and talked. His pet illusion 
was that he was Bju-onie. He had a 
scorn for revealed religion tlmt he 
thought Byronie, although it was really 
of the brand of Booth and Taxie ; he 
had a contempt for tho moral code 
which he thought B^Tonie, although it 
was merely the most ordinary self- 
indulgence. But Bi-box having been 
loose in such matters, he was looser 
with a greater courage. He had a 
mischievous, sardonic view of the 
world which he thouglit was Byronio, 
but which was quite genuine and be- 
longed to his nature. Nothing gave 
him so much pleasure as to watch the 
swindlers of his secondary profession 
at work. We used to discuss poetry 
and painting, but above all the riddle 
of life, and on his part always de- 
structively. It was a veiy school for 
cynicism, this little shop) where no- 
thing, so far as I knew, was ever sold 
and I was the only Jiahliui\ He had 
an adopted niece, aged about seven— a 
pert, pretty little oreature whom be 
spoiled utterly ; he had a complaining 
wife who had no patience with his 
treatment of his niece, his Byronie 
airs, his verbose sloth or his prevailing 
gaiety, and affected none. He also had 
a retinue of complacent sewant-girls 
whom his tropes and flashy theories 
delighted. 

Such was my Bj-ronie friend in 1887 
to about 1890; and I must confess not 
oto to have thought of him since; 
and then last week, on this flying visit 
to mj’ old town, I saw him again. He 
was bmiding over a porffolio, but I 
knew his back at once. His hair had 
become white and a little thinner • but 
even-thing else was tiie same; tlie 
ruddy cheek, the sparkling eye, always 
lighting up at the originality of some 
world-old denial or aflSrmation, the 
BjTOmc open collai’, the Byronie neck- 
tie. He did not reoogm'se me at first ; 
but _ instantly afterwards we resumed 
the intercourse of twenty years before: 
although now it was I who was the 
older, not he. With liim time had 
stood still. The only change in his 
talk was a tmge of embitterment, not 
that he had failed financially, but that' 
his friends had left him. The 00 m- 
plaming wife was dead, nor did his 
references to her dim bis brilliant orbs ; 
but his adopted niece— it was her 
hostility and her husband’s to himself 
tha^e found such a pill. The old- 


burden, “After all I had done, too,” 
rolled out once more, that phrase 
which stiinmarises so much of man’s 
dealings with man and perhaps more of 
woman’s dealings with woman. 

He soon checked lilmself, however, 
remembering my ancient tastes, and 
clutched ray arm. “What a world!” 
he chuckled, “ wliat a world! I’ll 
show you something — something to 
interest you. It ’s not far,” and he 
pulled me along to the window of au 
old picture sliop. “ Hush,” he said, “ be 
careful: walls have ears ; but ju.st look 
at that painting there, tliat portrait. 
What do you make of that 'i " - 
^ It was a woman’s face, obviously 
eighteenth century, of the period, say, 
of Eamsay and Reynolds. She glim-' 
mered at us through layers of grime 
and blister. “ When do you think that 
was painted ? ” he asked. - 
“ Oh, I don’t know," I said. “ 1780 
perhaps,” 

He doubled himself up with wicked 
joy. “ What a world ! ” he exclaimed. 

“ Three weeks ago ! What a world ! ” 

“ Nonsense! ’’ I replied. 

“Timth,” he said. “I know tlie 
painter.”. 

He again puUed my sleeve and wo 
retired to a passage. He looked fear- 
fully round and drew from his pocket 
a creased page of a magazine. It was 
an art magazine of recent date, and the 
plate represented another eighteenth- 
century My. Underneath was printed 
Newly discovered Romney.” 

He leaned against the wall and 
squirmed. *- Same man,” lie gurgled 
at last. “ Same man. I watched him 
point it. What a -world! Law, I 
don’t want to die vet ! ” 


THE WORLD’S CREATES! MEN. 

Tp comrnents of various distin- 
^shed publicists on Mr. Caenegie’b 
hst of the Twenty Greatest Men have 
speared in TU Bevieic of Eevietvs. 
n e are glad to be able to supplement 
these by a batch of letters from some of 
the Twenty Greatest Editors. 

Mr. Ha^bbt Austhtson, who has an 
undoubted right to be regarded as the 
greatest living authority in the world 
of pstronomic journalism, was the 
nrst to whom the list was submitted, 
and his comments are thus racily 
expressed 

_ “ Not being myself a Seoto- American 
iroimaster, pd having some interest 
J w,. actualities of life 

and letters, I am not satisfied with a 
election which omits Bbileat Savabin 
SoYBB, Captain EUnk Habbis, the 
fomous Old Brandy Blender, Sir 
Kennedy Mabeow, the importer of the 
Hologna y Bologna cigar, and Chables 




MARGINAL NOTES ON HISTORY. 

O.VCB JIOKE KlXCS Ar.FRED TEEM HIS PAVOriSira STOISY OE THE BUllS'T CAKE^ 


^■ELBT.thereno-wned chocolate liquor- wood-pulp; (19) Jtxn.’S O^sak: (20) 
ice manufacturer. I confess to some Hahbt Austinson, the destroyer of 
surprise also that W agneb, who is, I juvenile joumaliem ” 
am proud to say, a contributor to The The Editor of The Morning Leader 
yieal Smile Bemmt, does not figure and S/ur simply contents himself with 
in the Oabnbgie Twenty, for Wagneb sending the following list: (1) Captain 
was undoubtedly a man of Big Brain Coe; (2) Mr. Oapbubt; (3) Lord 
btutt, and Mr. Cabkbgie, I have been Lonsdale ; (4) Mr. Abthbb Pos sonby. 
ed to suppMe, enjoys his music on M.P. ; (5) LordCocBTNEYOPPENwiTH; 
thepianok. But thei-e is no accounting (6) Old Joe; (7) Aristides; (8i Mr. 
for tastes in greatness any more than.MASSiNGHAM; (9) The Kaiseb-’ flO) 
fi, Caill.aux; (11) Lord Pon™idd: 

wi Q* ^ follows : (1) Casanova : (12) Eev. C. Siltesteb Hobke ; (13) 
(2) Su- Kennedy Mablow; (3) Benve- Mi-. Winston Chbechill; (14) W 
NUTo CmniNi; (4) Eilson Young, in- Sun Yat-Sek; (15)BaronDEFoEEST- 
yentor of sandpape^ (5) Hank Harris, (16) Mr. Harold Begbie; ( 17 ) Sk 
mymtot of the Big Stick Brandy; Victor Horsley ; (18) Dr. ClWord; 
(6 Wagner, mventor of Adult Opera ; j (19) Mr. Lloyd George : (20) Mr. Use! 

Mokd;_ (8) Marshall The Editor of The Nation writes; 
lUBBEN; (9) H^raAL, mTO^or of the “In my opmion the cataloguing of the 
CaudmePork ; (10) Arnold Bennett, World’s Greatest Men is invidious. Far 
inventor of rotary romance; (11) John more valuable and helpful would be a 
Masefi^ inventor of the detonating list of the World’s Woi-st Enemies— 
hot-l^t rhyming jenny ; (12) Soyeb; the leading hosUs Immani generis. I do, 
03) BmllatSav^in: (14)FoBTNUMr: rmt wish to imply that the subjoined 
^o) M^n; (16) Hennessy; (17) 'list is exhaustive, but I do think that 
LBAS. Welby, converaationalist and it may serve a useful pnipose in hold- 
Mnfectioner; (18) Lord* Mount- ing up to well-merited infamy' some of 
OABMEL, the inventor of pineapple the most conspicuous miscreants of the 


moment: (1) Su- Edward Grey; (2) 
Sir Edward Carson ; (3) Lord Cromer ; 
(4) Lord Eobebts; (5) Sir Egbert 
Baden-Poutell ; (6) M. Bbiand; (7) 

TldT.. T>.- * V, / 


f J-JVA.VI. 'WJua.v.'Ai 

Hamilton ; (12) Lord Lansdowne ; 
(13) The Dean of St. Paul’s ; (14) Mr. 

I Ghables Brookfield ; (15) The Lord 
Chancellor; (16) Lord Halsburt; 
(17) Sir Edward Fry ; (18) M. Paul 
Gambon; (19) M. Jules Gambon; (20) 
M. Delcasse.’* 

•11 sausages made hy this butcher 

will be the result of an electrically- did v'eu 
nmehiue. 

The day of the horse is over. 

is difficult to believe tliat Sir James 
Gi'icliton Browne, the seventy-two year old 1 u-ide- 
0w>m, is half his age.” — - Hcsifrya 

Knowing that he isn't, we shan’t try, 
**Lad OaAitoEi) wri’fc Sfcootlvo at Black- 

I’OOL.” — St^miardf, 

Did he get nuts or a cigar ? He can’t 
have missed. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. distinctly repellent; and sbe then pro- 

(By M}\ Punch's Staff of Learned ClcrJcs,) then- eHorts in the direction of romance, 

I AM going to give mj'self a rare pleasure. I am going are pooT and^thlT the^two^sS°*f 1 *^°*^ bachelors 

to praise Avhole-heartedly a novel by ^ author whose worS ha ve^ been Wf- o Imon *r °+ 

was previoudy q^te /nknown J me. I "er frorS Zl ^T\ 

advertisements, and indeed now remember to have heaivl In <7/»m;i ®“® ““^st lose her share, 

that Mr. Compton Mackenzie has already written a steS SthoreJ’hS T^v T”.? sympathetic heroine, the 
!that wim very well received; but, as £U trai^ml c£aX - rr’the^ fXt ' 

personally, I approached Gamival (Mabtin SeckebI vrith Maid’s tLf must find this further fault with 

a mind wholly fiee from bias. After reXff a connirnf fZ J k ‘I'e seen® is laid near the 

■pages I settl^ myself in my cl^rfor a hfpJylvSln? c^nrcf^e^ldth 

and thenceforward the fascination of the book lidd me li^ Watee and thf. doubles of Amy, the other 

a kind of enchantment. I despair, though of ^mTSe tSris ^ m ^ her admirer, 

to convey any idea of it in a few lines oTcifticism^losav 

I give you my word, is different. Jenny Pearl herself, the Neveitheless iSfew La^%h'^nt 

eent^ fi^re, is so alive in all her triclm and mannerisms • I my likina Of Ln^t oMijihoW (Lono) httle 

her slang, her mdepend- j — * ^ ■u'ltay Kaye and all the other good people 


ence, and the strivings 
of her small spirit are 
all so real; and the 
incidents of her short 
life follow so naturally 
and inevitably that 
only in retrospect does 
one appreciate the 
tragedy of it. . This 
partly is why the book 
impressed me with 
such an effect of truth. 
Actually Mr. Mao- 
KENZiE has written one 
of the grimmest trage- 
dies that I remember 
to have met with; but 
because he has never 
once forced the note, 
being content rather 
to let events and 
characters speak for 
themselves, it might 
pass on a casual read- 






pass on a casual read- i °®ss, at Ieast Tom~e 

ingfQrarecnvdoft,n,,;oi you at -ome, 1 can se^ thav. ” ^'‘^^Jr^orLAMN show of temper. It is 

happiness. As for the style, I wiE only add that it we me nov«licf'Q "t — ^ T"; hopeless to expect a 

the same bhssful feeling of security that one has in iTsteninv fh Jla^ t anything in common with 

tea great musician-the knowledge that every tone Sf Sn.J'S I’ Y is going to 

exquisitely right. This may seem® extravaS Ssr and fi^l .f If wsult from the com 

may tarn out to be an mtirely personal mpresMon. ’ We Sen heroic’ *?r® ^tirely honourable, altruistic, 

waipg p p> •kvm I 

, Dmmmr W*™ a re«ul* »Uoh I .m rfk”* 

forced to admu-e, but against her methods I find mvself of fbo n?,?.!' ^ ■ but there may be a section 

“ Maid’s Monei/ undUnW^^J® “^Suauimity and 

(BferaEMANN) her sentences are a little less abrnnf nn^ “Unted worth, which will find the unfailing gentleness 

ff *^®y stiii produce is wLttog^T^f adequate substitute lor the. humour that 

^ S*^vm pi 

R wi.-l “'iSi ’’’’ ^ l~«m th. EL,l SJ. _ 


~ who ran the gratuitous 
asylum for impover- 
ished workers at Xo- 
vento}-, Miss Smith 
writes with a single eye 
to their good qualities 
and from a loyal point 
of view, which would 
have been staunch and 
admirable in a friend 
of real life, but lacks 
the criticism necessary 
to an author of fiction. 
We novel -readers are 
not above backbiting ; 
we are out to learn the 
defects, as well as the 
merits, of the char- 
acters we study. We 
like here and there a 
touch of oblique mo- 
tive, an act or two of 
unpremeditated selfish- 


THE SORCERESS. 

"We have received from Messrs. 
Breitel and Herzkopf a copy of 
Professor Quantock’s remarkable exe- 
getical monograph on his new orches- 
tral work, “ Circe’s Swine.” After an 
interesting preliminary chapter on the 
pig in history, on pig-sticking as a fine 
art practised by the Moghal Emperors, 
on learned pigs, and on the range and 
timbre of their voices, the Professor 
expounds the psycho - philosophical 
motives which led him to choose this 
particular episode in the Odysssy for 
orchestral treatment. 

No one, as he points out, has ever yefc 
endeavoured fuUy to depict the emotions 
of Odysseus’ companions when they 
were transformed by the sorceress. To 
do so in words would be obviously 
illogical, because they were deprived of 
human speech. • Now the resemblance 
of the sound of the double bass to the 
grunting of a pig has been noted by 
Berlioz, and Professor Quantock has 
accordingly laid out his score for forty 
double-basses — he is incapable, owing 
to the development of his orchestral 
sense, of writing in fewer than forty 
parts — a solo violin {Circe) and a solo 
saxophone (Odysseus)^ The symphonic 
po,em is in four movements: zxi Allegro 
feroce; & Largo, Biposo del porcik; a 
Presto entitled Strilh del Diavolo; 
and a Marcia TrionfaleSalvezsa di 
Lardo, dedicated to Sir Thomas Lipton, 
and referring to the re-humanization of 
the captives. 

The score of Professor Quantock’s 
great work is the most monumental 
that has ever been published. It is 
six feet high, four feet broad, and two 
feet thick ; it is appropriately bound in 
pig-skin, and it involves the use of a 
special desk patented and constructed 
by Professor Quantock himself. A 
point on which he lays peculiar stress 
is the employment of an illuminated 
bdton. That which he recommends is 


„ , but by an ingenious process the 
colour can be varied on the principle of 
railway signals ; thus in easy passages 
a green light is diffused, while danger 
or difficulty is indicated by md. Purple 
si^ifies nohilmente, while striking 
effects are appropriately heralded by a 
change to pink. 

Another point on which Professor 
Quantock ^ lays great stress in his 
masterly introductory monograph is 
the costume of the conductor. As he 
wisely observes it should be at once 
non-inflammable and pictur- 
esque. Accordingly he strongly depre- 
cates the use of flannelette or celluloid 
coUars. They are, he asserts, not 
only dangerous but antagonistic to 



S7io, LISTEN TO THE birds!’* 

Be up with the comvtry), “Poor little begga.rs » 
HOW, I suppose!” 


Must amuse themselves some- 


the^ exotic and Oriental mysticism * 
which is the very life-blood of his work. 
He therefore recommends a blue-green 
himation of Esparto grass, with an 
indigo-coloured fustauella, Afghan put- 
tees with crocodile-skin spats, and 
sandals made of compressed vegetable 
marrow. *• Such a garb,” observes the 
Professor in an impressive passage, 

“ will not only enable a chef B orchestra 
to indulge freely in all the gesticulatory 
bravura necessary to the interpretation 
of the score, but it will harmonise with 
the esoteric ethos — ^in short, the quint- 
essential ^KadtpcrKiT^ms, on which I have 
invariably relied in my appeal to the 
culture-hunger of the million.” 

The whole passage, which is redolent 
of the joyous egotism of genius, is 
deserving of citation, but we must 
reluctantly content ourselves with this 
brief but poignant excerpt. Nothing is 


VOL. CXLIL 


so typical of the tender-heartedness of 
the Professor as his splendid resolve 
to redress a crying grievance of the 
animal creation — the exclusion of the 
porcine genus from the domain of 
romance. ^ Homer had dim gropings 
after justice, but it has been reserved 
for our greatest composer to achieve 
this final triumph of huznanitarianism. 
In short, whether we regard Professor 
Quantock’s superb disregard for the 
fetters of an effete classicism, his mag- 
nificent protests against British insu- 
larity — even to the length of his living 
on sherbet and Turkish Delight when 
composing his opera Some Experiesices 
of a Turkish ti,M, — or the glowing 
paganism of bis sacred music, we are 
staggered alike by the dimensions of 
bis intellect and the touching fidelity 
of those who regard him as our greatest 
Comic, we mean Cosmic, Eorce. 
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WANTED: CARS FOR “MEN ONLY.” 

[A contributor to The Dctihj Ohrmiielc, commenting upon the reserva- 
tion of cortein L.C.C. tramcai-s for ‘‘ladies only,^^ remarks that 
unquestionably the fiercest tmiucar hustlers are women."] 

Ladies, yoiir loyal servant ! I ^vill suffei’ 

None to allege that in the crowcl*s alarm 
You need my generous body for a buffer, 

Or want the stay of my protective arm ; 

^*^ough your instincts may be soft and loving, 
And feminine your nature to the bone, 

I know for sure that when it comes to shoving 
You fairly hold your own. 

If in the seething mob I *ve sought a carriage 
Keserved for smokers on the District Eail, 

Seldom have I had reason to disparage 
A prowess proven at the Great White Sale ; 
Competing with a sex that ’s learnt to wrestle 
^OT faded chiffon or a half-soiled hat, 

I 've frankly owned myself the weaker vessel 
At elbow- work like that. 

And when, considerably hurt and heated, 

With buckled ribs I penetrate the door, 

I find score of ladies firmly seated, • ^ 

Leaving no site for me except the floor ; 

And there, like poor old CEdipus, my near eye 
Gouged with a hat-pin in the recent scrap, 

Eiskily poised, a spectacle ;pour rire, I 
Lurch with the lurching strap. 

At last, aweary of the rough-and-tumble, 
Acknowledging my manly spirit broke, 

I stamp on 3ivy cigar and blindly stumble 
Into the neighbouring place where none may smoke. 
That chaste zenana, mostly meant for women, 

Holds nothing but an aged man or two, 

And there I rest each sore and aching limb in 
A wilderness of pew. 

Such are the horrors we endure in Hades, 

And, doubtless, 'tis the same in upper air ; 

We are no sort of match for you, sweet ladies, 

In the ferocious art of “ getting there ” ; 

‘‘What every woman knows ” is known to Bauii.e, 

Yet even he has -not 'explained the fact 
That you prefer to rush our sanctuary 
And leave your own intact. 

So, wliile I praise the L.C.C.’s invention, 

I still foresee its failure at a glance ; 

for Ladies can relieve the tension, 

Though well designed to give the men a chanco ; 

Nor shall the unequal strife be else abated 
Till companies adopt the needful checks 
By having cars expressly consecrated 

To us— the feebler sex, 0. S. 


THE tNTERPRETATION, 

Oeicket in AuSTjBALIA. 

Thirteenth Match of the Tour. 

The M.0.0. Team to-day, against twenty-seven of 
Kimbangeroo and District, had six wickets down for 59— 
Woolley, Hobbs, Ehodes, Hearne and Douglas all beinn 
caught m the slips. Poster and Barnes put on 91 before 
the former was bawled off his pads by Tarvin. The innings 
closed for 209. The home side scored 103 for twenty-two 
wickets before ram stopped play. Barnes had 17 wickets 


for 60. The heat was oppressive. Gunn, Hitch and Mead 
stood down. — All-Bed Cricket Cahk. 

Fleet Stbeet Comments, by our Long-distance Expert. 

Cricketers are proverbially superstitious, and we may be 
sure that the sinister fact that this was the thirteenth 
match of the tour was seldom absent from the minds of 
those who watched from the steps of the pretty little 
Kimbangeroo pavilion the startling collapse of our early 
batsmeu. There is iu reality no ground for suiprise that 
five out of the first six batsmen should all have been 
caught in the slips, for if Tarvin opened the attack— as is 
almost ceiiiain— we may be sure that he had at least nine- 
teen of his fielders behind the wicket on the off side— a 
number, if one comes to consider it, capable of forming 
almost a solid phalanx. It should also be home in mind 
that Tarvin was bowling, .without doubt, from the Oil 
Tank end, so that he .was swerving sharply with the 
north-east wind (which prevails at this time of year in 
that neighbourhood). Woolley was the first to go— off a 
bumping ball, we may be certain. That uppish stroke of 
his ^ to third man has all too often cut short a promising 
innmgs. And after that — ^well, it became ahnost a proces- 
sion. The brief cabled report does not, unfortunately, tell 
us how Smith got out, but it is pretty safe tp surmise that 
he got his leg in front of a straight one from Tarvin. I 
wish him better luck next time ! . 

Then came a fine stand by* Foster and Barnes, which 
put an entirely new complexion on the game, as before they 
got together the first six wickets had fallen for 59, and by 
sterhng cricket they a^massed no fewe.r than 91 in the 
course of an hour and a half. : (We may take that as a fair 
average rate of scoring,’ I think.) It js,partieularly inter- 
^tmg to note, in the light of what I Jbave said above, that 
iosTBR was bowled at last-r-by Tarvin-tcI^'Ms pads. The 
bowler had probably changed by this time to the Rope 
Works end. The total of 209 may be considered quite 
ptisfactory under the circum.stances. I happened to 
be speaking last week with a member of “ W. G.*s” first 
Australian Team, who. assured me that the wicket at 
Kiinbangeroo was always soft on the top and surprisingly 
hard underneath. I repeat his words for what they are 
worth, merely adding the comment that they are not 
worth much, as I learned afterwards that he was speaking 
of another place of the same name, several thousand miles 
distant. Still the observation was interesting. 

Faced with the formidable total of 209 the home side 
began batting in the full glare of an oppressively hoj; .after- 
210 OZ 1 . V\ hen Tarvin and his companion issued from the 
pavilion the heat was indeed quite enervating, but heavy rain 
out short the day’s play when 22 wickets had fallen for 103 
runs. This astounding collapse had been brought about 
by Ba^es. His figures— 17 wickets for 60— speak for 
themselves. But it is worthy of remark that this works out 
at something very hfce Si runs per wicket. The popular 
Xitue professional has seldom done anything finer. 

To sum up— the home side are now 106 runs behind 
with four TOokets to fall. I think we have every reason 
to be satisfied with the position. Nevertheless, in trvinjf ; 
to estimate what to-morrow will bring forth there are two 
outstandmg factors to be reckoned with. There is first I 
of all the weather. Should the home side have to bat upon ' 
a wet wicket, the wsitors will in all probability have 
to field mth a wet ball. That must not be forgotten, 
finally, there is the question that springs at once to 

— Is^SWout? answering if 

CrUNN, Hitch and Mead stood- 
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Of codese tof’ve hevud of Mus. Silas P. Blick. the Mils. Malamop of Ambeica? 

W HY, YES ; HOT I HAD XO IDFA SHE ’D BEEX MABttlED BEFOEE ” 


PLOT AND COUNTERPLOT colours, and cinema- 

TA j- r i. X, . ’ ■ togi'aph entertainments will heln to 

ImSJeL buMoi- Mr.'wixsTox^^^ Sreuings.— JTarconiprawL. 

Omt Eenunmtion.] Januanj 31.— The 'Ulster HaU has 

January — The Ulster Liberals are J^st been hired to the Unionists for 

not dismayed by the determination of Tebmary 3rd. Piles of foodstuffs are 
the Unionist “ stalwarts ” to prevent being carried in. 

iaier.-The Liberals have booked 
that the hall has been let to the Union- the Ulster Hall for Eebmary 2na. The 
ists for EebruaryrthwiUmake no differ- Belfast Corporation state ^hat there 
fb “Of booked has never been such a demand for the 

It foi the 6th, and wiU hold it against haU before.— Our Ow-n Correspondent. 
ail comers till the night of the speech. • - 

Renter. Stop Pbbss News. 

January 29.--The Unionists are de- Rumour current in Belfast 
wrmmM not to outdone by the that Unionists are negotiatins 

Ulster Liberals, and an-angements have for ninety-nine years’ lease of 

mst been complete to hire the Ulster Ulster HaU from Eebinary Ist. 

yy and to remain in Another report states that aU 
" ju j "Sate IS over, Beds engagements have been oan- 

bedding ^e now being moved into ceUed by the Corporation and 
the haU, whi^ is rapidly assuming the subsequently confirmed, with the 
appearance of a first-class hotel. - • option of re-cancelL‘ng. 

Our Own Correspondent ^ 

/awuury 30.— The Ulster Liberals are ■■ ■ ■■ 

‘ “T’'® ®««e by Miss Phyllis Bradley -'EoWt 

ists dodge. They have now my beloved,’ or ia lUlian * Robert le Liable. 

booked the hall for February 4th., The JDiidle?/ Reread, 

days of wmting till Mr. Churchill's How very coarse the Italians are 
arrival will be spent in decorating the getting. 


THE THIRD BERTHDAY. 
Threb candles had her cake, 
Which now are burnt away; 

We wreathed it for her sake 
With currant-leaves and bay 
And the last graces 
Of Michaelmas Daisies 
Pluckt on a misty day. 

Curled (as she cut her cake) 

In mine her fingers lay ; 

Purple the petals brake, 

Bruised was the scented bay ; 
Like a yellow moth 
On the white, white cloth 
One currant-leaf flew away. 

Three candles lit her state ; 

Dimmed is their golden reign — 
Leaves on an empty plate, 

Petals and tallow-stain ; 

'Nor will she 

I Nor the candles three 

I Ever be three again. 

I The^ attendance was larger tliau last year, 
257 a^inst 220. ... A special spring floor . 
was laid afibrding a ^jace of some sixty square 
i feet for danemg .”— Weekljf mic 9 . 

Sardine {to'Jiis partner): “Very hot 
to-night — ^wbat ? Lucky we ’re in the 
top layer.” - - * - ■ * 
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STORIES OF SUCCESSFUL LIVES. 

II* — The Paintbb’s. 

Mr. Paue Samwats was in a mood 
of deep depression. The artistic tem- 
perament IS peculiarly subject to these 
moods, but m Paul's case there was 
reason why he should take a gloomy 
view of things. His mastei^piece, “ The 
Shot Tower from Battersea Bridge” 
together with the companion picture 
“Battersea Bridge from the Shot 
Tower, had been purchased by a 
dealer for seventeen and sixpence. His 
sepia monochrome, “ Night,” had 
, brought him an LO.U. for five shil- 
j These were his sole earnings 

1 for the last six weeks, and starvation 
* stared him in the face. 

“If OTly I had a little capital! ” he 
cried aloud in despair. “ Enough to 
support me until my Academy picture 
is finished.” His Academy picture 
was a masterly study entitled, “Boll 
on thou deep and dark blue ocean, roll,” 
and he had been compelled to stop 
I half-way across the Channel through 
1 sheer lack of ultramarine. 

. clock struck two, reminding 
mm that he liad not lunched. He 
rose wearily and went to the little 
cupboard which served as a larder. 
There was but little there to make 
a satisfying meal— half a loaf of bread 
a corner of cheese, and a small tube of 
Chinese -white. Mechanically he s«t 
the things out. ... 

He had finished and was clearing 
away when there came a knock at the 
door. His charwoman, whose duty it 
was to clean bis brushes every week 
came m with a card. ’ 

“A lady to see you. Sir," she said. 

. astonishment. 

; The Duress of Winchester,” he ex- 
claimed. “What on earth Show 

her m, please.” Hastily picking up a 
bru^ the first tube which came to 
hand, he placed himself in a dramatic 
position before his easel and set to 
work. 

Samways? ” 

said the Duchess. ^ 

*'&— good afternoon,” said Paul, 
embai^aed both by the presence of 
* ^ studio and by his 

sudden discovery that he was tou^inff 

up a sunset with a tube of carbolic 
tooth paste. 

“Our mutual friend, Lord Ernest 
lopwood, recommended me to come to 

Paul, who had never met Lord 
Ernest,^ but had once seen his namei 
m a ha penny paper beneath a photo- ' 

I Gently ^ Ahnold Bennett, bowed 

. “ As you probably guess, I want you 

. to pamt my daughter’s portrait.” 


Paul opened his mouth to say that 
[ he was only a landscape painter, and 
then closed it again. After all, it was 
liardly fair to bother her Grace with 
technicalities. 

“I hope you can undertake this 
commission,” she said pleadingly, 

“I shall be delighted,” said Paul. 
“I am rather busy just now, but I 
could begin at two o’clock on Monday.” 

“Excellent,” said the Duchess. 
“Till Monday, then.” And Paul, still 
clutching the tooth paste, conducted 
her to her carriage. 

Punctually at 3.15 on Monday Lady 
Hermione appeared. Paul drew a 
deep breath of astonishment when he 
saw her, for she was lovely beyond 
compare. All his skill as a landscape 
painter would be needed if he were to 
do justice to her beauty. As quickly as 
possible he placed her in position and 
set to work. . . , 

“ May I let my face go for a 
moment ? ” said Lady Hermione after 
three hours of it. 

“ Yes, let us stop,” said Paul. He 
had outlined her in charcoal and 
burnt cork, and it would be too dark to 
do any more that evening. 

“ Tell me where you first met Lord 
Ernest ? ” she asked as she came down 
to the fire. 

_^At the Savoy in June,” said Paul 
boldly. 

Lady Hermione laughed merrily. 
Paul, who had not regarded his last 
remark as one of his best things, looked 
at her in surprise. ^ 

“But your portrait of him was in 
the Academy in May I ” she smiled. 

Paul made up his mind quickly, 

‘.‘Lady Hermione,” he said with 
gravity, “ do not speak to me of Lord 
Ernest again. Nor,” he added hur- 
riedly, “ to Lord Ernest of me. When 
yom' picture is finished I will tell you 
why. Now it is time you went.” He 
woke the Duchess up, and made a 
few commonplace remarks about the 
weather. » Bemember,” he whispered 
to Lady Hermione as he saw them to 
their car. ^ She nodded and smiled. 

The sittings went on daily. Some 
times Paul would paint rapidly with 
^eat sweeps of the brush ; sometimes 
he would spend an hour trying to get 
on his^ palette the exact shade of 
green bice for the famous Winchester 
emeralds; sometimes in despair he 
would take a sponge and wipe the 
who e pictime out, and then start 
madly again. And sometimes he 
work altogether and tell 
Lady Hermione about his home-life. 

But always, when he woke the Duchess 
np at the end of the sitting, he would 
say, “Bemember!” and Lady Hermione 
would nod back at him. 


It was a spring-like day in March 
when the picture was finished, and 
nothing remained to do but to paint pin 
the signature. ]. 

“It is beautiful ! ” said Lady Her- 
mione, with enthusiasm. “ Beautiful ! 
Is it at all like me ? ” 

Paul looked from her to the picture, 
and back to her again. 

“No” he said. “Not a bit. You 
know, I am really a landscape painter.” 

“ What do you mean ? ” she cried. 
“ You are Peter Samways, A.E.A., the 
famous portrait painter ! ” 

“No,” he said sadly. “That was 
my secret. I am Paul Samways, A 
naember of the Amateur Bowing Asso- 
ciation, it is true, but only an unknown 
landscape painter. Peter Sam ways lives 
in the next studio, and he is not even 
a relation.” 

“ Then you have deceived me 1 You 
have brought me here under false pre- 
tences 1 ” She stamped her foot angrily. 

“ My father will not buy that picture, 
and I forbid you to exhibit it as a pdr- 
trait of myself.” 

“ My dear Lady Hermione,” said Paul, 

“ you need not be alarmed. I propose 
to exhibit the picture as ‘ When t$e 
Heart is Young.* Nobody will re- 
cognise a likeness to you in it. And|if 
the Duke does not buy it I have no 
doubt that some other purchaser will 
come along.” ■. ; 

Lady Hermione looked at him 
thoughtfully. “ Why did you do it ? ” 
she asked gently. 

“Because I fell in love with you.” 

She dropped her eyes, and then 
raised them gaily to his. “ Mother is 
still asleep,” she whispered. 

“ Hermione ! ” he cried, dropping his 
palette and putting his brush behind 
his ear. 

She held out her arms to him. 

As everybody remembers, ■> When 
the Heart is Young,” by Paul Sam- 
wajrs, -was the feature of the Exhi- 
bition. It was bought for £10,000 by 
a retired bottle -manufacturer, whom 
it reminded a little of his late wife. 
Pan! woke to find himself famous. But 
the success which began for him from 
this day did not spoil his simple and 
genOTOus nature. He never forgot his 
brother artists, whose feet were not yet 
on the top of the ladder. Indeed one 
of his first acts after he was married | 
was to give a commission to Peter 
mmways, A.B.A. — nothing less than 
parting of his wife’s portrait. 
And Lady Hermione was delighted 
with the result. A. A M 


Puiuhasei- 200 
miles , £45 10s. — Advt. in Motor Cycle." 

Nearly five shillings a imle. Too much. 
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THE RETURN OF THE BORES. 

(An exhortation to all true golfers.) 

Fhom Greenland's icy mountains home returning, 
Or prodi^ from India’s coral strand 
(When I said Greenland, I \ra3 simply spuming 
Dull Truth, and what I meant was Switzerland), 
They shall have lots of lies, my friends, to tell us 
About their bob-sleighs and their blest Durbar, 
And possibly the}' think they'll make us jealous, 

Knowing not who we are. 

Henry, for instance, o'er a mild Havannah 
I see resuscitate his earliest “ run," 

Harp on the morning snow that tastes like manna 
(tuppose one gets a toss), and how the sun 
Blazed over Wengen, and the wondrous carry 
He did with skis on some confounded hill — 

Was it the Jungfrau ?— well, so much for Harry; 

Now let us turn to Bill. 

He shall lae full of rickshaws and chupatties, 

And saises and Pathans and native chiefs, 

The purdah, too (I never know what that is), 

And immemorial gods and quaint beliefs ; 

He shall go on perpetually rippling 
On whether East is East and West is West- 
All the good stuff we learned at school from 
Kipling — 

And shall v’e be impressed ? 




No. When the weary catalogue is finished, 

Waking a little from our stertorous nap, 

We shall explain to them how we diminished 
By one, this winter-tide, our handicap ; j 

i As who should calm a madman or a drunkard, 

We shall describe that memorable scene I 

When we got out, though absolutely bunkered. 

Dead on the eighteenth green. 

Deaf to their stories of the tramp of legions, 

The lightening of their luges, we shall tell 
How in the old familiar wave-kissed regions 
Last Saturday we did the ninth hole well; 

They may have seen the Orient ope her coffers 
I Or slid on tea-trays from the Schreckhorn top, 

^ But hanged if we shall heed, my brother golfers, 
j Their miserable “ shop." Bvoe. 

^ « V answer. She bowc d her Lead, over which the waters I 

ol hitteraep had met, and then, receding from it, left it upright and 
piwd. ’--“iJfliYy ^ ' 

" Excuse me, madam, is this your head ? " 

Another head " joke, if you don’t mind 

“Eepresentative Russians accompanied the special train which 
conveyed the deputation, and when it crossed the frontier line 
uie English bishops and Lord Weardale, bearing their heads, saluted 
Russian soil. — Daily Teleyrapli, 

We hope they ’U bring them back safely. St. Dbms for 
Merne England ! 
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OHARJVAR/A. 

To state that the strained relations 
which prevailed recently between Italy 
and France were viewed by Turkey, or 
even Gennany, with extreme regret, is 
inexact. .u 

Care was taken to emphasise the 
fact that the recent visit of the Duke 
of Connaught to New York was an 
unofficial one, many Americans being 
afraid that the Governor-Genbiial had 
come to negotiate the annexation of 
the United States by Canada. 

**'sjt**' 

Princess Patricia, it is stated, 
lunched with Mr, and Mrs. Charles 
Dana Gibson. It is also said that 
the artist declared with delight that 
he had at last met the typical American 
beauty whom he had been drawing for 
so long. * 

According to some of the papers the 
Duke was strolling in Fifth Avenue 
when be accidentally came into col- 
lision with a messenger-boy carrying a 
parcel. His Eoyal Highness turned 
about and begged the boy’s pardon. 
This was the first intimation the boy 
had that H.E.H. was not a free-born 
American. ,, 


Distressing reports reach us from 
Cannes and Nice as to the deplorable 
weather which is in vogue there. 
“ The English Eiviera ” may not be so 
inaptly named after all. 


The appearance of another spot on 
the sun is recorded. Has Germany, 
then, succeeded at last in her ambitioii ? 

The Saturday Iteview publishes a 
suggestive article entitled an » Anglo- 
German Deal.” This looks bad for the 
well-knawn golf courses in that neigh- 
bourhood. * 

“MARKSMEN ALL ! 

INVENTION TO MAZE EVERY SOLDIER 
A DEAD SHOT.” 

Thus a contemporary. We cannot help 
thinking that the expression “ a deadly 
shot” would express the meaning — 
or, anyhow, the desideratum — more 
effectively. 

'J* 

The Pall ]\£all Gazette points out an 
interesting variation in the version of 
Mx . Lloyd George’s telegram to the 
Lib^al Candidate for Carmarthen as 
published in the Press. According to 
one paper the Chancellor wired, “ I 
look forward to your victorious return 
to aid me in the great struggles, that 
lie ahead,” according to others the 
words were, “ to aid us:* But do not 


the two versions amount to the same 
thing ? In the latter it is the Eoyal 
George who speaks. 

“ When we see the palaces built by 
publishers, it is nice to feel that we 
authors have contributed some of the 
bricks,” says tlie Eev. P. H. Ditch- 
pjeld. Or some of the “half-brieks,” 
anyhow, .u 

Home Notes tells us that the latest 
novelty is a “ Horror Tea,” the invita- 
tion running, “Please bring your pet 
horror.” As a result of this not a few 
husbands ai'e hanging back when their 
wives suggest they should come out to 
tea with them. ... .v 

A lady writing in The Express de- 
clares that women have no antipathy 
to the wedding ring. Many indeed are 
even prepared to have it supplemented 
by other and more costly emblems of 
servitude in this kind. 

• j 

The same writer suggests that it 
would be a good thing if men also 
were to wear a wedding ring after 
marriage. Certainly this might lead to 
their receiving fewer proposals, and 
thus many women would be saved 
much cruel disappointment, especially 
in Leap-year. ^ ^ 

si* 


Plain, has been sold in Brussels for 
^ If it be at all like the Lots one 
sees put up at certain picture auctions 
in London, the purchaser, we should 
say, is in possession of a doubtful 
bargain. .. 

By the by, The Daily Chronicle 
heads one of its paragraphs : — “ Two 
New Eubbns Discovered.” Please, 
what is a Euben ? 


The King’s Bench Divisional Court 
has decided that a stranded whale is 
not entitled to any protection under 
the Wild Animals in Captivity Act— 
and the prisoner who was cJiarged with 
atrocious cruelty is at the present 
moment unfortunately not an Animal 
in Captivity. Meanwhile it is of the 
greatest importance that the decision 
should be made known as soon as 
possible to whales intending to visit 
this country for the benefit of the 
climate. « * 

We are informed that there is no 
truth in the sensational statement that 
Mr, Lloyd George is shortly to be 
Prime Mnister. There is no intention 
of putting an end to the present work- 
ing arrangement whereby Asquith 
acts as Prime Minister under the leader- 
ship of Mr, Lloyd George. 

* # 

A member of the Zoological Society 
has been complaining of the behaviour 
of the Sunday visitors. “ You often,” 
he says, “ find rowdy youths mimicking 
the animals, especially the monbeysfr!’ 
But, we would ^k, is it not just possible 
that this mimicry is unconscious and 
chronic ? 


UNAUTHORISED AND UNREVISED. 

Miss I^Iargaebt Cooper’s recent 
experience of seeing her name as 
author of a tiret-person-singular article 
that she never wrote, and suffering 
damage in her profession through its 
rough treatment of some of the 
hostesses for whom she had sung, 
leads to certain reflections on the new 
journalism which are not too reas- 
suring. The excuse of the offending 
joumal was that it was only by an 
oversight that a proof was not sup- 
plied to the lady. A similar over- 
sight has occurred, on the part of 
Mr, Punch, in the case of the three 
articles that, follow, respectively by 
Mr. Herbert Trench, Mr. F. E. Smith, 
and M. Maeterlinck.' 




A painting' by Eubens, representing 
Lot fleeing from the Cities of the 


I.— THE STAGE FROM WITHIN. 

By Mr. Herbert Trench. 
Writing as one who is about to 
re-embark on the stormy waters of 
theatrical management, I should like 
to say a few genial things about actors, 
actresses and dramatic authors, by way 
of a good spring off. If my experience 
at the Ha3nnarket— where I /am glad 
to see that my bold and original policy 
is being continued — ^taught me any- 
thing, it taught me that the theatrical 
profession is overweeningly egotistic. 
No manager can succeed who does not 
treat each author and performer in 
turn as the centre of the universe. I 
will not mention names, but I could 
were I so disposed; I will merely say 
that there are no lengths of flattery to 
which the wise manager will not go in 
his dealings with these creatures, if he 
wishes for any peace of mind at 
Here and there no doubt an author 
with a normal size in hats is to be 
found; but they are so infrequent that 
you never forget them, whereas the 
names of the others are quickly crowded 
from the memory. It is no uncommon 
thing to meet with an author who 


has been mislaid, when it was sheer 
rubbish from first to last ; while I have 
known more than one,, when accepted, 
to demand not only a written agree- 
ment, but- a say. in the choice of. the 
cast. Actors are not less .unreason- 
able and exacting,, even to the point of 
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criticising scenery and general stage 
settings, while as for actresses — words 
for the first time fail me ! Unhappily 
no theatre has ever yet been found 
to succeed without plays and actors ; 
except, of course, those which have 
been converted into picture palaces. 
That, how'ever, is the theatre-of-the- 
future, for which I shall strive : a theatre 
where there are no performances at all, 
but only a cultured management and a 
periodical pronouncement in all the 
papers as to its artistic plans. 

IL— BESERVE. . 

By the Eight Hon. F. E. Smith, P.C., 
K.C., M.P. 

Of all the qualities that human | 
nature possesses, reserve is, I think,! 
the most beautiful. From my earliest 
days I have made it a star. My one 
wish has'been to be silent, austere, a 
figure of dignity and wisdom. “ Think 
ten times,** I have said to myself, 
'‘before speaking once, and when you 
do speak be brief, moderate, just and 
above all courteous.** Nothing is lost 
by politeness — of that I am convinced 
by considerable experience of public 
and parliamentary life; nothing is 
gained by rudeness or exhibitions of 
smart forefisic diatribe and pumped-up 
'exlditement. 1' 


III.-AMEBICA. 

By Mauhicb Maeteblinck. 

(Translated by Taxeuu. he Sutbos.) 

(A.ZZ rights reserved) 

To write with any weight and accept- 
ance of so vast a continent as America 
after but a brief visit would be perhaps 
to border upon the presumptuous. And 
yet the trained observer, keeping alert 
all his faculties of eye and eai*, should 
be able in two days to come to con- 
clusions as valuable as those of ordinary 
persons in two years. Amid all the crowd 
of iinpressions of New York which I find 
buzzing in my brain like bees, perhaps 
the most vivid, the most astonishing, 
the most' arresting and remarkable, is 
its total absence of reporters.* It was 
in vain that I exhibited myself • in 
public hoping for an interview ; no one , 
came. I did everything that man could 
do to advertise my whereabouts; I 
never walked out without being accom- 
panied by several blind men with long 
beards, a few vague and wistful females 
of surpassing loveliness with little on, 
a highly-trained blue bird, and all the 
ordinary paraphernalia of a busy bee- 
master. But whatever attention we 
may have attracted did not materialise, 
as the Americans say, in an interview. 
I had a large placard stating that I was 


staying at the Waldorf Astoria exhibited 
outside the hotel; -I sent up my card 
to editors; but all in vain. In pique 
therefore I curtailed’ my visit and - 
returned to a better-mannered country, i 
^ That, then, is my dominant impres- ; 
sion of New York — its curious and even ' 
pathetic lack of journalistic enterprise. 

From a letter in The Daily Mirror : — 

‘ ‘ Last year, at the request of a leading London 
actor-manager, I sent him a play to read 'which 
I wrote myself. "VYitliout wishing to dwell for 
a moment on the merits of the work, I had 
hoped at least that its novelty of conception and 
treatment would command some little atitentioii \ 
but anpai'ently it didn't, for after a lapse of 
sevei-al months it was returned to me without 
the slightest trace of a finger mark upon its 
pages.” 

Extract from om* next letter: — “The 
I Editor of Punch regrets that he is un- 
able to use Mr. Smith’s article, but he 
has read it with great interest, as will 
be seen from the large thumb-mark on 
page 3. The opening paragraphs (over 
which he spilt the gum) he found in- 
tensely humorous, while the pathos of 
th^ close is indicated by the two tear- 
marks on the outer cover. The Editor 
hopes that Mr. Smith will be encouraged 
by the f^ct that the office-boy has trod- 
den freely on the article, and will try 
big luck again.** . 
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jBmcU . “I .SAY, isn’t this gbasd? 


» » ' . ill i ' V'\ 

Jones {faintly). ‘*C*est MAG^firiQUE, mats ce n’est pas la— 


, IN THE CART. 

Tm street wfts full. The noonday traffic sweEed 
Into full current down its twofold course • 

And, in the midst, I suddenly beheld 
An aged and shag^ horse. 

Also a cart. A thing by no means strange, 

I know, no noyelty to warm the heart - 
To an awed raptime; but, byway of change. 

He was inside the earfe. 

Of^ doubtless, as his daily ways he took - 
He must have longed to know what ^hvas to ride * 
And, now the time had come, he wore the look 
Of one well satisfied. 

His eye was calm. Immovably serene 
He watched the hurrying throng without alarm : 
liie freshness of the whole unblinkered scene 
Possessed him with its charm. 

The shrilling taxi-hoot did not upset 
His marble gravit}’. "Without a pang 
He saw the blundering bus's rearward threat 
x^nd did not give a hang. 

hardly seemed to hear. 

Till, when some stormy Jehu, waxing wiJd, 

Called on his gods, he pricked a conscious ear 
And, for a moment, smiled. 

But he grew grave, remembering ancient woes : 
o again a look of bland content 

boftened the rigour of his Eoman nose, 

As on his way he went. 


One felt that in his heart he blessed his lord, *- 
^o, having seen him well and truly strive ‘ ' 

So long, had hit upon the apt reward * 

Of giving him a drive. 

And I, too, being moved beyond control, 

Spake out aloud to an astonished street, 

“ That horse s lord, ■* I said, “ is just the soul 
That one would like to meet.'' 

But even as the words were on my tongue 
The chariot turned--his amiable regard 
W as on me — then behind a great gate swung : 

It was a knacker’s yard. Dum-Dum. 

THE PEOVINCIAL TOUCH. 

[Plays in the Midland Metropolis begin at 7. SO.] 
Birmingham, you begin to boast your state 
As second city, populously dense — 

^ Second at last to London only (whence 
You your modes and morals, up-to-date). • 

'' “en, why do your theatres dictate 
This silly hour at which their plays commence 
When even a stage-struck youth finds no defaicc 
j? oi getting dinner done till close on eight ? 

0 Brum, it is indeed a bitter pill 1 
For by this trait we see that you have got 
At least one touch of the provincial still , 

People wiU murmur, “ Can it — can it be 
Thai this, the New Metropolis, does not 
JJine, but mdulges in the Higher Tea ? 
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A CHOICE OF CHARACTERS. 

in the W den LTCSi ^ O’CoimeU-Leno, or merely tte usual Daniel 


THE OLD ADAM. 

He was a gentleman of pious mien. 

And we were playing for the Captain’s Bowl ; 
We stood all square upon the eighteenth green, 
Eight inches from the hole, 

I played the odd — a gentle tipping shot, 

Tipping so tenderly that nothing stirred ; 
Then, in my agony, I quite forgot 

And said the usual word. 

My parson was the very best of men — 

No sombre prude, though clerically draped ; 
He onij smiled— smiled like a seraph when 
The impious blank escaped. 


Nor was that all : he- also boshed his stroke ; 

His rutted “ remake ” lipped the gaping can ; 

There was a hushM moment— then he spoke, 

Spoke like a fellow-man. 

Hub ITotes. 

“London, being the hub of the universe, revolves the 
qmckes^ says “A South African Woman” in The Daily 
Mail, Since reading this we have spent an hour in Bleet 
Street watching hubs, and have arrived regretfully at the 
conclusion that they revolve the slowest. 

f4 W fly like a frock of 

This is the very latest fashion in “nun’s veiling." 
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BOY AND THE AVERAGE 
CLASSIC. 

“Is there anything in the papers 
this morning, dear ? ” 

“Eh, what? No, nothing. Got any 
more tea ? ” 

“Bring me Daddy’s cup. Jack. 
That ’s what you always say, Harry.” 

“Oh, well, my dear, nothing von 
would understand. Besides, I 'ye got 
to catch my train.” 

" How 's the Test match getting on. 
Dad? Uncle Tom’s backed England 
for a fiver.” 

“ I do wish Tom wouldn’t bet. It ’s 

“Hullo! Here’s something in The' 
Times for you. Jack. < Classics and the 


I “Did you work awfully hard at 
school too ? ” 

‘*ila-ther. Had to in my day. Not 
like you young slackers. Give* me the 
marmalade.” 

“ Did Kingsway work hard? ” 

“Kingsway? Why, what d’ you know 
about Eingsway? Oh, yes, he’s one of 
your beaks. I forgot. Yes, he worked 
all right. He got a first.” 

“Were j-ou better than him at 
Classics ? ** 

“ Well, n-no. If I ’d Tvorked. . . . 
Course I got an exhibition of sorts. I 
was sort of average.*’ 

“ Oh, but if you got an exhibition, 
that means you were frightfully good 
doesn’t it?” ^ 

” Oh, well 


- y uu, o ttCK. ijiassics aucl the “ Oh well 

^?ray.’^'’ 1st? h^' ; '? you 

masters ? " joui . more than anyt hing else, doesn’t it ? 

le 'D'i « -wy -y-m I ■ . ■ ■ . 


masters ? 

“Kingsway? Yes. Yon 
know. The one who always; 
umpire in Field matches.' 
He ’_s jolly good at Classics. 

I wish to goodness I was. j 
Uncle Tom was rather a 
flier too wasn’t he. Dad ? ” 

“Tom? Oh, pretty good.; 
He only got a third, didn’t j 
he, Sal ? Never done any- 
thing since, anyhow.” 

''Oh, but, Harry, he took 
honours, remembei*. I 
wonder why he *s not down. 
Ah, here he is. Good morn- 
ing, Tom.” 

‘‘Morning, old gill Sorry 
I’m late Harry. That 
young brute bagged my 
bath, as usual. It *s always ! 
a case of * Your time is my ! 
toe. Mrs. Brown,' in this 
Well, what *s the news ? 
please, Sal. 



words are derived from, like theatre 
and — let's see — currants and pheas- 
ants and Virginian — all that sort of 
J thing. ^ I say, where does your father 
keep his cigarettes ? D’ you know ? ” 

“ Yes, they 're here. American or 
Turkish? I say, did the Romans 
smoke ? ” 

Well, 'pon my soul— yes, I suppose 
Aren’t they always digging up old 
Roman pipes and things? Or— no, 

Vm wrong. It was that fellow — 
what 's-his-name — the chap with the 
cloak, wasn’t it?” 

“ Sir Walter Raleigh ? ” 

“Yes, that’s the chap. No, they 
can't have. I’ve a shocking bad 
memory for those sort of iihings.” 

“ Did they have saying lessons when 
you were at school ? ” 

“ Rather. Any amount.” 

■’I “ Suppose you must know 

tons oi poetry ? ” 

“Oh, well — let's see. 
Hobace and Viegil, of 
course. Arma viminque \ 
cano, conticuere omnes ; and 
what was that ode — Vid&tv i 
ut alUt PostuTiie, Postume? 
Well, no, hardly tons. But 
j still- 

“It's much hai’der to 
remember Greek than Latin 
isn't it?” 

“ Oh, I don’t know. No. 
Why?” 

"I was only wondering, 

I suppose, when you went 
to Athens, you found it 
quite easy to talk to the 


coon seven* stone laps” sol 
OOOD nephew akj> asked the tiuinL street ? ” 

MX>. WBIOHIKO FOCHTKEK STONB. V-QCLD “ N-HO. IWdu'fesaj 

US _ house. ( Dad always says ifc doea And r ’® “odera 


— house. 

Milk in first, 

a ’ — ^^ngland winning ? ” 

^’ei-haps I’d better leave 
you ne TtmM—aalesa j ou prefer The 
&portman. I must be off.” 

Dormfpffflf + 1,0 TT be muddled. Ifs’llke/ 

"Oh, i+tTOthe ^ayoLks”*^°™”^' ' th^e VX* tlirh’*^t -Bi-ench and Ger 
T * How can you ? Come, dear-, philosopS 7 y®®’ P^*® 

I II get you your hat and coat. I must fellows^t^ose old all right.” 


Dad always says it does. And verses 
and so on. I don’t mind Latin so 
much, but I do hate those beastly 
Greek verbs. They muddle me so.” 

“ Ah, but, old chap, that ’s just where 
Classics comes in. Jolly good for you 
to be muddled. It’s Wg^nastiol^ 


O — J vwJ. AiCbU 

go and order dinner. LooiT^tOT ymm 
uncle. Jack; and do talk of somethin^ 

Sker’’ 

• • • rsay.Nunks.” 
“Well, what’s up?” 

" Looks bad for your fiver. They ’re 
making an awful lot of runs ” 


bilhards, thank the Lord, 
nearijr ruined me.” 

"Did you play billiards a lot when 
you were at Cambridge ? ” 

Wasn’t any 

fcime. Had to work.” ^ 


V..WOV VAU. VjTJLtJeJiS. jcmc 

SocBATEs and Plato and — er— A lci- 
moBs, and, ah, Pams, and— oh, lots of 
em. And then there were the gods 

Jupiter and Venus and ” 

"But I thought Jupiter and Venus 
were awful rotters.” 

“ Ah, well — ^yes, I was forgetting. Of 
COTi-se^the god^s were ratlw a mixed J 


o XJJL XUUOl 

Oh, my fiver’s all right. It’s not I i'oT’’‘°Be"«-Lf “t T® ® 

,o __ ® tJesides, Jupiter and Venus warn 

mg G bay Bomana 


o AAWV AUO, X)c 

Young GBAYjBomans StiU ft's a good' thing “to 
know aU about em. Makes a man of 
the world of you. And you can't get 
ail that without mugging up the verbs 

things. And then 
it s jolly useful to know what English] 


I Greek. Rather different. But you can 
always pick up modem languages if 
you know Greek and Latin.” I 

“That’s what Daddy always says, 
oe can t understand Mamselle a bit * 
but then he wasn't at a public school' 

I suppose you're frightfuUy good at 
Ei*ench and German?” 

pretty good. I can shove 

^ • — “t ■" such beastly | 

rot doing lessons with her in the holi- ' 

days. She always comes just when ' 

pardon, 

! *'* 7 f Mamselh, ce n'est 

pas (e temps pour moi encore:' 

A IlBBt clix hettres 

ct ciemi: 

“Bother I Peryneitez-moi introdziire 
mon oncle. 

“ Bon jmr M’sieur. Wsieur vient 
Qnd beau temps, n'est ce 

“Er, gra — oui." 

" Monsieur park Frangak 9 ” 



Ueond Animl {in 8mwch ' ift \ the dettce 3HD^’’T you hollek?” 

snw'and a cigar ^ ' irioiitli ). lou ■\vouu)x’t holler much if you'd swallowed two or three rounds oe 


“ Old, Tin 'peio,'* 

Uu jp&U SQVX&j/YlCnt ? IMoilsicUT S6 
97ioque de moi, n'est ce pas f Avec 
cet accent merveille^tx etonnant . 
mais io9iUd-fait Farisien I” 

“ Er, end, that *s to say—well, old 
chap, I ’d better be off if you Ve got to 
work." 

Mais, M^sieur, ne V 02 is derangez 
pas, je voiis cn prie. Si Msieur v&iit 
que Jacques reste encore qmlqnes 
: minutes ...” 
j “ Er, Old." 

” Oh, merci, Mavisalle. Tons etas une 
aes noisettes." 

“ Qu est ce qua c^est que ga, Jacques 
--une des noisettes ? Gomprmids pas, 
Savez-vous qidest ce qiCil veiU dire 
M*sieur t " 

" Non," 

” Ni moi non plus. Eh lien, mtchant, 
eii cinq minutes, e'est entendu. Pardon 
Msieur, J. hienidt." 

“ Old — er — adieu." 

“Doesn’t she jabber at a frightful 
pace, Nunks? That’s the worst of 
those foreigners. And they 'ra so 
beastly full of compliments. TVhat was 
that she said about your accent ? You 
[ only said out and 7ion, But you under- 
stood her all right, didn't you ? ” 


“Ah, yes, of comse. It’s only a 
question of practice. Hullo, Sal I " 

“Well, you two— what have you 
^en talking about ? Cricket, I suppose. 
Wasting your time as usual.” 

“No, we haven’t, really, Mum. He’s 
been jawing about Latin and Greek all 
the time. Haven’t you, Nunks 7 ” 

“ Jacques I ” 

‘ ‘ Oh , all right, I 'm coming. lien tot, 

ma nitre." 

"A hientdb, mon enfant Don’t 
slam the door, darling. Eeally, I 
think he ’s getting on quite nicely with 
his French, don’t you, Tom? I wish 
he could do more of it instead of those 
I stupid Classics, I always think it ’s so 
far more useful.” 

“ Well, if you ask me, so do I.” 

“ So does Harry, really. But he ’s 
so afraid of the masters.” 

“ Oh, d- the beaks.” 

“ That *s what he always says. But 
no one ever does it.” 


“royal visit to CALCUTTA. 

THEIR majesties’ VISIT TO THE 200. 
THE KINO KILLS 21 TIGERS.” 

Advocate of Lidia. 
In a Zoo ! Was this quite sporting ? 


A LOWLAND EOMAHOE. 

Still do I haunt the woodlands, 0 my 
sweet, 

Where we together in the pride of 
June 

Wandered throughout a blazing after- 
noon, 

Till, halting where o’erhead the 
branches meet, 

I cast myself in suppllance at vour 
feet 

And begged you fervently to grant 
that boon 

Which forms the first step to a 
honeymoon, 

And make your Donald’s happiness 
complete. 

Even though you scorned the offer of 
my heart 

When pressed upon you in imploring 
tones ; 

Even though henceforth we’re doomed 
to walk apart 

(You now, in point of fact, are Mrs. 
Jones) ; 

Ofttimes I seek the spot whereon 'we 
stopped, 

Hoping to find that half-crown which 
I dropped. 
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THE TEIDMPH OE VIOTORINE. 

This morning I discovered that most 
of my time for the last twenty years 
seems to have been spent in agreeing 
with people about the w'eatheu, and it 
annoyed me. 

Then I happened to meet Yictorine. 
^'Yes/' she smiled; “shopping and 
things. Do come ; then you can hold 
Nibs when I get to the purse part. 
Isn't the sun scrumptious? ** 

I couldn’t help sighing. 

“ Et tu, Bnite t " I said sadly. 
Yictorine gazed inquii-ingly at me ! 
through the mauveness of her veil. 1 
“What do you suppose," I said, 
“ that quite half the people of England 
are talking about at this moment ? ” 
“Oh, I don't know," she said. 

“ Stamps or Ulster or Germany or 
something, I suppose." 

I shook my head. 

“1 think 1*11 let him walk a little 
now," she said thoughtfully. “ And if 
a motor comes you must pick him up. 
What is it, then?" 

I was used to Yictorine. 

“It doesn't matter," I went on 
determinedly, “ whether it 's the milk- 
mm as ha goes along handing people 
milk, or your Aunt when she pays her 
afternoon calls or watches her partner's 
first deal at bridge — ^they^ all discuss the 
same thing. Even you just now—; — " 
j “ J ack ! " she cried. “ Quick ; I'oan 
hear a motor ! " 

I grabbed- Nibs by the scmff of his ; 
peck and dropped my walking-stick, ■ 
then waited triumphantly for the 
motor. It went the other way. i 

“Let him down," ordered Yictorine ; ( 
“j^u're hurting him. What were < 
you sajdng just now about xiuntie and i 
the milkman ? " 

Of coiu’se I had to tell her all over 
again. ^ 

“If you mean the w^eather," she ] 
said, “I think you're quite WTong. 
Besides, I only said that the sun was t 
nice." g 

“I will bet you," I said firmly, “that a 
the fii'st four people that you speak to r 
this morning will all have some rotten 
remark to make about it." c 

Yictorine laughed, “ Eight you are," t 
she said, “I just love betting. A pair v 
.of gloves against a new tie ? If one of Ic 
the first four people I speak to doesn't I 
mention the weather, I win. One — 
two— three— off I Libraiy first." w 

“A lovely morning,” said the h 
Librarian, as I took charge of Db tl 
Morgan's latest novel. 

Yictorine's smile was angelic. st 

“Lovely," she agreed. w 

[ “Of course I knma they 'U talk about ti 
!fche weather here," she said a few 
minutes later, as we entered the Bank. ti( 


p. They did. 

After five minutes of it Yictorine was 
st a little ruffied. 

rs “Two up,” I said, stopping for a 
ig moment at a neckwear window. “Do 
it you think that green one would go 
with this suit?” 

e. ^ But Yictorine was examining a small 
td piece of paper and we went on in silence, 
id “Stores next," she said presently, 
t. “ Do not wriggle so, Nibs ! ” 

Outside the stores wo were stopped 
by a tall lady with an immense hat. 

“ My dear,” said the tall lady, “ you 're 
Le just the person I And what a darling ! 

\yill it bite ? All that hair, you know, 
J, hides the expression of its eyes. And 
d have you heard that dear Miss Bay 
has fallen into a gas-stove? Simply 
1. charred all over, my dear. So tiresome 
v and^ careless of her. And she says she 
can't sing at my ‘Atrocities' concert 
to-morrow. And what I 'E do I 'm sure 
e I don't know, unless you could per- 
I haps " 

The worst of Yictorine is that she is 
so frightfully good-natured to people 
that really don't matter. 

1 “ But of course I will," she said. 

The tall lady burst into a paean of j oy. 

3 “So kind and delightful of you, my 
c dear," she ended up. “Yes, four songs, 

J if you don't mind. Do look at that 
5 poor man sitting in the gutter with 
the tram-conductor's hat and the boot- 
i laces ! And gutters are so damp. This 
weather too! So cold. Three pipes 
i bm'st this morning. Simply oceans of 
, water!" 

I “It would probably save time," I 
remarked as soon as the tall lady had 
quite gone, “ if you choose as your last 
I despairing hope the man that keeps the ^ 
tie department." i 

Yictorine smiled sweetly. < 

“ One minute,” she said, “ I want ^ 
some boot -laces — wild ones. Hold ‘ 
Nibs while I get my purse." 1 

She darted away, and by the time ^ 
that I had sorted Nibs to our mutual 
satisfaction she was purchasing large 
and sticky-lookmg boot-laces from the 
man in the gutter. 

“I've won my bet,” she said as I \ 
came up; “I've said heaps of things I 
to him and he hasn't mentioned the v 
weather^ once. And I '11 want some 
long white gloves for to-morrow night. “ 
Let 's get them now.” 

I I managed to drop the boot-laces k 
when she wasn’t looking, and followed v 
her meekly to the department where 
they sold gloves, 

Ten minutes later, as we left the fc 
stores, the man with the boot-laces tl 


PUBLISHERS' ANNOUNOE- 
s MBNTS. '• 

[“'The same publishers issue a \ralt2 founded 
* on the idea of the romance entitled “Thais." 
The composer of the Thais Waltz, "which is 

> dedicated to Aliss Constance Collier, is Alias 
Elizabeth Cromwell Knox, who is a descendant of 

J the great John Knox ." — Trode Awmnicemcnt,'] 

A NEW translation has been prepared, 
. and will shortly be published, of Leo- 
pardi's poems; while an eccentric 
[ two-step founded on this work, to be 
called “The Pessimists' Tangle," has 

> been written by Miss Dinky Huss for 
simultaneous publication. We need 
hardly^ remind our readers that Miss 
Huss is a lineal descendant of John 
Huss. The dedication is to Mrs. 
Elinor Glyn. 

Now that Mr. Frank Harris's forth- 
coming work on the Women of Diobcens 
(“ 0 my friends, what a book is here I ” 
to quote the judicious Blatchpord) 
is so far advanced, there is perhaps no 
reason why we should suppress the 
fact that the great aunt of England’s 
premier critic was none other than 
Mrs» Gamjo*& famous friend and con- 
fidante. 

The publishers of Sir Sidney Colvin's 
new edition of the Letters of Eohert 
Louis Stevenson wish us to state that 
the impression which is gaining ground 
in Methodist circles that Sir Sidney is 
a descendant of the great Calvin is 
erroneous. 

An entirely new comic opera, called 
The Dromedary and the Darning Needle, 
has been written by Mr. Arthur 
PoNsoNBY, M.P., and composed by 
I Miss Yesta Tully. Additional interest 
is lent to the collaboration by the fact 
tliat Miss Tully is a lineal descendant 
of Marcus Tullius Cicero. The great 
aria in waltz tempo in the Second Act, 

“ I 've got the double hump,” is said to 
be the finest solo ever written since 
Hannibal crossed the Alps. 

THE EXCUSE. 


was stiU there, and I saw something 
that I hadn’t noticed before. . 


It was a dirty card, with' the inscrip- 
tion: “Deaf and Dumb." .> 


I MET him in Bond Street, and I 
vowed that, if I could only get out of 
Bond Street alive, alone and free, I 
would never trouble it again. 

“Hullo, my dear old man,” said he. 
“ How ’s yourself ? ’’ 

I gave him the required information, 
keeping nothing back. That was not 
what I was afraid of. 

“.^d how are your people?" he 
continued. Never was such a thirst 
for information; but I went through 
the family one by one, doing full 
justice to all their several limbs and 
internal mechanisms. 

“It is ages since I have seen any^ 
thing of you," he went on, and now I 
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IIASN't MAKAGED to TTTIIN TOIT OTTT INTO A DITCH YET? 
'^No, BITT HE WOULD HAVE IP I HADN'T BEEN WITH HISI.” 

j knew that mvq were getting into the 
' zone of danger. 

You can see the whole of me now/’ 

I quibbled, ** if you look carefully." 

He looked me up and do^Yn with a 


A T.5>ti-nr 


dreadful air of proprietorship, “ That ’s 
right,” said I ; “ and now would you 
like to have a look at the back?” I 
started walking away, but he followed 
me. 

“ You must come and dine with me 
one of these evenings,” he declared, 
getting right on to it. 

“ Why ? ” I asked in self-defence. 

“ What about Wednesday ? ” he con- 
tinued. Why I disliked the idea of 
dining with him was that he always 
does continue. 

“What about it?” I asked again, 
but without any real hope of escape. 

“ Can you dine with me next Wed- 
nesday?” 

“Let me see,” I said, meaning “in- 
vent.” “Next Wednesday I am dining 
with the Eobertses.” 

There are no Eobertses, but he be- 
lieved me implicitly. 

“ What about Thursday? ” he asked. 

“ Thursday I have a seat for His 
Majesty's.” 

He believed that, too. 

“Eriday?” 

“ I am going away for the week-end.” i 


He believed that, 

“ Monday ? ” 

“I shall have gone away for the 
week-end.” 

“Tuesday?” 

“ The same ai'gument applies.” 

“Wednesday?” 

“ My week-ends,” I said confidenti- 
ally, “ are all week and no end.” 

He believed all these, but he jumped 
a period. “ What about Thursday fort- 
night?” he asked, with unflinching 
optimism. I saw that the old line 
of resistance was not worth pursuing, 
and resolved on a desperate course. 
“ To tell you the truth—” I began. 

He became suspicious at once. 

“You are going to dine with me on 
Thursdy fortnight,” he said firmly. 

“No,” said I, smiling with equal 
firmness. 

“Why?” he asked. 

** Because I don't want to.” 

At the exact moment when his 
credulity ought to have begun, it ended. 

“ Eight 0 1” he said, laughing (a bad i 
habit). “ Thursday fortnight, at eight 
o'clock sharp,” j 

Commercial Candour. 

From an advt. . of collars in the., 
Underground :-r 7 - 

Quarter sizes wMck fit, 70 other styles.” 


A Paradox. 

A PHYSioLOGiCAii expert has recently 
asserted that when a man is angry he 
is boiling over with sugar, and is sweeter 
than at any other time. This saccharine 
result is due to a greater demand for 
sugar on the part of the muscles affected 
by emotional excitement. Here is a hint 
and a warningto Leap-year suitresses : — 

Your swain is sweetest when he 's on 
the boil 

With rage, well nagged ; but be may 
crystallize 
To Candied Lover, and, for all your toil, 
You *11 get no comfit from bis frank 
replies. 


“ Dui'iug his tour to Kuatig Nyow last year 
Mr. Callender found time to translate into the 
I^os lau^ge the first verse of IstThessalonians, 
Now at the end of a year, by special good fortune, 
he has found time to revise it. ” — Laos N'cm, 

Serial publication will probably delay 
its appearance in book form till next 
year. 

From an interview with Mr. Osoau 
Browning in The Mcmiing Post 

“It is a curious coineidence that the chief 
dates of liis career ai'e also those of gi*eat 
events in English Histoiy.'" ' 

But did “ O.B.” say itwas a coineidence? 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. doom make the warp of Mrs. Eitchie’s story; for woof you 

(Btj Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks ) ineffable manoeuvres of Eva. But for all the 

It is not often that I see we to ovp wit), tiw , . . t ® skill somethmg ’s amiss with the finished pattern, 

the potted eulogies tbatfigure^n the'“ aunouncfflnpntt^” of indirectly through its alleged 

publishers, but the case of Mr. H de Verb STAi^norT’V oot enough to account for 

new novel. The Order of Release WtchtvsovW«v,«! w the presentment of the girl’s self- 

a notable exception to this rule. “A storv”*cava tb! A® 1* is possible that in 

announcer, “ sparkling with brilliant ^ s,bsent-minded fervour as sometimes bemuses 

with extmordtoary, drSic and LmSf if w “ love with JBm! 

and I am prepared to let tint ai-'m/i * uatioiM , but that he should have lived with her fourteen vears 

It is a tale of the Paris of 1770 and its s*h.en°<itli of ^nlot soimdmgthe shallows of her brain and discovering 

swiftness of movement, and deftness of chm“c“2 dill ?® .of ^or suburban ms^gnities is quite inconceivable® 

place it well apart from tbempg, . aiao^r-diaw inQ R^a, in simple fact, is overdone. Mosmore is described 

?» A i ■» A ^ ^ 1 • _ 1 • 1 I " •* - ■ I - ■ ■ _ KtT ItlO irki-iUTir.l-A«,. - _ i.l .*11 • 


■ — >01X1^511 u, tbuu. uei 

place it well apart from the mass 
of machine-made historical 
novels. I am no amateur in 
this Icind ; no plain, unlettei*ed 
chronicle of the adventures of 
“John Blunt and his dear lord” 
can hope to separate me from 
four shillings and sixpence. But 
I raced through The Order of 
Itelease at a sitting. I followed 
the Comte de Liissac in and out 
of the Bastille like a lamb. The 
duel of wits between the ad- 
mirably drawn Baronne Linden 
and J/. de Barlines, the Minister 
of Police, never ceased to hold 
me till it finished dramatically 
on the last page. It is a fault 
m most historical novels that, 
while they almost invariably 
have to do wnth tho quest* of 
“the papers,” there is often a 
doubt in the readers’ mind as to 
why these papers are so valu- 
able. Mr. Stacpoole scorns 
vagueness, ill. de Sai tines has 
Keen cornering wheat, and has 
a perfectly natural desire to 
conceal the fact from a quick- j 
tempered populace on the h yTT.li- 
of Starvation. Consequently, 
when he has refused to release 
uie Baronne*s lover from the 
Bastille, and she, drawing him 
aside, informs him that she holds 

tllfl f 1 • 
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— by his publisher as a “ brilliant 
political comedian.” But his 
sense of comedy does not always 
show the resourcefulness that 
one looks for in a climbing 
cross-bencher — or a good story- 
teller. Still, the book has 
humour, observation, feeling, 
incident-good stuff worthy ot 
a better design. And I must 
solemnly protest against a 
Rocking libel, obiter dictum, on 
Devonshire cream — enough to 
prejudice any reviewer. 

My feeling about TJie Lure 
(Mills anl Boon) is that it ' 
really contains two quite separ- ’ 
ate plots, neither of which Miss : 

found to be quite 
sufficient alone for a novel of ■ 
the length dictated by com- 
merce; so that she has been 
forced to hang them both 
upon the same heroine. This 
certainly is the impression pro- 
duced upon me by the very 
abrupt change of setting and 
motive in what is called Part 
■1^0. Plot the first revolves 
about a now almost forgotten 

I venture of journalistic snobberv,. 

the scene of it being laid in 
the office of The Orb, a paper 
written and edited entirely bv 

■nckvarMie tt _ a 


4 — ■-****^ ui 4 »uoiieiioaas —7— — ul jine vvo, a naner 

the documentary proof of his . l^IARGmAL KOTES ON HISTORY. written and edited entirely bv 

as the hero of some short stories of his so thaf tivaT'a * u ^ (^oss, a charlatan of compelling nersooilif'ir 


u r — > Aosuienc "political woman” Iasi- n • uuuaj 01 me Upper JNile. This 
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CHARIVARIA. 

The Tsar of Russia, our news- 
papers tell us, made a joke about the 
weather on meeting a deputation of the 
British visitors. It should soon be 
possible to publish an Anthology of 
the Jokes of Continental Royalties. It 
will be remembered that the ICaiseb 
made one in 1903. 

Ijs i'fi 

At the Labour Party Conference, Mr, 
Brace, M.P., declared that the sentences 
passed by Mr. Justice Lawrence on 
the men concerned in the Llanelly riots 
"reached to the higJ]est standard of 
savagery." This is a literary way of 
saying tlaat the punishment fitted the 
crime. 

Mr. Chuechill is to speak at Belfast 

from a boxing platform. This is not 
altogether inappropriate for one who 
has, politically, boxed the compass. 

sjs 

^ They are proudly boasting in Carme- 
lite Street that, wliile Tks Daily Mail 
is with us, Miracles will never cease. 

The Cologne Gazette is pleased to con- 
firm the allegation that English women 
cannot manage figures. Anyhow, the 
figure of the average English woman 
compares favourably with that of the 
average German Prau. 

A contemporary published, the other 
day, an article entitled "Health and 
the Nose." Which reminds us that 
one meets not infrequently, especially 
in cold weather, a nose which, to judge 
by its complexion, is obviously enjoying i 
rader health than the face to which it 
is attached. 

The Bev. Leon Linden, of Aurora, 
Illinois, suggests that, as soon as a 
man is married, a small hole should be 
punched in the lobe of his left ear as a 
token of his matrimonial status. It is 
felt that this would be less humiliating 
than the black eye which is the vogue 
in certain circles. 





iluiH A,Ul. ’UlLO ! TOP ’EE Jl DIFrEnE.VT GENT TO ’iM IV or COME rj.UST WEEK. 
Tcuion Jlioulsmm. bis time I blay XASTEa rxD piswu Einsx.” 


No subject would appear; to be too 
gruesome to be treated of in a modern 
book. A volume entitled Our Weather 
has just appeared. ^ 

An ostrich which recently passed 
away at a private Zoo in Bedfordshire 
was found to have eaten seven pounds 
of stones and a bicycle puncture outfit. 
It is thought that the intelligent creature 
had tried to cure an internal cut caused 
by the sharp edge of one of the stones. 

An -outbreak of measles in the* 
vicinity of Hosyth, where many naval [ 


base employes reside, is causing some 
anxiety. According to one account the 
epidemic is German measles, and the 
microbes have been deliberately let 
loose by an emissary of the German 
Government. 


Th© latest mmour about the Censor 
is that there is trouble in regard to two 
artistes now appearing at the Hippo- 
drome. It has been suggested that 
Max and Moritz in the course of their 
performance make remarks absolutely 
unfit for publication, but there is some 
difficulty in the matter owing (1) to 
the fact that there is no one in the 
Censor’s office, or even on the Advisory 
Committee, who has a knowledge of 
the language of monkeys; (2) to the 
further fact that their remarks are 
inaudible. 


"irONTE CARLO PIGEON SHOOTING. 

A TIE FOR FIRST PRIZE.*' 

Thus The Fall Mall Gazette* It seems 
a very shabby prize. 

From the Annual Report of tlio 
Hibernian C.M.S. : — 

, sent out sixty di’esses to Hiss Forsythe 
in December, and we have jnst heard she is 
using our gift in xnoling the Mission House." 

A word of explanation should have ac- 
companied the dresses, and the mistake 
would have been avoided. 


"Renfrew police are going in for a course of 
ju-jitsu. After some disappointing trials with 
they have now trained an Airedale terrier 
that is likely to be of the greatest use in the 
service. ” — frlafffow Ikcord. 

You should see him putting the wrist- 
lock on a burglar. 


VOI.. CXI.IL 


o 
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STORIES OF SUCCESSFUL LIVES. 

III. — The Barrister's. 

The New Bailey was orowiled with 
a gay and fashionable throng. It was a 
remarkable case of shop-lifting. Aurora 
Delaine, 19, was charged with felon- 
iously stealing and conveying certain 
articles the property of the Universal 
Stores, to wit thirty-five j^ards of 
book muslin, ten pairs of gloves, a 
sponge, two gimlets, five jars of cold 
cream, a copy of the Clergy List, three 
hat-guards, a mariner's compass, a box 
of £-awing-pins, an egg-breaker, six 
blouses, and a cabman’s whistle. The 
theft had been proved by Albert Jobson, 
a shopwalker, who gave evidence to 
the effect that he followed her through 
the different departments and saw her 
take the things mentioned in the 
indictment. 

“Just a moment,” interrupted the 
Judge. “ Who is defending the pris- 
oner?” ^ 

. There was an unexpected silence. 
Eupert Carleton, who had dropped idly 
into court, looked round in sudden ex- 
citement. The poor girl had no counsel I 
What if he — ^yes, he would seize the 
chance I He stood up boldly. « I am, 
my lord,” he said. 

Eupert Oaiieton was stiff in the 
twenties, but he had been a briefless 
barrister for some years, Yet, though 
briefs would not come, he had been veiy 
far from idle. He had stood for Parlia- 
ment in^ both the Conservative and 
Liberal interests (not to mention his ■ 
own), he had written half-a-dozen un- ] 
produced plays, and he was engaged to 
be mamed. But success in his own i 
profession had been delayed. Now at ‘ 
last was his opportunity. 

He pulled his wig down firmly over 
his ears, took out a pair of pinoe-nez 1 
and rose to cross-examine. It was the i 
cross-examination which was to make 
him famous, ' and is now given as a c 
model in every legal text-book. 3 

“Mr. Jobson,” he began suavely, I 
“j^ou say that you saw the accused 
steal these various articles, and that 
thejypere afterwards found upon her? ” I: 

‘‘I put it to you,” said Bupert, and 
waited intently for the answer, “that c 
that is a pure invention on your part ? ” v 
“ No.” 

^ With a superhuman effort Bupert y 
hid his disappointment. Unexpected 1 
as the answer was, he preserved his 
impassivity. 

“I suggest,” he tried again, “that n 
you followed her about and concealed 
this collection of things in her cloak with y 

a view to advertising your winter sale?” si 

“ No. I saw her steal them.” B 
Eupert frowned; the man seemed id 


impervious to the simplest suggestion.' 
With masterly decision he tapped his 
pincQ-nez and fell back upon his third 
line of defence. “You saw her steal 
them? What you mean is that you 
saw her take them from the different 
counters and put them in her baer? ” 
“Yes.” ^ 

“With the intention of paying for 
them in the ordinary way ? ” 

“No.” 

“ Please be very careful. You said 
in your evidence that prisoner, when 
told she would be charged, cried, ‘To 
I think that I should have come to this 1 
I Will no one save me ? ' I suggest 
that she went up to you with her col- 
lection of purchases, pulled out her 
purse, and said, ‘What does aU this 
come to ? I can’t get anyone to serve 


“No.” 

e The obstinacy of some people ! 
i- Eupert put back his ^ince-nez in his 
pocket and brought out another pair. 
i The historic cross-examination con- 
Y tinned. 

“We will let that pass for the 
I moment,” he said. He consulted a 
3 sheet of paper and then looked sternly 
, at Mr.^ Jobson. “Mr. Jobson, how 
many times have yon been married? ” 

3 “ Once.” 

5 “ Quite so.” He hesitated and then I 

I decided to risk it. “I suggest that your i 
'' wife left you ? ” 

“Yes.” 

i It was a long shot, but once again 
I the bold course had paid. Eupert 
heaved a sigh of relief. 

• **Willyou tell the gentlemen of the 
jury,” he said with deadly politeness, 
“ why she left you ? ” 

“ She died.” 

A lesser man might have been em- 
barrassed, but Eupert's iron nerve did 
not fail him. 

“ Exactly 1 ” he said. “ And was that 
or was that not on the night when 
3 ^ou were turned out of the Hampstead 
Parliament for intoxication ? ” 

“I never was.” 

“ Indeed ? Will you cast your mind 
back to the night of April 24th, 1897? 
What were you doing on that night ? ” 

“I have no idea,” said Jobson, after 
casting his mind back and waiting in 
vain for some result. 

“ In that case you caimot swear that 
you were not being turned out of the 
I Hampstead Parliament ” 

“ But I never belonged to it.” 

Eupert leaped at the damaging ad- i 
mission. , 

“What? Yon told the Court that i 
you lived at Hampstead, and yet you ] 
say that you never belonged to the i 
Hampstead Parliament? Is your ! 
idea of patriotism ? ” j * 


1 . “ I said I lived at Hackney.” 

s “To the Hackney Parliament, I 
d should say. I am suggesting that you 
J were turned out of the Hackney Parlia- 
a mentfor ” 

t “I don't belong to that either.” 

“Exactly!” said Eupert triumph- 
antly. “Having been turned out 
c for intoxication?” 

“And never did belong.” 

“ Indeed? May I take it then that you 
I prefer to spend your evenings in the 
i public-house?” 

) “ If you want to know,” said Jobson 
! angi'ily, “I belong to the Hackney 
i Chess Circle, and that takes up most 
• of my evenings.”' 

Eupert gave a sigh of satisfaction and 
1 turned to the jury. 

I “ At Iasi, gentlemen, we have got it. 
I thought we should arrive at the truth 
in the end, in spite of Mr. Jobson's 
prevarications.” He turned to the wit- 
ness. “Now, Sir,” he said sternly, “you 
have already told the Court that you 
have no idea what you were "doing on 
the night of April 24th, 1897. I put it 
to you once more that this blankness 
of memory is due to the fact that you 
were in a state of intoxication on the 
premises of the Hackney Chess Circle. 
Can you swear on your oath that this 
is not so?” 

A murmur of admiration for the 
relentless way in which the truth had 
been tracked down ran through the 
court." Eupert drew himsdf up and 
put on both pairs of 'pince-nez at once. 

“ Come, Sir ! ” he said, “ the jury 
is waiting.” 

But it was not Albert Jobson who 
answered. It was the counsel for the 
prosecution. “ My lord/-’ he said, getting 
up slowly, “this has come as a com- 
plete surprise to me. In the circum- 
stances I must advise my clients to 
withdi-aw from the case." 

“A very proper decision,” said his 
lordship. “ The priscmer is discharged 
vpithout a stain on her character.” 


Briefs poured in upon Eupert next 
day, and he was engaged for all the 
big Chancery cases. Within a week 
his six plays were accepted, and within 
a fortnight he had entered Parliament 
as the rniners’ Member for Coalville. 
His marriage took place at the end of 
a month.. The wedding presents were 
even more numerous and costly than 
usual, and included thirty-five yards 
of book muslin, ten pairs of gloves, a 
sponge, two gimlets, five jars of cold 
cream, a copy of the Clergy List, three 
hat guards, a mariner’s compass, a 
box of drawing pins, an egg-breaker, 
^ blouses, and a cabman’s whistle. 
They were marked quite simply, "Erom 
a grateful friend.” A. A. M. 
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THE IMMOBTALS. 

TmomsK (i> m Mlw), -JIAOT OONGEATOLATIONS ( I SHAUl BE 

wiitL xuU IJX SPIEIT." 

[On EebnMiy 7a, l)«mg the lOOth amdvemty of the hirfh of Dioksks, a hallig to be giTwi in honour of ToAcioaiiY.] 
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UNREST IN THE NEAR EAST. 


^OK EEB, Liza. Mtouks, mb totj sat as I’b collakeb the tahiteb tob lost!” 

l^OTHIis-EOETHEKIHBl -ffToj J ^aib WAS AS I ‘b ’A^-E EOCKB ,T IF TOU Wt 'EBPEB HE TO LOOK FOE IT.” 


THE PEACOCK. 

A JouiiialistiG Apologue, 

The peacock is a gorgeous fowl, 

, Far more resplendent than the owl, 

1 Who, gazing on the peacock’s tail, 

I With envy suddenly turns pale. 

I also, when I see him stalk 
Along some stately terrace walk, 
Admire his iridescent hue 
And share the owlish point of view. 

His radiant plumes my eyes rejoice, 
But, if he should uplift his voice, 

Scared by his vile falsetto squeals, 

I take instanter to my heels. 

Now there are human peacocks too, 

A highly decorative crew, 

Distinguished by their “mighty pens ” 
From common barndoor cocks and hens, i 

And when the human peacock’s shriek 
Is only heard but once a week 
The six days’ rest that comes between 
Eestores us to a mood serene. 

But, when the bird elects to preach 
In his inflammatory screech 
Not merely on one day but seven, 

It makes a Hades of a Heaven, 


His predecessors plied the pen 
Of gentlemen for gentlemen ; 

Now other times bring other ways. 
And peacocks pontify to jays. 

ALPINE GAMES. 

NEVER MIND THE WEATHER! I! 
Winter Sport in Any Case I 
Visit the En Tout Oas Hydropathic in 
the Bernese Oherland. 

The Home of the Alt^native ! 

Telegraphic address: 

* * Substitute, S witzerJand. 

No more wasted days through rain 
and thaw 1 

Always something going on I 

BOB-SLEIGHING ON WHEELS! 
Colossal New Sensation. The Poetiy 
of Motion. Eubber Tyres. Westing- 
house Brakes. Landaulette Body in 
case of rain. 

ROLLER-SKATING IN THE BALL- 
ROOM! 

UNDERGROUND CURLING! 

The Bonspiel in the Basement. 
Einks accelerated daily with Soap. 


TRY OUR SPECIAL SKIJUMP FROM 
THE SECOND STOREY!- 

Take off from Beeswaxed Balcony, 
No risk whatever. Enormous supply 
of Beal Sawdiist ! 

TOBOGANNING ON THE STAIRS! 

Up by the Lift and down on a 
Tea-Tray ! 

Howls of Laughter ! 

Comers banked with mattresses! 

No danger whatever ! 

Elbotbio Timing! | 

(Tlie Winner of last year's Grand National 
at Davitz writes: “The Gresta is child's play 
to it. The last flight past the Boot Hall gave 
me the thiill of my life ! '*) 

NEVER MIND THE WEATHER! 

Winter Sport in Spite of Everything, 

The En Tout Cas Hydropathic ! 

“Dr. and Mrs. Wiggins came together, the ‘ 
latter in pink with brown marabout edgings 
and a cameleou at the corsage." 

Brigliicnh md ffove Society, 

The beauty of wearing one of these 
little fellows is that, unlike dormice, 
they fit in with practically any colour 
scheme. 
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THE TWOPENNY PIERPONT 
MORGAN. 

He met me at the door and led me 
through the living-room to a room 
behind the kitchen. Here ’s the col- 
lection,’’ he said. “This is where I 
‘house ’ it, as we say.” 

I looked round. Every inch of the 
wall was occupied either by a picture, 
or by shelves on which were hundreds 
of miscellaneous articles. Others were 
on tables or in drawers. 

It ’s like this,” he said. “ I Ve 
alvraj's been a bit of a kernoozer, as 
you call it, but I haven’t had the 
means to gi’atify the taste. But when 
the children were- 
grown up and out on* 
their own and I got an ; 
unexpected rise of five ' 
bob a week, I said to ' 
the missis, I said, ‘How 
we’ll turn that bath- 
room into a museum, , 
and 1 11 show ’em what ■ 
a poor man can do as i 
well as a rich one.’ I ’ve ' 
been to South Kensing- * 
ton most Sundays ever 
since they let people in 
on the Day of Best, and 
I know "what a good 
collection is. I ’ve seen 
the PiEimoKT Morgan 
things there’s all the 
talk about and I’ve 
seen the Saltings, and 
I know what wealth 
can do. 

“ How,” he went on, 

“ 1 11 show you what 
five bob a week can do. 

Here, for instance, what 
do you think of this ? ” 
and he held up a tiny 

coin. “The Lord’s 

Prayer on a Jireepemiy-bit. That cost 
me a Hot very valuable, 3'ou say, 
noxv Granted, ^ 


History, you see. It may be part of a 
bar which Jace Sheppard may have 
shaken. Here *s a piece of a paving- 
stone from Christ’s Hospital.” 

I drew Ills attention to the pictures. 

“Plenty of pictures,” lie said. 
“ What ’s a collector without pictures ? 
Look at the Saltings at the National 
Gallery. Mine are all from the port- 
folios outside the print shops. Every 
one by hand. Here ’s a wonderful bit 
of black-and-white — a drawing for 
\ Funn^j Scrajplings, I should guess, full 
of humour and character. Look at 
the way he ’s drawn that drunken man. 
And signed too: *Wal Smithers.* 
They *re all signed. This one, a friend 



\ ITS, Doctor, I still got that awful pain ! ” 

Doctor. “Dons it httiit you much?” 

AffiW'y. “Tits ; it gives a aweiti. twinge eveev time I twist ” 
But TOO- MUSTN’T TWIST.” AW- “I Bo^r/” ’ 


now. Granted. But what about it 
m five hundred years’ time, eh— when 
everyone’s a natheist and there's no 
more tbreepennies ? We collectors have 
to look at the future. 

“Here’s another thing— the rerv 
last copy of The Echo. That cost me 
a halfaenny, but it wUi be a treasure 
wme day. Here ’a the first copy of The 
Daily Mail. Here's the last Lord 
Maj’or s Show programme. Easily got, 
but not easily kept. That ’s the thing 
—preserving them. That ’s where one 
man oiners from another. 

" Hrae ’s a horse-’bus ticket I got on 
too day of the horse - ’bus from 
Piccadilly Circus to the Elephant. 
Here ’a a scrap of iron from Newgate 
prison. Whenever anything is bein<y 
pulled down I get a relic and label ik 


of mine holds, is a Phil Mat. What 
do you think ? ” 

I said I was no judge. 

^ “Ho,” he said, “it’s a gift, judging 
IS. Some people haven’t any kind of 
instinct, and others are chock-full of it. 
It ’s like a sixth sense, I always say.” ' 
I asked him what the books were on 
the shelves, 

“ AU unique,” he said. •• Every one. 
All presentation copies. I don’t buy 
any others. I hunt in the penny and 
two-penny boxes for them. Poetry 
chiefly, aU signed by the poets. That ’s 
yalue. Here, for instance, 
With best wishes from Eliza Pollard,’ 
That ’s written on the fly-leaf. Then 
you turn on and find the title-page • 
‘Pious Musings, by Eliza Pollard.’ 
That makes it interesting. The poet's I 
own hand. Sometimes one gets a 
double event, like this: ‘To William 


Towle, Esq., with the kind regards of 
Henry Tuck.’ " A pamphlet on Free 
Trade. How here you get Henry 
Tick’s autograph and at the same 
time something that once belonged to 
Mr. Towle, the great Midland Bailway 
manager. 

“ I have some valuable autographs 
^ he said. “ They ’re easily got. 
You just write a polite admiring letter 
and enclose a stamped envelope. Two- 
pence only. These drawers are all 
Ml, and all classified. Divines : 
Bev. J. Campbell, Dean Inge, and so 
forth ; Statesman ; Will Thorns and 
Hennikeb Heaton; Crioketers : Joe 
Vine, Albert Teott ; Scientists 
Eustace Miles, Mr. 
Sandow, and so on ; 
and hundreds of these, 
and only two-pence 
each. 

“Then I’ve a large 
collection of picture- 
postcard portraits 
signed. They cost 
threepence — a penny 
for the card, a penny 
for the letter of request, 
and a penny for the 
stamped envelope ; but 
it ’s value ! Actors and 
actresses chiefly, but a 
few athletes. The most 
popular people, too. 
Here, I pick them 
at random : Phyllis 
Dare, right away; 
Marie Studholme; 
George Graves. 
That '11 be something 
for my widow and chil- 
dren, won’t it? ” 

“But haven’t you 
anything beautiful ” I 
asked. “ Is it all merely 

nnrmna 9 ’* 


~ curious ? 

“ Well, I think historical interest and 
miqueness come first,” he said ; “ but 
I have a few fine things. Chiefly 
pottery. Look at those ginger jars 
Eich.oriental blue, if you like. There ’s 
a nice row of mugs, all marked ‘A 

present from ’ somewhere. For 

lovely coloured-glass effects you won’t 
beat these marbles in a hurry. Beantv 
’Plenty of it ! " ^ 

lis wife joined us at this moment. 
I’m just showing this gentleman 
my thmgs,” he said. 

“ Oh, that rubbish,” said she. 


• is mak- 

ing the 100 dash in one or two seconds less 
than the world s record .” — Japan Times. 

^at ’s very nice of him. When he 
has fimshed with the sprint he might 
put a foot or two on to the high iumn 
record. ® ^ 
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A MATTER OF BLAZONRY, 

Whilst moodily contemplating the 
walls of my new office and brooding 
upon the dearth of clients, I conceived 
the idea of putting up the shields of 
my University and my College. 

^ Their presence would suggest an 
air of unremitting application to toil 
and honour. No thinking beholder, I 
reflected, could gaze on those triumphs 
of the heraldic painter’s art without 
being seized with an instant resolve 
to throw his legal affairs unresemdlv 
into my hands and leave them there 
indefinitely. 

It was within the scope of a trifling 
outlay to inspire these just and noble 
sentiments. I took up my hat and 
went out. 

“In the first place,” I said to the 
young woman in the Fancy Goods 
department, “ I want gules, on a cross 
ermine, between four lions 2^cis$ant 
(jibardant, or, a Bible lying fessways of 
the field, clasped and garnished of the 
third, the clasps in base. I might 
mention,” I added, observing an uneasy 
look upon her face, “that though they 
are really lions they don’t look like it 
except for their manes and loner waw 
tails.” ® ^ 

She appeared relieved. 

“ Yes, Sir— if you ’ll kindly step into 
the next department.” 

In stepping there I must have lost 
my way. I was just moving off in 
despair to a neighbouring glass to 
compile an accurate description for 
the Lost Property Office, when a relief 
party organised itself at my elbow. 

“I beg your parflon,” I inquired of 
her with bitter irony, “but do you 
happen to have a map about you ? ” 
'“Maps, Sir? Yes, Sir, fourth floor, n 
third department on the right.” = 

There you are; that shows how 1 
miserably I am misundeistood. c 

I wandered about a bit until I way- j 
laid another young person, to whom I * 
formulated my wishes. She behaved < 
splendidly. I expect one of her an- 
cestors had been something in the 
lion-taming line. We traversed many 
departments, chatting pleasantly during 
the journey. After twenty minutes or i 
so we arrived at some kind of a desti- c 
nation. 

“ Miss Jenkins, forward! ” called my 1 
fellow-traveller. g 

Looking dispassionately at Miss s 
Jenkins, I shouldn't have thought it. of c 
her, but it was none of my business, 
and I proceeded to acquaint her with s 
the nature of my requirements. 

“Yes, Sir. Four, I think you said. 1; 
Will you step this way ? " r 

I set my teeth, turned up my coat 1: 
collar and stepped forth, resolutely r 





keeping close behind her. We threaded 
our way through a kind of primeval 
jungle, when she suddenly stopped. 
“This," she said, “is our new Numi- 
dian man-eater.” 

I found myself confronted with a 
yellow monster of singular personality. 
Ho apj^eared to be endowed with 
mechanism permitting internal accom- 
modation for children up to ten years 
of age. 

I was about to point out that I was 
looking for something on a slightly 
smaller scale when she beckoned to a 
small boy seated on the back of a 
crocodile. 

“He will show you how it works,” 
she explained. 

With an alacrity born of practice 
he disappeared head foremost into the 
monster’s interior, whereupon its eyes 
began to roU and its tail to wave in a 
manner indicative of repletion. 


“ I hope he will be able to find his 
way out again,” I said anxiously, 

I was relieved to see him deposited 
on the floor through a trap-door in the 
monster’s belly and return apparently 
undigested to his crocodile. 

The lady took up her order-book. 

“ Vf'here shall I send them to? ” she 
inquired, looking up at me. 

Little did she know the man she 
had to deal with. I should be the last 
on earth to be bounced into that sort 
of thing by a mere girl. 

“I find after all I shall only require 
one of them,” I replied firmly, “ and if 
you send any more I shall be obliged 
to refuse delivery.” 

'** ^ " ^5" "Jf ^ 

If you shmild happen to call and 
find til© Nnmidian in a state of eruption, ' 
please accept this (the only) intimation | 
that the office boy is probably inside. 

I thought I ought to tell you. . 
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THE WITCH-PLAIMT. 

(Thoughts Ofi trying a certain cigar.) 

Thou dreadful weed, Corona y Dolores, 

Thou weed from whom all sins and sorrows bud, 
Thou weed that makst me wonder where the door is. 
Thou weed that I should trample in the mud. 

Only I want thee — twisted by the Furies 
And sealed with blood. 

I shall not smoke thee longer, but, by Pluto, 

I have some work for thee, strange herb, at whom 
All lips are pursed with horror to a mute “ Oh 1 ” 

All nostrils sickened — I shall re-illume 
(Banging it out just now against my boot-toe) 

Thy baleful bloom. 

Deep in some hollow was the poison-thicket 
That reared thy spotted leaf in alien climes ; 

The vulture flew above and could not stick it, 

But croaked repentant of his various crimes ; 

Yes, I shall keep thee — ^thou art just the ticket 
For certain times ; 

Times when in some small restaurant I dally 
Over the Munich beer, and bid the cloud 
Of fragrant incense from my pipe-bowl sally, 

And some dashed waiter hurries through the crowd 
To say that pipes (good ghost of Walter Ealeigh !) 
Are not allowed. 

Then I shall take thee forth and light thee slowly, 

And stir the puissance of thy sleeping heart, 

Thou stronger much than wolf*s-bane or than moly, 
Thou deadlier than nightshade ; then shall start I 
One good green whiff, and they shall learn the holy 
Horror thou art. 

And straightway in that Stygian wave's immersion 
There shall be cries of women dolorous, 

And going to and fro and loud excursion, 

And pouring forth of prayers and fearful fuss 
(Very much like the Covent Garden version 
Of CEdi'pus ) ; 

And crawling to me now, no more indignant, 

The manager shall say, “ Our sins are ripe ; 

We never dreamed of odours so malignant ; 

Release ns, gentle stranger, from their gripe ; 
Descendant of the Boegias, be benignant 

And smoke your pipe.” Evoe 


AUTHER AND ALFRED. 

At half-past five a stillness so perfect as to be startling 
brooded over the library. At this hour it is not unusual 
for throe girls (to say nothing of a boy) to be let loose on 
tne world, which means that they gravitate irresistibly to 
the hbrary and to me. To-day, however, they were else- 
where, and the consequent peace was so inviting and 
pleasant that the sordid idea of devoting it to purposes of 
work was excluded. An armchair before the fire, an easy 
book-— that, obviously, was the way to use this heaven-sent 
opportunity. I sank luxuriously into the one and took 
up the other, and made the situation complete with a 
cigarette. ^ 

At this moment there came a sound of plump and slippered 
little feet advancing cautiously along the passage; the door, j 


after a preliminary struggle with the handle, was gently 
opened, and John’s curly head peeped round it. 

“ Halloa I ” said I. 

** I *m a messager,” said he. 

“Oh, you’re a messenger, are you? What’s your 
message ? ” 

“ To cut this pencil. Peggy broke it.” 

I began to cut it and continued the conversation. 

“ Whose messenger are you ? ” 

“ The girlsea messager. They ’re writin’.” 

“ What ’s Helen writing ? ” 

“ A diry.” 

“ What ’s Eosie writing ? ” 

“Poitry.” 

“ And what ’s Peggy writing ? ” 

“A theeter.” 

“ Oho,” said-I, “ literature and the drama. That ’s what ’s 
keeping them away, is it ? But don’t you let them order 
you about too much. We must stand together, you know, 
we men.” 

“I*m not 'we men’ to-day,” said John, thus indicaWg 
that our alliance was at an end. “ I ’m the girlses messager,’ ’ 
and, the pencil being now duly cut and pointed, he departed 
on his tip-toes noiselessly and with great deliberation, 
haying evidently persuaded himself that mystery was the 
chief characteristic of the perfect messenger. 

There was another half-honr of quiet, and then with a 
I rush the whole party of blue-stockings, headed by their 
excited Mercury, burst in upon me. 

“ Helen,” I said, “ is your diary finished ? ” 

“Yes, every word of it ; but you mustn’t read it, because ' 
diaries are secret.” 

“ Then,” said I, “ Eosie will show me her poetry. Poetry ’s 
meant to be read.” 

But Eosie excused herself. Her metre, she said, had 
bothered her ; some of the lines had got too long, and others 
seemed to be too short. Besides, there were one or two 
rhymes that she must think over again. In the meantime 
the poem must also be treated as secret. 

“But,” she added, "Peggy’s finished her play, and we all 
want you to read it. We ’re going to act it in the nursery 
to-morrow.” 

Thereupon Peggy, with all the nonchalance of a hardened 
dramatist, pressed a sheet of foolscap into my hands and 
retired to the sofa. The rest grouped themselves about her ■ 
and this is what I read to the gathering, I merely pre- 
mise that in transcribing I have separated the speeches 
and that the brackets and the italics are not Peggy’s but 

AUTHER AND ALFRED. 

Oenn 1. 

The Untehth, 

Jtilef {handing Anther a sword). Here take this Anther 
and remember me. 

Anther (jmiing his arm round her). Ar mai/lATi l would 
not ioTget the, 

[Antlwr goes out of the room and Juleet hides her face 
vn her hands and crys Alfred comes in leevina an 
army outside the door. ^ 

Alfred. Tell me wer Anther has gon. 

Julet. No I shall not. 

Alfred. If you do not tell ile kill you. 

I untruth). Oh— he has gon by the 

[Alfi-ed goes out of the room and he and his men 
march on. 

Julet. Ha ha ha ive gob him this time he wont find him 
becaus he isenfe going that way. 




MARGINAL NOTES ON HISTORY. 

Aqricola lecturing the Arcie2?t Britons on the advantages oe Roman civilisation. 


Cean 2. 

Alpbed's Death, 

[Alfred copies in very qiiirtly his hand on the hilt of 
his sioord, 

Alfred. If I kill Auther the peple of England will make 
me king. 

[V/^hen he turns round he sees Auther riming towards ' 
him sivord in hand they wave their hats in the air 
and then begin to fight 
Alfred, lie kill him this time. 

Auther, Oh will yon. 

Alfred, Ah I nealy got yon that time on on on. 

[Auther p^tts his sioord thru Alfreds body and he falls 
doion half dead once more he trys to rais himself 
and kill Auther hut once more Auther runs his 
sioord thru him, 

Oean 3, 

Home Again. 

Julet (su^riesed). Why are yon back so qnick. 

Auther. Ar I thought better of it and I don’t like 
France much. 

Julet, Have you had any Adventures or figts. 

Auther, Yes ive kild sombody. 

Julet Oh who do tell me. 

Auther (slowly). It is — Alfred. 

Julet (^flinging herself into Auther* s arms). Oh Anther 
I 'm so glad now we ar save. 

Auther. We ar we ar WE AR. 


The Curte^i Corns Doion, 

The first performance is fixed for to-morrow at 5.45, 
There are still a few stalls left. Will you come ? 

GET AWAY 0^. 

Twinkling sterns among the gorse — 

(Oh! he’s there all right. They saw him go in this 
morning !) 

Eager rider, fretting horse — 

Down at the corner a red coat has shone. 

Ger away on to him 1 Gar’r’r away on ! ” 

What a rush to snatch a start I 
(Go on, Sir, go on I After yon ! Hurry up !) 

Pick your panel and steel your heart 1 
Plenty of room for us all anon. 

“ Ger away on to him ! Gar’r’r away on ! ” 

See 'em pour across the wall ! 

(Steady, now, steady! Oh, please give ’em a chance 1) 

Look ! A sheet would cover 'em all I 
Hark ! The glad horn that tells he is gone 1 
“ Ger away on to him ! Gar'r’r away on I ” 

See ’em wheel like driven birds 1 
(Gently, there, gently I say! Now ride and be hanged!) 

Music ! and no need for words 1 
Catch up. his head on the grass and begone 1 
“ Ger away on to him ! Gar’r’r away on ! ” 







Mimtn.jUurd.dMhv a boos l' Best I ’vb e^e ! They 'i. mm ! 


ETIDENOB. - - 

My friend Kenslake has a case in 
Kings Bench, Court C.I., to-morrow, 
^ ho thinks he will probably win. 
What is more, he will tell you why. 

, ” about selling rubber planta- 

tions," he said to me, ‘‘and, as you 
might expect, there- is not too ihuch 
honesty on either side. My man is the 
defendant and a feare, but, the plaintiff 
IS a worse knave, so my “man ought to 
pun it off. It is really for the judge 
and jury to make up their minds, 
between them, which is the better of 
a bad two. My man has, at any rate, 
been actually caught stealing rubber 
off one of the plantations he had sold. 
Therefore, I think he ought to get home 

^ non-commit- 
tauy, for I did not (^uite appreciate the 
“ therefore.” But Kerslake explained. 

" It shows," he said, in his forensic 
manner, “ that my man did anyhow sell 
one plantation with some rubber on it.” 


: TO A BATHING MACHINE. 

Oh '' desolate abode and damp. 

In frigid isolation pining! 

Round whom impatient crowds would 
camp 

When hot September suns 'were 
shining ; 

How scant the gratitude they show I 
They think of you almost with 
loathing, 

In whom a few brief months ago 

- They put their trust and all their 

I clothing. 

You may not charm the artistic eye ’ 
(Perhaps with tears of shame yon 
dim it), 

But I am not of those who cry : 


k — wjuy ■ ■ 

"^at beastly thing's about the 
limit ! ” 

Why scoff at one whose pedigree 
To earth s remotest epoch reaches, 
V^hose changeless form must ever 
be 

Indigenous to Britisli beaches ? 
Though others viewed with discon- 


" The re^ fof the Indian Unraing Assooia- 


Tl^igh you were bleak and bare inside 
How could I find your gloom de- 
pressing, 

^ When minstrels with each other vied 
To cheer the tedium of dressing? 

B Twas then the nigger week by week 
Would gaily trip the ‘light fantastic,^ 
The Teuton bandsman’s florid cheek 
1 Stretched, as he blew, like strong 
, elastic ; ' ■ 

And from your port-hole I could spy 
in half-a-dozen places, 
The while I Wrestled with my tie 
Or got the better of my braces. 

I And shall I thoughtlessly forget 

Those happy hours we spent to- 
gether, 

t Or be unmindful of the debt 

^ Of other days and other weather? 

Ah no! though all should heartless 
seem, 

One voice at least a protest raises, 
And, thankful for the humblest theme, 
This minor poet pens your praises. 

Why was he called “pump-head” ? 
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THE “PUPPY HUG,” THE “PARISH PUMP” AND “CRABBING THE CRAB.»“~ ^ 

suddenly develop the apasmodio auto- 

the pai-Uh pump, ^*to^sUde^abou™ddeTO^^®un<^nt^^^,^J^^a^£^ *‘‘®“ anus worked mceesantly like 

dancmg ; let’s have Isolation Oampa for them, aiid bHone ^rtth it ^ S®®*'®®’ eaieWt let m K 


THE SLEUTH STALK, 

The Sleuth Stalk is a dance, or 
rather a terpsichorean gymnastic. 

I am the Sleuth Stalker. 

I am the Pet of the Ball-room. 

“Pet,** I said; not “Pest.** 

I am something later than theBoston, 
the Half-time Boston, the Dot-and- 
Carry-One Boston, the Bogie Walk, 
the Turkey Trot, the Chicken Cra^l, 
the Milwaukee Move-Along-Please and 
the Monkey Scramble. 

When I enter the dancing - room, 
all the ladies* eyes turn on me. Blue 
eyes, grey eyes, brown eyes, wicked 
black eyes and heather mixture eyes, 
all look to me appealingly. I do not 
ask the pleasure of a dance. I confer 
the honour of a Sleuth Stalk. 

I am It. 

When I dance, my back bends, my 
arms protrude, my eyes glaze and my 
Cheek, rubbing against that of my 
partner, produces a sound as of sand- 
paper. Sometimes my feet are in a 
hun^, sometimes they are uncompro- 
misingly still. I do not look where I 
am going because I do not know. 
I do not merely disregard the time and 


the beat of the music ; I openly defy 
them My dancing is audacious, un- 
orthodox, ineffable and wholly unscru- 
pulous. And so it succeeds. It is 
strange, grotesque, weird, terrific, awe- 
inspiring and monstrous. 

But it is not new. 

They all think it is new, but it is not. 
I have been dancing it for years and 
years and years, unnoticed or, if noticed, 
avoided. It was only when I called it i 
the Sleuth Stalk, to give it an air of 
novelty, that it caught on. To achieve 
in the ball-room of to-day, your per- 
; formance must not only be hideous, it 
must also be novel. I have achieved, 
not by novelty but by an undetected 
revival. 

Do you remember an old, old dance 
called the Yalse? 

No? 

Do you remember an old, old dance 
called the Waltz ? 

No? Thmk again. Yes? It all comes 
back to you from the dim, forgotten, 
dully respectable past. 

You remember the Waltz, but you 
do not remember my Waltz. If you 
were ever unlucky enough to get in the 
same room as it, you tried to keep 


away from it. If, in spite of your 
efforts, you got mixed up with it, you 
msisted on forgetting it as soon as you 
could. It was the best I could do, but 
it was neither successful nor popular. 

My Waltz was a bad Waltz. I was 
credibly informed that it was a very 
bad Waltz. ^ 

I Bub it is a startling success as a 
Sleuth Stalk. 

Commercial Candour. 

“You y,ill find the shop ^vith a stock that 
will surprise you. It has been there since 1 827. ” 
A'ivi, m ‘‘Watfo'i'd 0&scri?cn” 

The clearance sale -will really be a 
genuine affair this time. 

Another American Insult, 

“ The lectui’er assigned for the coui-ie is Prof. 
lanO. Hannah, M.A., of Cambridge University. 
In every respect he is a trae Englishman, 
especially in manner and accent, but his brain 
IS full of knowledge of the subjects he has 
selected to talk on. — JDoylcstoian hUelligawer, 

“Despite several gowling hanges the luncheon 
iuteiTal was reached without further loss.” 

The Emiiiig Neuj$, 

The wild beasts of the Bush are always 
a source of danger to cricketers in 
Australia. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“The Pigbox.” 

Up to the end of the Second Act I 
eouJdn’t tell whether it was more the 
fault of the actors or of the author that 
I was enjoying myself so immensely. 
But in the Third Act there was no 
question about the chief responsibility ; 
for the actors kept going on as well as 
ever, yet the play came rather tamely 
to an end that was no conclusion, since 
it left things pretty much as they were 
at the start. With the memory of 
Mr. Galswoetht’s Justice still weighing 
heavily upon us we had sat there 
through two delightful scenes in- 
credulously happy over our luck in 
finding him in a mood of gaiety: 
touched, it is true, with pathos, but still 
gaiety. We had seen that charitable 
artist, Welhoyn, the Pigeon of the soft 
and downy breast, being plucked to 
heart’s content (his and theirs alike) by 
three ne’er-do-weels — a drunken cab- 
man, a flower-girl of no repute, and a 
fascinating alien vagabond with leanings 
to philosophy. (The unusual arrange- 
ment— very embarrassing for sitting 
models— by which ^ the large studio 
window, bare of blinds, gave to the 
passer-by kn unchecked vision of the 
interior, was, of course, a constant en- 
couragement to these intrusions.) But 
as we watched their easy manoeuvres 
we kept wondering, from moment to 
moment, how soon we should have to 
pay for our fun by a serious homily on 
the evils of indiscriminate charity. 
When in the Second Act Mr. Gals- 
worthy brought together a Professor 
of Economics and a Justice of the 
Peace, known to have violently anta- 
gonistic views on social problems, we 
clenched our teeth grimly to face the 
terrors of a full-dress debate on the 
polity Peport of the Poor Law 
Commission ; and when they were 
posted into a side room (off), and the 
play went on without them, we could 
hardly believe our good fortune. 

But we were not to escape in the 
end ,* and the Third Act realised our 
worst fears. Curiously enough the 
threatened diatribe against our present 
social system was put into the mouth 
of the most light-hearted impostor of 
them all— the alien vagabond. De- 
livered with a foreign accent and 
incredible swiftness (for Mr. Dexxis 
Eadxe was just as anxious as we were 
to get it over), it left me a little be- 
wildered. But I vaguely gathered that 
the machinery of our reformatory in- 
stitutions was lacking in the human 
element ; that it attempted to coop wild 
creatures in a common cage, and 


But since the whole play had been an 
illustration of the other method, and 
the Pigeon's milk of human kindness, 
a beverage freely imbibed by this elo- 
quent vagabond, had been proved to 
contain no sort of recuperative qualities, 
it was clear that the problem, as usual 
with Mr. Galsworthy, was left with- 
out solution. Certainly the epithet 
“hopeless,” so freely conferred upon 
the Pigeon by his commonsense 
daughter, and obriously applicable also 
to his proiegdSt seamed to serve equally 
well for Mr. Galsworthy’s own outlook. 
Indeed, if his seriousness had not been 
already firmly estabh'shed, we might 
have judged him, from the humour of 
this play, to be just a gentls-hearted 


generally made no allowance for the 
personalidiosyncracies of theindividuaL 



relieved from time to time by a slow 
smile of sinister intelligence or a sudden 
burst of passion, gave a fearless in- 
terpretation of a character whose 
brooding savagery was presented by 
the author with an unsparing fidelity. 

A Gonsiant Lover made a most 
attractive curtain-raiser, in which Mr. 
EpiE and Miss Gladys Cooper played 
with a very natural ease. It contained 
several happy phrases that fell nicely 
into their right places— in particular, 
a definition of genius as an “infinite 
capacity for making other people take 
pains." Many of those who listened 
to this pleasant flow of dialogue must 
have reflected sadly how good a friend 
the theatre has lost by the too-early 
fate of St. John Hankin. 0. S. 


THE TEOUSERS OF ALTRITISM ; 

OP, Tile Cliairity tiint began at home-spnns, 

Fcmwirf Mr. Dbskis Eamb. 

Ml-. Whitobd Kase. 

cynic. The most in-esponsible satirist 
of hnman nature could hardly hare 
tickled ns more effectively than Mr. 
Gadswobtht does with his portrait of 
the irredeemable cabman, or given a 
more piquant turn to a familiar phrase 
than that which came so glibly from 
the vagabond’s lips when, after telling 
bow the flower-girl had adopted the 
life " of joy," ho goes on to say that in 
the house where they had tried to 
reform her by placing her in domestic 
service she had "got the footman into 
trouble.” 

It would be difBoult to praise too 
highly the remarkable performances of 
the whole cast. The most difficult 
parts fell to Mr. Eadib and Miss Mab- 
GAKET Moems. As the French vaga- 
bond the former was extraordinarily 
subtle in his suggestions both of race 
and temperament. The latter, as the 
flower-girl, a picture of somlare stolidity 


THE DIARY OF A TWIN SOUL. 

“M.P.K.” and I have a very great 
deal in common. I believe we are 
twin souls, which is a very beautiful 
and comforting thought. I have never 
met " M.P.K.” and there is no earthly 
reason to suppose I ever shall ; but I 
have found his diary for last year, and, 
as X have said, he and I have a very 
great deal in common. I am going to 
think of him as Monty— dear old Monty, 
my twin soul. 

The place in which I found dear old 
l^ni^’s diary proved at the outset the 
affimty between us. I caught sight of 
it on the top of a pillar at the end of 
some railings (shoved back where the 
beginning of a wall made a little recess) 
as I was getting off a motor-’bus, and 
I went over and reached up and got it 
(Monty and I are about the same 
height,} A funny place to put a diary, 
yon will say. True. But it proved 
that dear old Monty, like me, h d 
suffered the difficulty of getting rid of 
diaries. Monty had been through it, 
so to speak. Monty had wrestled with 
the problem year after j'ear. Monty 
had realised that nobody wants an oM 
diary, spotless though it be ; that you 
cannot sell an old diary to the man 
who swindles you over your review 
copies of new books; and it is a pleasant 
feature of our character (Monty’s and 
mine) that we cannot bring ourselves 
to bum a diary. 

Prasonally, I have given up the 
problem. I keep my diaries. I have 
got a complete, unbroken set dating 
from 1887. One of these days I dare- 
say ^y will be quite valuable— they 
will be advertised as “ almost naw,’^’ 
"Moh copy autographed by the author.” 
Monty, however, is not such a keen 
book-collector as I am. At the close 
of every year my dear old chum creeps 
out at night and gets rid of his old diary 
as Ae and I do good— by stealth. 
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It is a glorious thing to discover a 
twin soul quite unexpectedly. From 
that starting-point of finding that 
Monty had infinite pains in settling 
what to do with his old diary — thence 
onwards, as I turned the pages, I think 
I have never had a more moving ex 
perience. 

It might have been my own book, 
so exactly does Monty’s character run 
with mine. All the early pages, the 
absorbing pages befoi'e you come to 
ttie diary proper, the Preamble to the 
Bill, were filled in with the scrupulous 
care and attention to detail that be- 
speak a great mind firmly taking over 
tlie responsibilities of a new duty 
Watch No. — , Stores ticket No. — Sea^ 
son ticket No. — , they were all there. 
Weight, height, size in gloves, collar, 
hat— not an item was left blank. Bills 
to be paid— I really don’t think Monty 
could have omitted a single one. ’ 
hope not, for Monty’s sake. 

I tell you I was positively trembling 
in an ecstasy of friendship at its highest 
level as I finislied these exquisitely 
compiled catalogues and turned U 
“ Jan. 1.” 

** 1. Dull, but fairer about luneli 

time, and^ then rainy again. Cold 
evening wdth some fog. Arose 7,59i. 
This year I am not going to put down 
any wild and stupid protestations of 
my determinations to keep a diaiy. I 
think I have done with that kind of 
thing. I think I realise at last my own 
shortcomings. No, quite simply I here 
state my resolve to keep a daily 
check, however trifling, on my life 
throughout the year, I shall try my 
best to make the record a full one; but 
I am not going to aim too high. I do 
not wish, at the close of the year, to be 
mocked by any great resolutions that I 
have WTitten here. No, ]ust a brief 
note each day is all I shall aim at— 
Ntdla dies sine linea. Of to-day’s 
doings I shall say nothing. I have 
, made a good start, that is all. This, 

, the first entry, shall be solely devoted to 
' the little hope and resolve it bears. 
Midnight is striking; when next I 
spring out of bed my first action 
^45 i-’6cord that I was np at 

I must confess that for a moment 
I had doubts of Monty as I finished 
that. It was just what I had written 
yearly since 1887 ; but it had a quiet 
depth of confidence and determination 
that was a little quieter and a little 
deeper than anything I had reached. 
The unmanly thought arose that I had 
made a mistake in Monty — that he was 
going to pull it off— that we were not 
twin souls after all. 

Forgive me, Monty, dear old man ! 

So far as the diary had anything to 





IP he’ll go, though.’' 


say about it, Monty did not appear to 
spring out of bed until June 23rd. No 
mark, no blemish appears on the pages 
between Jan. 1st and that date ; and 
further, far from springing out of bed, 
he then appears to be just getting in 
again. ^ Tke entry reads with the faint 
scratchiness that belongs to ‘ nothing 
on earth but a ball-room programme 
pencil, and reads : — 

“A topping, topping dance. Eleven 
with A. She wouldn’t have let me keep 
her glove if she didn’t. Good night ! " 
The inexperienced diarist wonld have 
paused here in shame to go on. Honour 
would have prevented his-probing fur- 
ther into the romance that burst into 
those pages on June 23rd, I knew 
Monty bebtei'. Passages very similar 
are to be found in my own diaries of 
’88, *90, ’92-3-4 and 1900. They are 
invariably followed, moreover, by what 
I looked with confidence to find on 
Jnne 24th — and found. 

** Met A at lunch at the D’s. I have 
been wasting my life up to now. But 
a new object has come into it. We had 


a long talk about self-discipline. She 
thinks, as I have long thought, that 
smoking is an enervating vice. I am 
going to chuck it from to-night. We 
spoke about the assistance to self- 
discipline of writing down in your 
diary the conquests over self that one 
has made. I shall do so hencefox'th. 
I am going to turn over a new leaf.” 

Dear old Monty did better than that. 
He turned over about 150 and left 
them all new and unstained. The next, 
and last, record is a note scrawled on 
Dec. 20th. 

“ Harem cigarettes— 930 New Bond 
Street, 9s. lOO.” 

Monty and I are twin souls. 

The IhsuraiLce BiU. 

It is lumoured that Mr. Lloyd 
George’s ''rare and refreshing fruit” 
is only Limejuice after all. 



free and stylish cricket. 

Irclavi^s Saturday Kkjht, 

A rash thing to guarantee. 
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' dactylomania. 

Mbthought on the uttennost Temes 
Of earth and the infinite brine 
I stood, and gave ear to the dirges 

That make desolation divine 

The voice of the wind in its anguish, 
The voice of the ocean at play, 

And the voices of Sirens who languish 
iFor lack of their prey. ° 

Sleek Harpies, who jousted with Jason, 
In multitudes hurried along, 

Still booming in soft diapason 
Their old Arimaspian song; 

hotly careering 
Athwart the enamelled abyss, 

I Slid over the azimuth, searing 

My heart with their hiss. 


I could scarcely credit it. I discarded 
Willianas and worked out how long it 
would take me to reach seventy-three, 
which, for some reason that I do not 
understand, always seems to me a 
particularly difficult age to face. When I 
I made the same calculation for 
Williams, however, I was somewhat 
inspirited, and I composed myself by 
recalling that OnivEE Ceomtoll was 
forty before he was ever heard of, and 
that Lord Bobbets took up the South 
African command in his seventieth 


And out of the welter advancing 
I saw the great heroes of eld, 
Proconsuls renowned for their prancing 
And tyrants for heads that were 
swelled; 

was smiling at Oato, 

A 3 didn't approve of her dress ,* 
And Baleioh had peeled a potato 
To pleasure Queen Bess. 

0 -melodies fitful and plangent, 

O mysteries ancient and rare, 

O souls that exhale at a tangent 
Dim wafts of Elysian air ! 
ml ^ “mortals, unheeding 
The rampart that Beason hath*^ set, 
contend, with imporfcunate pleadinc^, 

In runes of regret ? I 

Time the gay tmts of to-morrow, 
A falchion to rust, 

madness to palter with sorrow 
Vv^en joy can be bought for a crust; 
nor Care can resistlessly clamber 
A are hoary and high, 

Ana flies that ai-e prisoned in amber 
Must finally die. 

^^y cannot the amaranth wither? 

The seraphs their splendour refuse ? 

must I unfailingly blither 
Whenever this metre I use ? 

Por to sense I shall never get back till 

A trochee my cure, 

[ And the lilt of the tittuping dactyl 
Por ever abjure. 


Thus fortified, I had forgotten all 
about my birthday by the next morning 
when I opened my Aunt Angela’s 
letter and the money-order fell out on 
the floor and frightened me. The last 
commission from my aunt had been to 
choose prizes for the Village Coronation 
y Sports. On this occasion, however, 

3 it was only a present. | 

‘‘Well, ’ said my wife promptly, 
“there is no excuse for not having 
your hair out now” 

This remark was most unjust. The 
facts were that I tvas going to have my 
hair cut five days before, but Valerie 
erseu rang me up just as I was leaving 
the office and put it out of my head. 

I now explained this in detail. 

position was embarrassing. With 
the intention of securing to me a happy 
anmversary my aunt had fastened on 
me an obHgation to solve the Mowing 
problem:— I had to buy myself some- 
thing I really wanted which was to 
cost exactly two sovereigns, and which 
i should not in the ordinary course 
allow myself. I don’t say the task 
was impossible, I merely say that after 
contemplating it for half a minute I ' 
gave up the problem. I put the money- 
order into my pocket-book and went ^ 
about my affairs with a sense of exalted 
affluence— a vague impression of haying ^ 
more money than I knew how to spend 
Inat money-order became a talisman ^ 
I was the owner of the inexhaustible 
purse; the hero of the miraculous dibs. 

I was ^ 


MAKING HAT BY MOONSHINE. 

The previous day I had taken stock 

faced the facts, 
which were as follows. In nine years’ 
^ exactly the same age 

as JoMph Williams 1 Was it possible ? 
iiut there was worse. In five vews 
only (^d what was five years?) 

1 1 should be as old as WiUiams was 
sparely fow years ago / Worse stiU, 
m bare^ two years I should aotuaUv 
be as cM as Williams had been about 
^even years before 1 It was horrible. 


• - aiDS, 

1 was released from all predicaments 
of economy. I spent those wretched 
corns three times a week for months- 
it became a habit. Eirst, they sprancr 
a new stair-carpet on us. I do not 
say that I regret that stair-carpet, but 
I do regret the pedigree Airedale pup 
which yielded to the same charm the 
very next day, for I understand that it 

mat ho died soon afterward. And 
A cannot to this day imuomn mhat 
! persuaded me to take au interest in big- 
igame trophies It was, of course, L 
extraordinary bargain, bnt I had no 

the head of a hippopotamus is such 
an enormous size, or that it would 


3ed so terrify the children. I have proved 
y it since, what I did not know then, that 
:e 0 , the principle of trying to wipe out the 
lot memory of a fa2ix pas in the auction- 
I a room by other enterprises in the same i 
ten field of action is a wrong one. Know- 
for ledge of this kind is only attained by 
mt actual experience, but I may remark 
by that it is most undesirable that the 
^as acquisition of such experience should 
ud be matter for emulation in a household, 
th On the contrary, it should be confined 
tn strictly to the head of the family, I 
had to speak to this effect quite clearly 
111 to Valerio on the subject of the antique 
2 g copper warming-pans. Even when 
^ s used in a scheme of decoration with 
>n ribbons on them and their bows chanc^ed 
st once a month, it is easy to have too 
50 m^y warming-pans in a small house. 

*u However, this matter of the warming- 

pans rescued me, for it gave me an 
idea, and I began to search my pocket- 
r* book. I spread the contents out upon 
g the table and sorted them, through. 

“ Thai 's all right,” I said, 
e “ Wkai ’s all right ? ” Valerie asked, 
y “ Aunt Angela’s money-order. I ’ve 
e lost it.” 

g ■ 

A NAKBOW ESCAPE. 

1 pointed out in the daily Press 

that, whereas painters as a rule reach a ripe old 

1 df votei*]^ ^^Uy brings an early death to its 

3 P ALNTEE who serenely painted 
Just outside this door of mine, 

> Till the atmosphere was tainted’ 

1 With the stench of turpentine, 

^ Little dreamed you of the venomed 
^ Thoughts arising in my chest, 

; As you whistled, sang and then hummed 
“ All the latest and the best.” 

I Ltole dreamed you your melodious 
Perseverance oftentimes 
Proved particularly odious 

m-iT? ? search of rhymes, 

Till his ultimate intention 

Was to merit murder’s dues 

Ancient Bailey, swift suspension 
And his portrait in the News, 

Eor I felt your paint portended 
You would live three score and ten 
Ere at last your music ewd ^ ii d . 

And I could not wait tUl then ; 

80 1 seized a handy hatchet 
And prepared your noise to check • 

You, in short, were going to catch it 
ViolenUy in the neck, 

When the sadden recollection 
i “ Music’s hold on life is faint ” 

Stayed my hapd ; in your affection ' 
Song so plainly ousted paint ; 

Swiftly did I lay that burly 
Axe aside, appeased to see 
That to r^.ch the graveyard early 
You required no help from^me. ' 
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»tf?P ®®“> BE LIKE HiYEK." 

Like Heatej* ! What makes yoit think that?*’ 

WHIN ALL THE TIME 'd FAR^LoS S:Ly^1^E WE A^S" BLISSED ANGELS WID WINGS AN* HAM’S 


THE PACKING. 

“Certainly not,” said Alfred, in 
reply to various well-meant offers of 
assistance from the family ; “ I much 
prefer to do it myself. Packing is one 
of those things that are perfectly easy 
if you work them on a proper system.’' 

Alfred had been asked to a “ Cinder- 
ella and stay the week-end” at the 
Willmotts'. He has only recently put 
his hair up — or whatever it is men do 
to show that they can be invited to 
grown-up dances — and this was really 
his first invitation to go unchaperoned 
by the rest of us, and therefore some- 
thing of an event. 

“ The proper system,” he explained, 
about a week before the date of de- 
parture, “is to rehearse an imaginary 
day, and put out everything you are 
likely to want, as you think of it.” 
After several of these imaginary days, 
when Alfred’s room had assumed an 
appearance suggestive of something 
between a rummage sale and an; 
eviction, it was asked him whether the 
system also included imaginary luggage, 
“because nothing in the house would 


hold more than half of these things, let 
alone your one presentable suit-case I ” 

So the last forty -eight hours were 
spent by Alfred in a ssvere sub-editing 
of the system. Even here, however, he 
showed himseH intolerant of advice. 
“Five dress-shirts for a week-end may 
appear absurd to girls,” he said wither- 
ingly, “ because you don’t understand. 
Besides, they prevent the hair-wash 
from getting broken.” 

One is bound to admit that when 
completed the result really did look; 
rather nice. Alfred’s pyjamas, in which 
he has a remarkably neat taste, im- 
I parted a chic and elegance to the top 
I layer, which, it was generally felt, 
j could not fail favourably to impress the 
eye of a valet. Nothing appeared to 
have been forgotten, even to two pairs 
of white gloves and a tin of superfluous 
shaving-cream. The fact that he was 
obliged to carry his sponge and tooth- 
brush in his overcoat pocket was ex- 
plained by the inventor as a foreseen 
result of the rehearsal system, which 
could easily be remedied by keeping 
duplicates of these articles. , 

I will say, too, that Alfred accepted 


our congratulations with a very be- 
coming modesty. “ It 's just system,” 
he said, as he locked the perfected 
evidence of success. “ I don’t suppose i 
I should be any better at it than any- 
one else if I hadn’t taken the trouble to 
think the matter out.” 

The actual departure was thus some- 
thing of a small triumph. As we waved 
our hands to Alfred’s retreating figure 
there was a general impression that 
the cadet of the family had proved 
himself worthy of its best traditions. 
The journey before him was a longish 
one, and Alfred’s mother had exacted 
a promise that he would wire news of 
his safe arrival. Under ordinary cir- 
cumstances she might have suggested 
a knotted handkerchief as an aid to I 
memory, but in face of the system any 
such proposal was felt to be not only 
unneeded but impertinent, “ He ’ll do 
it without that,” we said. 

He did. The wire reached hi*? family 
just as it was sitting down to dinner, 
and about half-an-hour after the de- 
parture of our last post. It was very 
brief. “All well,” it said; “please 
send key of suib-case.” 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{Si/ Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

I HAVE to thank Mr. Joseph Ooeead for taking me so 
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cnan 'w^rth while and the taking was very pleasantly done. 

I ^G^iMscGiices (Nash), if it defies analysis, makes 
. capital reading. I feel now as a listener might feel who, 

I having been silent by choice during an hour or two’s yam- 
' mg, IS suddenly called upon to express an opinion. Bless 
, niy soul I I have no opinion, except that I was vastly 
intrigued and quite oblivious of the passage of time during 
. the recital. The sensations, experiences and observations 
. 0 a much-troubled Pole, a beloved author and a certified 
master of the British Mercantile Marins w’ere casually 
uttered as they cropped up. There w’as, I remember, some 
J talk of INAPOLEOH and the Bnssian Empire, and a vivid 
f account of how a novel comes into being. Beyond that, 

, I can only say that I spent a delightful evening in the 
, very best company, and received a cold shock when the 
reminiscences suddenly 
ceased and I had to go 
! to bed. I take it that 
j this book will be uni- 
I versally read, without 
• any recommendation 
j from me ; but I should 
i like to mention that its 
1 :237 ^ages, though in 
^ the first person, arei 
; wholly innocent of the I 
I slightest egotism. 

I "The waiter placed, 
before young Mr. j 
I Haynes a plate on ’ 
which were a few white [ 

I bones; ain eye-ball and ’ 
j a piece of black mack- 
intosh, * Turbot, Sir/ 
said the waiter in an 
explanatory voice." 

And hotel turbot has 


by name and charming as well as good by nature 
whom he befriended in the Indian station where his 
regiment was quartered. And when he stepped aside and 
let her become engaged to an officer in the Gunners I was 


p!™ summed up. But then, Mr. Baeet 

Pm always had a genius for stripping pretenders bare of 
Hk and displaying them as they really are. 

Sf (WEENEfiiiUEIEhdoeS 

the magazine story : but it contains characteristic touches 
^ observafaon and humour which make it acceptable 
mere are included one or two tales of the supemftaral- 
but Y]>eueya- 1 read Mr. Pain in this manner f wishS 

diagnosis of him. He could 
^ose the charlata^ of the supernatural story with deadly 

£ 0^^ to a deputation al 
^h as the author s, but I must confess that it gave me a 
good deal of enjoyment. ^ 

« Sv title of Major P. M. Peacock’s When the War 

was waltzing, my boy, and jokes were jokes ; it is part of 
valse-tune which was attributed by 
a desper^ Victorian wag to the composer of Moses in 
Egi/pt. pn remember the words-" When the war is o’er 
we 11 part once more at Ehren on the Ehine."' Yet stay 1 


u is T. wu liuo janme. AeC suav 

If. i °Af “®'® ” ^ ^*^® ?“®®tion bother^ 

..oj. ..g ^ « :4:^raa: ^ 


to inow the best or the worst at once, before the regiment 
and the Major and Uie G^er moved on to South Africa 
and the risks of the Boer Wai-. I must not, of course, give 
away what I found out, especially as Major Peacock has 
more than one anxious moment in store for his readers. 
But i can assure them that the war-pictures are excellent 
md do not strike one in the least as being belated, and that 
the naive style of the soldier-author adds much to the 
naturalness of bis pleasant story. 

*^°®® ®an write a 

^^ble school-story must now be added ths name of Mr 

E W. Hoenuno, whose Fathers of Men (Smith, BtPEEi 
stakes me as a more than creditable attempt at a notoriously 
di&cult task. One of the most obvious difficulties is the 

evolution of a new 
plot in so restricted a 
medium; this Mr. Hoe- 
NUNa has cleverly over- 
come by the originality 
of his initial situation. 
e7 271 Rutter, his hero, is 
the son of a coachman 
and a mother who has 
married so far beneath 
her as to be disowned 
by her family. Thus 
J o,n is brought up as a 
stable lad till lie is 
fourteen, when, both 
his parents being dead, 
the maternal relatives 
relent, and, after a 
scrambled preparation, 
he is pitchforked into 
the same school that 
holds Evan Deveretix, 

ta. • , of his late 

employer. Ifc is a b^nnmg rich in promise, which is to 
a very large extent, if not wholly, fulfilled. Jan, with his 
f <iiverse hereditary instincts, 

the handsome but worthless "Master 
oareffiUy-studied figure. Perhaps it is 

fill f h the outside. I do not 

feel that the personages of the tale reveal themselves as 
or example, the boys of Mr. Desmond Coke do ' ' *Mr* 

observation; but from the 
tot chapter, when the house-master discourses cleverlv 

tee ^ conscious that 

rather have stayed chatting with him 

^ barbarians. But it is a iollv tale 

and the cncket mg parts are worthy of Fg fffcs at his^besi 

The Fatal Miafaifg, 

“He w reputed to have died of oonfiised kidneys.”— yiyxsa Ti„igf, 

We missed our Morning Post on the dav after rmc 
announcement, but no doubt it said- “Bv^»n 
oversight in vaster,?.,^. ^y obvious 
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CHARIVARI A. imagine, thoughfi that we were 

T • j! J.I. -I . ' « bound to have a coal strike and that it 

»««« down' SiT’ 


in Germany our War Office has issued 
elaborate instructions concerning the 
regulations to' be observed by British 


Wonders will hardly ever cease. The 

Ti 1 11 


THE GOOD UNCLE, 

(. 1)1 Example.) 

“Mr dear child," said the Good 

rescuawons to' oe oDserved hv Ttritioli ' u ri 'T'~l "'i'"' Uncle, “ I have a present for yoo." 

officers -when travelling in tha/ country ' arrk^® to^udfff W "PP*“g * ” said the 

Siir)»lv f>i« TOlinlfl ‘-ouniay. ainyed— to judge by the following es- Modem Niece. 

tinetive uniform? ® someone “I can’t think,” said the Modern 

«= * ■ putting on a picture postcard. Niece. ” Something topping, I know 

Yet another trained monkey has what?brLue°*" “®^er give anything else.’’ 

appeared on the stage of yet aLther ° ' => * 1.., 7®“ ®®.y * oamera?’’ 

S‘»X'S.li“rb,”SS .J' ™ 

The editor of Th- Pall Valia^^^/f. division 'seven- “What’s this about a camera?” 

4-1 4 . (jazBUe fcaen parish€3 without a public-house, the stern voice of the Father asked 

i. to t». tlfo : from boUM tS -tS 


may emerge even 
from;the mouth, of 
a Lloyd ^ Gbohge, 
and, like the gener- 
ous foe that he is, he 
has not hesitated to 
draw attention to 
them.: We .allude to 
the Chaxoellor's 
reference to the bril- 
liant work of the 
editor of The Pall 
Mall Gazette, 

The -Weekly I>ls- 
patck publishes -an 
article on “The 
Need for Cheaper 
Golf.*’ We believe 
it to be an indisput- 
able fact that many 
persons are forcsd 
by the expense- of 
the gams into taking 
up rifle-shooting and 
other pastimes connected with Home 
Defence. 

*'**'!«*’' 

We are interested to learn from The 
Ceylon Observer that England and 
America are not the only countries 
where sensational dances are the 
vogue. A recent issue of our eontem- 
pOt'ary publishes the following telegram 
from its Nuwara Eliya correspondent: 
“A small dance is on tapes for the 
night of the 27th insfc.” 

*../*' 

A class has recently besn formed 
at the Summer Lane Boys* School, 
Birmingham, for the purpose of teach- 
ing boys to sew. The innovation has 
evoked a large amount of chaff. 
Never mind : as you sew, so shall vou 

A robin,” The Evening Neios in- 
forms its readers, “ has been caught in 
a Derbyshire pit.’* The intelligent bird. 



^ ’e done I .SAY« AT 

ONCE, LiAE, Good La^wDj iror as you Doysf**^ 


attention 

trade. 


of 


here, . George, we 
don’t want any cam- 
eras here. We *ve 
had some. It *s too 
expensive.” 

, “Oh, Father! ”ex- 
plaimed his Modern 
Daughter. ’ 

“ it *s true,” con- 
tinued her parent. 
“The kind relation 
comes in and pre- 
sents the five-shil- 
ling or ten-shilling 
or guinea or thirty- 
shilling or t^w6- 
guinea thing, what- 
ever, the case may 
be, receives' thanks 
and hugs and kisses 
and alithepraise,and 
disappears. What 
happens then? The 
wretched father has 
to put his band in his 


, (iv jt^uu liis uiuiuio nis 

me licensed victualling ; pocket every other day for money for 
❖ ❖ I films and developments and printings. 

A , I No, George, cameras sound delightfully 

A^ordmg to a French newspaper, , screaming and ripping and topping and 

the German military authorities have all that, but they must be endowed 
planned, on the outbreak of war, for ‘ before they ’re welcome here ” 
asroplanes to drop 4,400 lbs. ofi “Be calm, dear brother,’’ said the 
explosives into Pans. The French | Good Uncle, who had listened unmoved 

throughout this lengthy harangue. 
“This camera is endowed. If you 
will look inside you will find a banker’s 
order signed by me for a pound a 
^ quarter, to be paid to its owner as long 
, as the camera or the craze for using 
; it lasts.” "" 

There was a long silence. 

” By Jove ! ” said the Father, “ you *re 


authorities, when they received infor- 
mation of the plan, took expert opinion, 
and found that the project is perfectly 
capable of execution. They also found 
that there is nothing to prevent their 
providing a similar sensation for the 
city of Berlin. ^ * 

At last we have a practical proposal 


for improving the value of Consols. It ■ a model — a treat for sore eyes ” 
has been suggested that, in order to j “ Oh, Uncle,” said the Modern Niece, 
render it certain that a means will be • “ how frightfully decent of vou! ” 
found to restore them to their original ' 
value, Ministers and other Members* 


salaries shall be paid in Consols 
£100 face value for eyery £100 due. 


^ Motto for Shrove Tuesday. — Let 
‘ us eat and drink for to-.n)orrow we diet. 
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SLUSH. ; 

Why do I love to ply my rude goloshes 
Whea the warm rain in February comes ? 

Is it that my emotions gush 
For joy of slithering through the slush, 
Sprayed, heel to head, by horse-hobf sploshes. 

Or that I think my feet look well in gums? 

^rnu-^° ^ rather like these showers that soak us. 

This hint of April which the damp winds waft ? 

Is it that in my surging blood 
The very smell of vernal mud 
Eeminds.me how the rising crocus 
Gets through the ground much quicker when ib*s 
soft?; 

Is it that fancy turns to Love and Beauty, 

Topics for which young Spring should set the tune? 
That men remark who hear my rhyme 
Done, like the birds*, before the time 
“ What eviir makes our friend so fluty ? 

It is six weeks or more too soon.’* 

Nay, none of these. Not mud nor buds nor women 
Urge me to ope so rathe my joyous lung ; 

It is that he- whose limbs-have lost 
Touch w:itb the Ice Age loathes a frost, 
Preferring puddles he can swim' in 
As usefuDy as when his heart was young. 

Fast in its limbo lies my ancient ** Acme,” 

The rt^l bn ^hich my doughtiest work was done, 
,Wheii I would carve no common rings, . 

But curious. arabesques and things 

And now my best friend wciuldn’t back me 
To execute the homely numeral 1, 

Nor would I for a moment make excursion * 

On such' ah enterprise. There might occur. 

Due to a rush of- ribald boys, - 
Some outrage to my equipoise, 

Possibly followed by immersion, 

To Sash the record of the days that were, . 

So, lest another cold-snap fin d me craven, 

Too cow'ed to bear the happier -time’-Srrecall 
Nessun maggior dohre ’’—what ?)„ . 

^ -*I go to .seek a guarded spot 
Safe in the South, an azure haven 
Where no one ever dreams of ice at all. 


make something out of it. 
chuck it away. ^ 


I shouldn't despise it and just 


Thither I journey where a genial Sol lives 

In permanence and not by casual spells 

An Eden through whose bless6d gates 
No serpent enters in on skates, 

A Paradise of pines' and olives 
And sea-blown turs among the Esterels. 0. 0. 


£ 10 , 000 . 

Mt friend the stock-broker took up the conversation 
It s a queer thmg,’ he said, “how differently different 
pe^le look at money, and what funny ways they have 

any one left me £10,000 I 
8 ould know what to do with it. It would run to a yacht 
motor-cars or a new wing to the 
house, 01 % on the other hand, I might put it into a good 

of that, lose it all It sometunes happens that wav. 
fel^J'ny^ow. I should try to get something with it orj 


“Old Joe Moggridge, however, thought differently. I 
daresay some of you remember him : he used to do his bit of 
stone-breaking or road-mending -round about our village. 
Sometimes you ’d see him clipping hedges or trimming 
banks or doing any sort of odd job — nothing came amiss to 
him. A rum old fellow he was— looked as if he 'd been 
carved out of mahogany and. had never been properly 
jointed. -He had a pair of old-fashioned whiskers to his 
cheeks and a wisp' of beard sticking out from his throat, 
but his chin was clean-shavhd. I always wondered why he 
took the trouble. It was a bard .gnarled kind of face, but 
the eyeS’ were wonderful. ; A steely blue-grey thfiy were, 
and, I tell you, .they used to shine like the head-lights of a 
motor. .It always gave me a queer feeling when ie. faced 
me^just as if he were looking right throhgh me at something 
very fine and pleasant far out bn 'the other side of’my back. 

-‘sIChe old.€h^ and I got to be quite friendly. . I ’d often 
stop and have a chat with him, and sometiifies'il.’d have a 
go with him' about politics ; but he bested -me there. He 
^dn’t have any good to say of Conservatives ordEiberals 
He thought they were both alike arid yi<abr-;th’lmselves’ 
andjliere was going to.be something much- b’et'tVsome day 
that was going to wipe ’em out and give the poor a chance; 
and then his old eyes would begin to light up, and I 'd 
change the' subject, not wanting to worry him. • _ 

^ ^ ' ' 

one day he asked me if he might come and see 
rne at home, because he wanted to consult me about some- 
thing that was troubling him. He ’d got some papers, he said, 
and as he wasn't a ‘soholard’ he’d take it kindly if I 
wouldn’t mind h^ing him". So that evening at six o’clock 
m he stepped. He wouldn’t sit down— nsaid he' found it 
easier standing, because his legs' had got tied into knots 
over the stone-breaking. Then he p'lilled^'out hi^ papers 
One was a letter from a firm of solicitors -in .Montreal telling 
tom that Henry Moggridge. his brother, hadTecently died 

leaving all his money, amoimting to something over £10 OOO’ 

to his dear brother Joseph, of Lavender Cottage, Great 
Shaierley, Bucks. They added that it wag all invested in 
good seonnties and easily realisable, and they would be < lad 
to do anything in their -power for the' fortunate legatee. 
They enclosed a copy of the will, and, as far as I could see, 
lu was all m good order. 

- Wefi, said I, ‘ y^ 're a lucky man, Moggridge, and 
I congi-atulate you.’ But he wouldn’t have any corig^atu- 
lations : It U be a peck o’ trouble,’ he said. ‘What’s a 
man like me to do with £10,000? ’ If it had come forty 
year ago there might ’a’ bin some sense in it; but now it ’s 
no manner o’ use to me. I don’t know ^bat pooT oM 
Har^ was arter leaving me the money. He might ha’ 
found something better to do with it-4ut I suppose he 
mean it kindly by me. However, there it is. SrSd if 
you 11 he^ me to get the money we’U settle what to do 

r ^ woman s dead ; Tom, he got killed in South 
^ Salamanca in the Bay 

® left, except me, and£10.000 

IS a bit of foolishness for a man o’ my age,’ | 

.in/i ^ business in hand 

and eventually the thing was wound up and a draft for the 
money came over. When I told old Joe that it ^Ss Sfe to 
the bank and t^t he ’d got £10,106 to his credit he Mn’t 
turn a hair:-‘ Thankee. Sir.’ he said. iri. I sC^ tom hi! 
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CHEONIC DEPEE8SI0N. 


i Do'SSjS’r* <’“"*”*'>• ™“e so LOW. WHY CAN'T YOU CALL IN 

°*°^I*””,-°‘"-" WHICH I CANT A.BEAB THE NAME O' BICHI" 















SUPPOSE IT ^S QUITE ^SAFE^'^^wSt^DO^YOU^TH^^^ MEASLES THESE. Oj* COURSE, WE Ve HAD THE PLACE DISINFECTED, SO I 

__ “I PAKOr IT W017LD BE AH RiaHT, BlUB ; BOT I THINK THEHAPS IT WO0LD BB SAFEK TO LEND IT TO A PHIBKD FIBST." 


them slips o' paper 

*!;! JANE A mR-RTvn 

*10,000— that s for the County Hospital, where they took JAJNili A i;i!iBBIBE. 

oia womfn w ®“‘’ °^J ^ ^*^8 all the With her rough little coat and her round little paw, 

it mS tf.? “8 ®^®’® ® “ Jane, at fox, otter, or rat” 

mnn^v *8U the hospital folk the She ’s the hardest from Bedale to Bicester, 

money s from a man as waiPts to be known as M., and In holt or in earth or in drain, 

they re to ask no questions.' And she sticks iust as close «« a’wister 


“It wasn’t a bit of good my talking to that old image. 
Mis nxind msido up, and a ton of dynamito "wouldn’t 
nave moved him. In the end the hospital got the money 
?vi j millionaires got the credit of having given 

!?• u ^ T went on with his stone-breaking and 

his bank-trimming and road-mending, and when he died 
two years ap they found twenty £5 notes in a packet under 
^ scrawl, signed by him, saying it was to be 
divided betw^n the Vicar and Ames the brewer. That 's 
the story of the famous anonymous subscription of £10,000 
which set everyone talking about ten years ago. I kept 
the secret as long as the old man was alive, but now that 
j he s passed m his checks there ’s no harm in telling it.’* 

Doing it on the Cheap. 

h w the High Steward of Winchester, 

hRs ^*jy^ted the members of the Winchester Corporation and their wives 

f® ofecials of the town, to dine with him at Winchester 

last week, — Staoidard, 


JANB~A TBBEIER. 

She ’s short in the leg and she *s long in the jaw. 

And the roof of her mouth is as black as your hat, 
With her rough little coat and her round little paw, 
She’s a rum ’un, is Jane, at fox, otter, or rat; 

She 3 the hardest from Sedale to Bicester, 

In holt or in earth or in drain, 

And she sticks just as close as a blister, 

Does good little sister Jane. 

She never was willing to learn as a pup 
To '* die for her country ” or carry your stick, 

And she always sat down when you bade her “ sit up,” 
But she ’s clever as sin, and she ’s thunder-bolt quick, 
And the heaviest badger ’ll shirk her, 

The biggest dog-fox bolt amain ; 

She ’s a wasp for her weight, she *s a worker, 

Is good little sister Jane ! 

At night, when she ’s curled in her place by the fire, 
She cocks you a wicked and earth-reddened eye, 

To say that her badger “ sat up ” by desire, 

That a hoary t)uok-rat in the hedge did the ” die,” 
And she twitches and whines and remembers, 

And tackles ’em over again, 

Boiled up end to end by the embers, 

Does good little sister Jane I 
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the consolations of an 
ex-leader. 

brilliant inonrsion of 
^.BALFouainto the arena of athletics 
has been the event of the winter season 
atOannes. His triumphs as a lawn tennis 
player have already been chronicled by 
our (wntemporaries, but in pastime as 
in pohties the Ex-Premier is nothing if 
not versatile, and the following succinct 
account of his further exploits will be 
read with deep interest by all who 
play ™ spectacle of genius at 

Hb. Balfoub JBegombs Snap 
Champion. 

From our own Correspondent, 

I hasten again to put the electric 
c^t m motion to inform you that 
evening astonished 
the Jinghsh colony here by his skill and 

.wff S“a,p Drive 

mstituted m honour of Mr. Bonae Law 

winner, and 
gave a supper party to 
celebrate the victory. The Et. Hon 
gentleman has a style of play peoidiar 
to himself, and utters the fatefd word 
bnap with extraordinary force and 
decision m a voice totally free from every 
toce of doubt, philosophic or otheu 
it WM noticed by the other players that 
Ml. Balfoub s nght arm, which was 
bar^ for the struggle, bore a tattooed 
design representing the historic en- 
counters of Eobebt Bbuoe with the 
Spider, surmounted by the Eoyal Arms 
Of Scotland and a portrait of Beet- 

HOVEN. 

Me. BaiiFoub’s Success at Polo 
From our own Correspondent, 

A who has become in- 

defatigable in his pursuit of athletics, 
to-day won golden opinions of his 

The match 

was Cambndge Quidnuncs wmPrag- 
rnatistic ^n^ts, and Mr. Balfoto 
pla^d for the Quidnuncs, At first the 
Bt. Bon. gentleman had some difficulty 
in retaining his pony between his legs 
but a t^er one was quickly procured for 
him. Thenceforth his caiw was one 
steady triumph. Mr. Baltooe has his 
playing polo, as of doing 
evenithing else, and severe classicists 
might object to his habit of striking 
the other players over the head and 
shoulders with his niblick, which he 
prefers to the usual weapon, in his 
eagerness to get possession of the ball • 
but the end justifies the means, and 
at the close of the game 1 [&. Balfoub 
was the only player left on the field 
A lunch party in his honour is 

Brigadl^^^ Ambulance 


Mr. Balfour wins the Spillikins 
Trophy. 

Fro7}i our ow7i Gorixspondent. 

The famous Spillikins Trophy, the 
struggle for which every February is the 
very arise of the Cannes season, was 
won last night by the Eight Hon. A. J. 
Balfour, amid scenes of unparalleled 
enthusiasm. Mr. Balfour was at once 
seen to be wearing the very latest 
Spillikins rig, one of the outstanding 
features of which is celluloid spats, and 
his hand was of the steadiness of a 
rock. It was an intensely thrilling 
moment when the little fragile ivory 
sticks were dropped on the table by the 
judge, and Mr. Balfour, grasping his 
hook in a manner wholly his own, with 
his left leg twisted round his neck 
for increased steadiness, began to pick 
them out one by one. In recognition of 
ms success Mr. Balfour ordered the 
Trophy, which is a magnificent gold 
lovmg-eup, to be fiHed with the finest 
vin ordinaire for the benefit of the 
fashionable company. 

Mb. Balfour Loses at Billiards. 

From our own Correspondent. 
Excitement at Cannes reached fever 
point to-day when Mr. Balfoub nearly 
carried off the Billiard Handicap or- 
ganised by the Grand Duke Boleslas 
of P^olia. The game was 100 up, 
Mr. Balfoub starting from 86. Ati 
first everything went the scratch 
player s way, nice runs of 14, 11, 21 
12 and 23 resulting. Mr. Balfoub’ 
whose style is remarkably finished and 
who never uses a rest, then found his 
touch, and after two brilliant misses 
with a fine three all off the 
red. This he followed with a well- 
aimed shot at his opponent's ball, which 
placed him hors de combat and paved 
the way for a double baulk. The 
^ratdi man failing to negotiate this, 
compiled a clever five 
(three off the red) before he broke down 
it was noticed with interest that it is 
upon safety play andred losers that the 
Hpt hon. gentleman chiefly relied 
ihe scores were now— scratch 83 : Mr 

to win ; but to the intense 
giief of the whole Colony the scratch 
man rau out, and the supper partv 
orgmsed m honour of the Ex-Premier 

ssnfdt, P°®*’Poned 


Dimbovitza, owing to the fact that Mr. 
Balfour had entered for the egg and 
spoon race. The number of entrants 
was 63, and, needless to say, the Con- 
servative statesman was greatly en- 
couraged by the happy coincidence with 
his own age. Most of the competitors 
wore flannels, but Mr. Balfour ap- 
peared in a suit of Harris tweed of a 
yellowish tinge, chosen to harmonise 
with the contents of the egg in case 
they should escape his control Of 
this, however, there never was any 
danger at any time, as Mr. Balfoub 
succeeded in^ giving such an undercut 
to the egg with the magnificent apostle 
spoon which he used that its equi- 
hbrium was maintained throughout. 
His mode of progress, again, was 
thoroughly individual, being a sort of 
mbhng side-step, recalling that of a 
famous Eugby three-quarters, which 
distracted the attention of his rivals 
while never impairing his own concen- 
tration. On reaching the winning- 
post Mr. Balfoub was carried shoulder 
high to the pavilion, and a grand 
banquet was held that evening in his 
honour by the Mayor and Corporation 
of -Nice, at which his manipulation 
of the egg was favourably contrasted 
with that of Columbus. 


Me. Balfoue Wins the Ego and 
Spoon Back. 

■FVoto our own Correspondent. 

The Cannes Gymkhana, always a 
popular event, attracted an enormous 
crowd to-day— including visitors from 
toe Baleanc Isles. Stromboli and 


important ANNOUNGEMENTi 

WESTMIS-STEE PALACE OF VAEIETIES 
(Under Royal Patronage) 

Will re-open on February 14th. 
Maqnifioent Programme! 

Special Attractions! 

TWO HOUSES DAILY) 

are only a few of 
the StM Turns to be seen daily at the 
above Hall : — 

WoNDBBPUL Illusion : » Asquith’s 
Cabinet Trick.” 

(£5 will be paid to anyone who dis- 
oovera bow the Cabinet is held together.) 

“Gbohgb and the Dootobs” a 
screaming farcical absurdi’ty iu 
one Insurance Act. 


“Littm Winnie.” Serio. (Eresh 
trom the various Belfast Halls.) 

Dillon and Devlin. Knockabouts. 

Haldane and his Teeeibes. 

of War. Tlioir efficiency 
reflects,, the greatest credit on their 
trainer. —The AUersHust AdAiertiseT .) 

Lloyd and Law, Back-chat Come- 
dians. 

^ invective.”— ri’dfi 

The Molly Maguires in their comic 
song (with brogue), “ Toe the line, 
bhoys, toe the line.” 






JHosL ^HooTS, MA^’■ 1 ”Ser SIIAIE.LY NO CANOEN THE NOO I ThE NICHT 's JEST LEOCS.’* 

GuesC, Xa, I J1 NO GANGEN ; BUT I THOCHT I WAD JEST SAY GUID-NICHT, WHILE I ItECOGXISE YE ! ” 


Happy- Harcourt in his famous 
pafcter-song, “ There ’s no one we 
like so much as you, Lu-lu.” 

*; Samuel at the Telephone." Ten 
minutes of Fun and Fury. 

(••'Galcolated to make even real Tele- 
phone Subscribers laugh and forget their 
■ troubles/') 

The following will also appear at 
intervals : — 

Keir and Mac (Scotch Character 
comedians) ; Breezy Berespord (as 
** Dear Old Charlie ’*) ; Austen and 
Smith (Figure Jugglers), Edward 
Carson and Co. in the stirring 
melodrama, “The Only TVay," etc., 
j etc. 

Don’t Forget ! Febi’. 14 th, 
The Opening Day. 

WESTAtIXSTEh FALAOE OF VARIETIES. 
(Directly 02>posite St. Thomas’s Hospital. 
’Buses pass the door.) 

N.B. — The only Hall in London, 
which pays none of its artistes Zossl 
than £400 per annum. I 


THE QINGEB.OAT. 

' Tis the old wife at Eickling, she 
Has lost her ginger cat ; ’ bwas he 
Who used to share the Master’s tea 
Beside the settle. 

Or on his corduroy-clad knee 
Out-purr the kettle; 

TVho followed when she pinned a-row 
Her flapping gowns of indigo, 

And watched the apple-petals blow 
With stealthy rapture. 

Rehearsing in a mimic show 
Some mouse’s eax^feure. 

At dew-fall, wuth uncovered head. 

What tidings have the old wife led 
Hither where oak and hazel shed 
Their shadow deeper ? 

They say the ginger cat is dead. 

Shot by the Keeper, 

Through coverts dim her searches lie 
(Howe'er so hardly sorrow’s try. 

The burden of uncertainty 
To bear were harder) 

To where things dangle when they die— 
The Keeper's larder. 


A bough the larder hangs upon — 

Rats, and decaying hedge-hogs grown 
Shapeless, and owls their features gone, 
A grisly freight, 

And many a weasel skeleton 
With hairless pate, 

And trophy of cats* tails arrayed, 
Tabby and white and black displaj’ed. 
Til' adornment of the still green glade — 
More gay for that 

Of liim who in the morning strayed, 
The ginger cat. 

She knows it, and she cuts it down ; 
Then warm beneath her folded gown 
Bestows the severed brush’s browm 
And orange bands— 

So soft of fur, the tears fall down 
Upon her hands. 

The copse- wood parts ; 'tis she who goes, 
Whom shades obscure and starlight 
shows, 

Treading between the hazel rows 
The fallen sticks, 

Home, where the careless firelight 
■ glows 

Along the bricks. 
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CRITICISM MADE EASY. 

Mr. Gerald du Maurier has been 
asking the world at large, through the 
columns of Tlia Dailij Mail, whai 
qualifications a man must possess to 
entitle him to become a paid critic of 
art, music, literature and the drama. 

As* the inquiry arising out of this 
bold .question naay lead to unhappy 
disclosures regarding the lack of training 
and appreciative sensitiveness among 
hardened critics, let us hasten to make 
know, a the virtues of the new Griticis- 
MOGRAPH, with phonotint attachment. 
It may be said at once that Mr. Edison 
has had nothing whatever to do with 
this. 

The apparatus, neatly packed in a 
morocco case, which can be easily 
slipped into the tail pocket of the dress 
coat, consists of the following ingenious 
pai*ts, all calculated to save enormous 
expense and time in the training and 
education of young critics : — 

The Dramatichitophone, readings 
from which imme^ately inform the 
user whether the piece in progress is 
drama, melqdrama, comedy, light com- 
play with music, musical play or 
comic opera. Should no indication be 
given, it may be concluded that the 
piece is grand opera or farce, the dis- 
tinction between these being easily 
ascertained by keeping an eye upon the 
orchestra. 

Mr. a. B. Walbxbt writes: — “I 
consider this the most marvellous part 
of o^ecbanism. When in doubt at 
the Tivoli, I always pull out my little 
Dramatioritophone. It has enabled 
me on several occasions to separate the I 
serious from the gay elements in the ’ 
songs of Mr. George Eobey and Miss 
Marie Lloyd." 

The Hygrodramometer, for use only 
in paretic drama. The extraordinary 
sensitaveness of this instrument to the 
slightest trace of tearfulness on the 
part of the house must be experienced 
to be credited. Entirely unatt'ected by 
orange-vapouror influenza. 

Mr. J, Binns, editor, printer and 
publisher of The Slim^ton-under-mdd 
Clanm writes The Hygrodramo- 
meter thoroughly justified me in the 
unconventional attitude I adopted 
towards the local Amateur Dramatic 
Society’s performance of thatrolUckinff 
farce, * When did Billy go Home? ' 

The Kinetodrame gives an exact 
estimate of the foot-pounds of energy 
employed by the artiste when speakin^^ 
or singing. Top-scores have beeS 
registered by Mr. Lewis Waller and 
Miss Clara Butt. 

.♦.'‘The Gallophone enables the eritie 
to ascertain at a glance how far, if at 

a piece has been adapted from the | 


French. Quite unmoved by respectable 
British situations, it responds with 
startling rapidity to any symptom of 
Parisian atmosphere by shooting out 
the exact adjective required for purposes 
of description. 

Mr, W. L. Courtney writes: “Had 
it not been for this admirable device, I 
should not have dreamt of characteris- 
ing Macbeth as risqiie** 

The Critabtomobilb is an invaluable i 
adjunct to the diflSdent art critic in the 
pei’formance of his duties. On exposing 
the sensitive surface to the picture the 
work of a cubist is at once indicated 
by the ringing of a bell. Should the 
work bo fairly unintelligible, the bell 
continues ringing until a lever is 
pressed. If, however, the painting is 
sufiSciently unintelligible to be con- 
sidered a masterpiece, the machine 
immediately explodes. 

Mr. Lewis Hdg) writes: “I have 
burst some scores of your clever engines 
already," 

The Musicritometer is primarily 
intended for the appreciation of the 
modem schools of music. In the 
presence of traces of Beethoven or 
Bach a green light appears on the dial ,* 
a red light immediately denotes the 
m^ber of Eavel or Debussy, this 
being followed by a general phos- 
phorescence, and, on the sensitised 
gramophone disc being wound up, 
alternative reports from the old and 
new points of view are spun out on 
the tape machine attachment. This 
attachment may also be used as 


mangle. 

Mr. Landon Eonald writes: — “I 
have sent one of your machines as a 
present to Sir Henry J. Wood.” 

A combined use of the various 
devices makes the complete summing 
up of any work of art, from a water- 
colour sketch to a pantomime, a matter 
of extreme simplicity. Thus, Mr, 
Winston Churchill writes “ Fascin- 
ated by the variety and charm of the 
invention, I set a Crifcicismograph 
o elf as t durin^ my famous 

oration. The result was instantaneous 
and surprising. ^ I shall never speak 
without one again — anyhow, not in a 
damp marquee," 

“Edgju.ston Reservoir 
Skating mm Day. 

bathiog) 

bd. —Jdvt. m BinnhiQlmm Daily Post, 
The bathing would, of course, be 
optional. 


^ ^ vagrant, was shoppiii 
Satui^yaftoioon wliea P.c. Scott ran him in. 
I Sentenced to 21 days hard laboni*.” 

^Word'Oazette, 

^ou should see the Sleaford gaol at 
Christmas time. 


HOW TO BUY THINGS. 

(With other relevant advice.) 
Goldfish. 

When you go to buy goldfish be sure 
to take some water with you. They 
are delicate creatures, and seldom thrive 
in brown - paper, however carefully 
packed, or the trousers pocket. Gold- 
fish have never been known to attack 
a human being, and they make capital 
pets. To the up-to-date conjurer they 
are indicpensable. Never buy goldfish 
at an immature age ; the simple life of 
an aquarium is not suited to thejeiinesse 
dorde. A very good way to test the 
fish is to put Some acid on it; if it 
turns black, don’t buy it. It is pro- 
bably a Birmingham fish. At the 
present rate of exchange, goldfish cost 
about threepence ^ each, but a big 
European war would inevitably send 
the price up. The cost of breadcrumbs 
must also be . considered by the careful 
buyer. Never biiy goldfish before they 
have learnt to swim,' or you will be 
greatly disappointed. It is quite easy 
to distinguish the non-swimmers, be- 
cause they float on their backs on the 
surface of the water, and open and 
shut their mouths. A tin of sardines i 
would give more pleasure than a^ 
bowlful of these incompetent wasters. 
Eemember that goldfish require amuse- 
ment. If your purchases show signs 
of boredom, cheer them up by placing 
a pebble or two in the bowl ; this will 
give them something to think about. 
There is nothing like a pebble to 
brighten things up. At the present time 
the Metropolitan Water Board make 
no extra charge where goldfish are 
kept, though how long this generous 
policy will continue the writer is un.- 
able to say. 

A Fountain-Pen. 

No one need be without a fountain- 
pen. They are as common as coal 
circulars and wrestling champions. The 
guinea kinds are sold at ninepence, and 
so on in proportion. To test pen, fill 
it with ink and jerk it violently in 
direction of shop-'^'alker’s waistcoat. 
Any kind of ink will do.' If he con- 
tinues to solicit your custom you may 
conclude that the pen is a good one. 

The great advantage of fountain-pens 
over other pens is that you can carry 
them about with you in your waistcoat 
pocket, or indeed anywhere about your 
person. You can take them to bed with 
you. At the dentist's you can say to 
yourself, “I am all right this time! 

I have my fountain-pen with' me!" 
Nothing matters to the man who has 
a pen. And they are so handy' All 
you w-ant is a case for pen, a box, 
a dip, a squirt thing, a pair of pliers, 




“May I HAVE THIS DANCE Mes. Bbowne? 
“But I’ve asked svjBRrsoDr else!” 


Oh 1 TBAl^KSf DEAB j BUT HADN’T YOU BETTEB ASK SOMEONE ELSE I 


some special ink and — there you are ! 
These will do to go on with, but a 
complete outfit should include blotting- 
■paper, ink-eraser, and some salts of 
lemon. Our grandfathers did not have 
fountain-pens, poor things. But then 
they were so terribly behind the times. 

A Sideboard. 

A very good way to buy a sideboard 
is to get it on the hire-purchase system. 
You pay the first instalment on it, and 
then the man writes to you for the 
others. If he does not write, he calls. 
If he forgets to write or call for six 
years, the sideboard is yours. Many 
young couples start in this way. The 
bes j - known styles of sideboards are 
Byzantine, Perpendicular, Fumed Oak 
and Tottenham Court Hoad — Buses 
and Tubes to all parts. Then there 
are the sales, which are always worth 
attending. They are generally con- 
ducted by Scotchmen, and take place 
in noblemen’s mansions. All you have 
to do is to nod your head, pay over the 
money, and ' the sideboard is yours. 
When you get it home and examine it 
at your leisure, it will be the surprise 
'of your life. There are some sideboards 
that you can only open in dry weather ; 
if it is wet, the drawers stick ; so you : 


have a handy article of furniture and a 
weather guide all in one. It is very 
convenient. When buying a sideboard, 
be careful to live in a flat that is big 
enough to hold it. The writer knew a 
man who had to change his flat twice 
before he could get the marmalade out 
of the sideboard cupboard. That sort of 
thing makes marmalade unnecessarily 
expensive, and the intelligent reader 
of these hints is not likely to be so 
improvident. , 

*A Picture. i 

The picture buyer has an almost 
unlimited range of subjects and sizes 
to pick from, and they are all good. 
The important point is to avoid any- 
thing painted by a modem artist. 
They are such rotters. Choice works 
can be picked up in old cathedral towns 
frequented by tourists (Americans for 
choice); also Strand auction rooms. 
The name is everything in the picture 
world, and you cannot go wrong if 
you select a Claude, Velasquez or 
Heynolds. Any of these will look well 
in a birdseye maple frame set off by 
saddlebag furniture, and should prove 
a permanent investment. You will 
never sell them. The English School 
may, however, be studied with ad- 


vantage by the collector, if only as a 
matter of interest. It is known as the 
open-air or pavement school, and deals 
with orc7zre subjects. Typical examples 
are : A Salmon (in halves); The Sailor’s 
Heturn ; and Heart pierced by Arrow. 

It is as well, before handing over 
your cheqiie, to examine your purchase. 
Dealers, with the best intentions, some- 
times err in their descriptions of the 
goods which they handle. There is no. 
doubt that the Old Masters were indus- 
trious, but it is unlikelytliat they painted 
more than a couple of thousand pictures 
each. To test the genuineness of your 
purchase place it under a tap of hot 
water and scrub it with a haid brush. 
If it survives this treatment it is indeed 
a masterpiece, and you may rest assured 
that your £5 note has not been wasted. 

“The man who occupy a high position in the 
I Council of his country, and wiiosc dream is 
ambition and wealth, and who uses all the 
incubators Satan lias invented, to cover up his 
footprints and his machinations, that man can 
never experience the balm which flows from a 
grateful conscience, as the rew-ard of integrity 
and the faithful performance of duiy,” 

FMemien's Advocate, Keic/omidland, 

As we told our tobacconist yesterday, 
in reply to his remarks about the 
weather. 




JUferee. ‘‘Pijee kick I” 

THE OTHER SIDE. 

It is not a theory. It is a fact. I 
hav6 waited for trains on every plat- 
form on the ‘‘Inner Circle.” The same 
thing invariably happens. Two trains 
arrive at and depai't from the other 
platform, going the .'other way, before 
any train puts in an appearance on my 
own side. F have trjed it on both 
sides, thougli not at once, of course, 
and the result is always the same, 

I will admit that "l was in a bad 
temper that day. As I pux’chased my 
ticket I heard the brakes of a train 
lulling it to rest.' I missed it, of course. 
Half the population of London seemed 
to get out of that train and come up- 
stairs at the precise moment I desired ! 
to go down. I 

I watclied two tjuiins arrive afi and * 
depart from the opposite platform. 

I sent for the station-master. 

“ I desire,” I said, » to make a com- 
plaint.” 

He looked at me sympathetically. 

“ Fallen down the steps,' Sir ? ” 

“No,” I replied shortly, « I fell up 
them three times, if you want to know 
but that ’s affair. What I want 
to is whether you are aware that 
toe last two trains have gone in the 
ffirection.’* 


Pkcyevs, “iriio roa?” 


"Finnic;: 
Meferec (j]LVs6)U-m{'iidcdJy), “Ud!" 


T^.9 seconds he glanced wildly up 
and down the line. ' ’ ! . 

“There will be no collision,” ! re- 
assured him, “ because they are both 
upon the line whose business it is to 
take them in the wrong direction.” 

“That’s all i-ight. Sir,” he said 
soothingh'. . , 

“ It is not all right. It happens 
every time. As sure as I wait for a 
train on one side, 1 see two come in 
on the other first. I do not for one 
insfcpt suggest that it is done in- 
tentionally. I attribute it. entirely to 
carelessness on the part of the directors. 
Please see that the matter is attended 
to.” 

“But suppose,” he said, “that you 
were on that side and I was on this, 
then how could it happen to both of us 
at once ? ” , . 

“On liotc it happens,” I replied, “I 
should not presume to instruct you. 
That is your affair. All I know is that 
it would happen.” 

A third train arrived at the cp 50 site 
platform. 

“ Three / ” I shouted. “ Do you see 
that? I have an important engage- 
ment at Blackfriars at 2.30. I shall 
be late for it just because your con- 
founded line chooses to run three trains 
in the wrong direction first ! " 


) “ Blackfriars ? ” he repeated, gazing 

thoughtfully at th’e^ departing train. 
“You’re on the wrong platform. All 
. those trains have gone to Blackfriars.” ] 
• “And now,” I exclaimed .bitterly, 
“now I ^ shall have to go over there 
and watch three trains come in at 
this platform ! 

And I had to. 

AN AWFUL EXPERIENCE. 
Once at the restaurant I dined;' 

The fare was choice, the chef- expert ; 
The waiter civil and alert ; , 
Contentment breathed upon my mind. 

A casual gaze I played upon 
The well-decked tables far and nigli ; 
At last the search-light of mine eye 
Full on my left-hand neighbour shone. 

I shuddered and I turned away ; 

Yet at this dainty board there sate 
A youth in garb immaculate, 

Well mannered, handsome, clean and 
gay. 

What reason then shall I appoint 
For my revulsion so complete? 

Why, this: that I had reached the 
sweet, 

While he, coarse brute! teas at the 
joint. 
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ST. DENTINE’S DAY. 

(I7iis Saint's Day has been selected for the ope^iing of Parliament,) 
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tk.). "Arb thbhb a'it Hog o 


TO AN EomY DJLFFODIL. 

EijRE, rare bloom of the sun enslaren. 
Laughter-laden and gold-bedieht 
How came you to a Northern haven, 

Tn anthracite? 

SuTw^ff thoughts go homin'^, 

^uthem shore with cream waves eombina 

and bses are aU day roamm<r 
And nightmgales smg to the stare all night ? 

Was it Persephone’s guileless finger 
Coaxed you &st from Sicily’s sward, 

^And the *0 

TOK-i AU splashed m the drowsy ford 

While the Satyrs danced with their Naiad 
neighbours 

To a mo^ure of shepherd-pipes and tahors 

^Bv the^r^P® his^endless labom-s 

By the flammg forges of Etna’s lord ? 

*^® Gephissus 
Where the dull Boeotian days went by 

^ ®^®' Narcissus ^ 

Where Hehcon climbed to the stormy sky • 

Where the clouds stOl follow the tearfid nTads 

And the Thracian wmd with its sough and sigh adds 
Homage to graves where the her<^s lie? ® 


^ w® itTbut could ^ ten us ' 

To^kMw’^^ class 

you know as much of the land of Hell^ 

*^® ^’aSS. 

^’'® “°“® °1 *l^c old-time lilies 

r® fl®®‘ Achilles : 

In the Channel Isles, or perhaps the Scillies, 

''^®*® g^^owD m a hot-house un der glass. 

«cp . . Mother ’Wrong- to Ireland. 

- ««c? Meetm- Gazette, 

?r- ^ “• ' » 

W? hi™ tk. PU;. 

T? rr , . Commercial Candour.” 

i?rom an Hotel prospectus : 

wlitode. Pemms in ef }t^L fond of 
1 iTOm the four quarters of the globe.*'* coi-stautlj flocking here 
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AT THE PLAY. THEATRICAL NOTES. only as it should be, fov Mr. Ivor 

“Dust OF Egypt.” 77,. i 1 .1 JenJjuis, the actor in question, is no less 

Whe.v the genie in Mr. Avstey’s caSd In tli than a third cousin once removed of Mr. 

Brass Bottle comes to life the humour fomance ot Sylvanus Home, and before taking to 

lies in the contrast between the British Field-Marahal 9ir Evtttvw ° the stage was secretary to the Ponty- 

modemity of the hero and the exotic » Nationalisation League. 

•olWot th. S* m I °°*? Mr J„li„ h„ V 

the Oriental arranges for his delight llTio ” of^ba T>oS,«I m?’ * entrusted with a speaking part. 

In it is largely the ofheriaS ShMX^^ Ins mastery of gesture is^ so eloqUt 

waj- about. The old-world habits and; Captain Wood has onlv a sin!dl 1!?^ dominates the scene for 

beliefs -of the Egyptian mummy ai-e to Sr_.nTxou 

brought .up sharply against the twen-lsee \he Wood^for the Tr^— hG*^s graces it with his presence. _ 
tieth-century surroundings into which j “ veiw enthusiastic on the Rublp^f nf ®''’®’^'^“teresting d^hwtispro- 

slie revives. The humour was bound to ! actinV^ ‘nr»d hno a « ^ i- 4! * ^ subject of mised for the prem 7 ere of “ The Burnt 
lie more obvious and ^ GM/’ in which the Munster 

is not much fresh fun to be uotoufcof! This i j. Players will make their first appear- 

the effect produced upon iunooence by 1 the world of action aur? ance in London on St. Patrick’s Day. 

the magic of the electric light or the ' we are glad to sav bvno Scarnff, who impersonates 

devihy of the telephone. Yet, till the ' freoLnf as some beard “ off ” in the Second 

charm beganto wear off a little,' ‘ ^ uikiUg observers Act, is related, thiough her step- 

there was always some mirth in mother, to the famous Ii'ish 

the air w'hile Miss Enid^Bell, patriot, Owen Boe O’Neill, 

as the Frincess Am-enset, was — u tones of her voice, a 

on the stage, so lofty was the /jrJ^ — dramatic soprano of ex- 

diction she adopted, so devas- tensive range, are so instinct 

tating was her lack of moral /JWloWS^' patriotic sentiment that 

scruples. ^ j 7 many converts to Home Rule 

The only person who ap- J f inado by its instru- 

parently failed to be amused mentality. The heroine of the 

was Mr. Gsi^b nu Maubiek. I story, it may interest bur readers 

It was his business, o^ course, /fijilil know, is an' innocent coUecn 

to meet the high-flown Jan^iage fl I If who is unjustly suspected of 

of the rnuminy, with ^a no,te'**of ' /7i/// W witchcraft and consigned to the 

bathos; ahd/ anyhqwi' it 'is'*"a - fl! H Wm W - by her lover in the touch- 

habit with him to keep his facial • II fM m belief that the sacrifice of 

muscles in repose, and not to ////fl f'm^ sweetheart will bring peace 

speak in more keys than he can to the neighbourhood. The only 

help. It would be wrong, there- attempt at a performance in 

I fore, to attribute his gravity to \r.. ^ ^ desperate riot 

any personal opinion he had andsiie “"u *’’® I'as since been 

fomed oi.theWte .h, ivizT.!irr , *> » 

play. More probably he had the (Geoffrey Lamlles GEi2i.D du MATrprrP Tipperusalem and 

mwits of the critics in his rioMBrailcv :;: Mtes Sydney. It is hoped, however, 

mind, for I saw the play on the second I might sunn'oRA and o.™™i • -i i that ti,e emancipated intelli- 
night, and he may at the time have ^Sn«^sTa?wl lr *‘>® Metropolis wUl ap- 

been contemplating that letter of his range of our nwn ^ preciate the fine moral and patriotic 

to The Baily Mail in which he invites be allowed to give sne^nl nrn^^ I^son of the play, which Mr. UEKHAitD 
the public's view as to the qualifica- to thefoUowinf ^ ^ piominence Shaw has been at pains to expound in 

tions (if any) vfhioh a critic has to be Thus as the nid «'Md ’» • t fi® ^ P^'esident Taft and 

^ .... oM fold curtains of the Prime Minister of the Australian 

As for the rest of the play when I unnn rt are parted each night Commonwealth Government. We had 
saythatthechief humour of one of the ISaiTey’s prSuotion^of forgot to add that, though 

i« ■P'“ri»s ».i.- 1 wS?-f Sw” shril l.,.. r.t*„aet- 


“twT”* " ““ ‘ 

WA ouwuioov, . unto thftir rifti-fo 


oi suouecy, . O ^ ’ f 4-i • ^.xAojr cnij. cuiei 

[A notice of Mr. Sutbo’s new piay^but° anyone P^hty naval antagonist suddenly 
will appear in our next issue 1 ■ ” ^ ®'° ®y® “ tbe “■PP®“ “ ™niodiate proximity, who talks 

an ovx next i8eue.J genmne article ” can teU in an instant ‘snatching tho tripol' 

“Lost in 10 11 n™ +' • e r- , Badical stalwart, Book out for this old Delphic snort at 
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1 the water-hazard. 

(A tragedy of lost opportunity,) 
Thebe is a pond, a little pond. 

Which (driving to the fourteenth pin) 
Duncan wou^d put his ball beyond. 
But Binks and I are far too fond 
Of falling in. 

As when the land-blown gulls rojoice 
Eeturning to their home the sea, 

So do our balls go there for choice, 

And down the wind there drifts a voice 
That says Dear me.” 

But lately, when the earth was bound 
Under the Ice-King's iron rule, 

I wandered forth in grief piofound 
Playing a visionary round, 

And marked that pool. i 

No golfers circumscribed the links ; 

The club-house windows desolate, 
Like the calm features of the Sphinx, 
Gloomed o'er the void. Yes, oven Binks 
Had gone to skate. 

All,' all was pitiful and drear, 

Yet, as I stood beside the trough 
I wondered, “Why is no one here?” 
This is the day of all the year 
For dashed good golf. 

Not everj^where perhaps (there lay 
Over the earth a shining screen 
That might have spoilt men’s brassy 

_piay); 

But what a perfect golfing day 
For hole fourteen! 

Elsewhere, maybe, the wizard’s wand ^ 
Had not been ours, nor yet the card , 
One sometimes sees in fancy fond ; 

But here, oh here (of course the pond 
Was frozen hard). 

We had the Oolonel fairly trounced, § 
His head included in our bag; c 
I feel a confidence pronounced c 

That Binks and I would just have ^ 

bounced - i: 

Up. to the flag. Evob ^ 

— - f; 

the overlord. ° 

friend, Charles Dauks, has come I 
into'a fortune. Ifc appears to be the a 
easiest thing in the world to do. All T 
that IS necessary is to have an uncle, to a 
have no cousins and to sit tight. The 
rest is done by the solicitor. Charles’ A 
fortune is one of four thousand, forty cc 
thousand, ^ four hundred thousand or bj 
four million pounds; I cannot say ce 
which. All I know is that there is a n< 
four in it somewhere; but I am told lis 
^at the noughts are more important. 

Be that as it may, the pounds are “ i 
sterling, and they have produced, inter to 
awa, a motor car. 

After a week of it, Charles came to see m 
me. . A friend in need,’.' he said, “ is a is 
May I count on you? ” w( 


I “My dear plutocrat,” I answered, 
“ we have been through the thin of 
poverty, we will go through the thick 
of wealth together. You may begin 
counting now, and go on till I tell you 
to stop.” 

“ Do you know anything about motor 
cans ? ” he asked. 

“ Do you want me to be your 
chauffeur ? ” 

“ No. I want to introduce you to 
him. I am going to ask you to talk to 
him.” 

I shook my head. “ I know that I 
nave an unusually strong and dominant 
sharacter,” I said, “ but I do not hold 
tnyself out as competent to deal with a 
shauffeur. I would sooner reprimand 
Royalby.’* 

“ I don’t ask you to do that,” ex- 
ilained Charles ; “I only want you to 
iry to win his respect. Talk to him 
n his own high language.; show or 
>retend^ that you understand him; ■ 
»sk an intelligent questioner two. I 
tave failed ; but I feel that if you could ( 
•nly manage to impress him a little he i 
night take an interest in you. Then, i 
/hen you have enlisted his confi- £ 
ence, I want you to tell him that I am 
friend of yours, and it is just possible 1 
bat so he might be induced to put up 1 
nth me, instead of merely despising I 
’He- might even consult me now 
nd then ; and there are such a lot of 
lings I should like to do with the car,* o 
only I was allowed to.” b 

“Dash it all,” I expostulated, “it’s ii 
Dur car.” 

Charles groaned. “ I am not so sure fl 
30ut that.” 

I was duly presented to Mr. Fitz- d 
jrald (we are sure that must be the ol 
lauSeur's real name ; at any rate he tc 
serves it) ; I talked to Mr. Fitzgerald ; o( 
passed on to him all the curious w 
formation about the Otto Cycle ai 
bich I had that very morning gleaned w 
)m a sample of the New Dictionary 
Omniscience, very timely sent me by in 
ly of advertisement. More especially o\ 
listened to him intefiigently, and as ac 
result I won’t say, I told Mr. se 
czgerald, but Mr. Fitzgerald and I Si 
r^, to run the oar to Virginia Water. 
Charles was astounded at my success rei 
rived at our destination, he actually an 
jjunceived the bold idea of not going no 
back at once. To obtain Mr. Fitz- 
gerald’s further acquiescence it was Si] 
uocessary for me to do some more ov. 
listening. 

I “ My engines.” he said egotistically 
aresix cyhnder; my horse power 35 oaf 

to 40. I reckon I could get sixty miles “b 

an hour out of my car as easy as no Ne 
matter, and the stroke of my piston to 
is . . . but I cannot repeat it. We a i 
went through the whole thing detaU for 


■ed, by detail, and mi»-access of enthusiasm' ■ 
^ of I insisted upon going inside, 
ick “And that is an excellent rug,” I 
gin concluded. “ What about that ? ” 

^ou “ It is Mr. Danks’ rug,” he replied, 

losing interest. Nevertheless we were 
tor allowed to stay to lunch. 

After . lunch, Mr. Fitzgerald .was 
)ur almost affable, and Charles conceived 

the impudent plan of going on further 
to for tea. It was left to me again to 
to obtain accommodation, and for this 

purpose I led Mr. Fitzgerald into a 
I comparison of his present car with 
nt others of his experience. I might have 
Id succeeded but for my mistake in letting 
a Charles, the mere owner, be present at 
id the interview. 

“ Yes,” Mr. Fitzgerald was saying, 

X- “I prefer my good old Stepney wheel 
bo to those detachable things. • I once had 

02 occasion to use one of them, and it, 

)r very nearly came off as vre were 
l; travelling.” . . 

I “ And what matter if it had ? ” asked 
d Charles, expanding inopportunely into 
e frivolity, “there would still have been 
1 , three wheels, enough for any reason- 
L- able man, to proceed upon.” 

Q Mr. Fitzgerald packed us inside the 
e limousine, wound up the engine 
p hurriedly, and shot us back towards • 
g London in disgust. 

^ 

f Just past Shepherd’s Bush Mr. Fitz- 
',* gerald met an equal. The equal was 
bold even for a policeman. He stood 

3 in the middle of the road and stopped 
Mr, Fitzgerald in the midst of his angry 

3 ffight. 'He was almost at once joined 
by a gentleman in a bowler hat, who 
• claimed to have no intimate knowled^^e 
> of the inwards of a car, but professed 
i to know all about speed. On this 
occasion he appeared to be particularly 
well informed. He opened the door 
and proceeded to discuss the matter 
with us. 

^ Pardon me, Sir,” he said, address- 
ing me, “ but your car has been timed 
over a measured half-mile, and has 
achieved the distance in forty-five 
seconds. Forty miles an hour, I think 
Sir.” ’ 

“ Very possibly you are right,” I 
replied; “I am no mathematician I 
am also ashamed to confess that I am 
not a motor-car owner.” 

He toned to Charles. Pardon me, 
bir, but your car has been timed 
over a measured half-mile, and has 
achieved. ...” 

Charles hdd up his hand, depre- 
tomg. “It is a sad story,” he said 

Nw* repetition! 

NeTCrtheless,” he concluded, pointing 
to Mr. Fitzgerald. “ I think that he haf * 
a right to hear it. I am. credibly in- 
formed that this is his car.” ^ , 
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OUR BOOK|INfG-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

I SUSPECT that Mrs. Hugh Feaser is responsible for the 
plot of The^ Satajizst (Hutchinson), Mr. J, I. Stahlmann 
for the curious information, and Providence for the very 
happy combination of the two. Yolanda Schiavone had 
dabbled, with excuse, in the Black Mass in her past, and 
was not by any means quit of that heresy when her Paolo 
took her^ to wife. I am so lost in admiration for the 
constractive ingenuity which made Paolo's (and so the 
reader's) gradual introduction to the existence of Satanism 
an essential to the ensuing nemesis that, with one qualm, 
I forgive the slight impobability common to most stories 
vrhicli hinge on a guilty secret persistently kept. The 
virtue of candour might not be enough, but common pru- 
^nce should have been more than enough to induce 
Y<mnda to make a clean, early and spontaneous breast of 
what she knew must come out sooner or later. This fault 
noted, I thank her for not doing so, and thereby providing 
for us a most thrilling melodrama of the better and more 
reasonable class. Non constat that this is a book for 
promiscuous reading’; there may be among the weaker 
brethren some who will imbibe too voraciously the curious 
information and fail to appreciate the deadly criticism 
levelled at the vile thing. But for that the joint authors 
cannot be blamed; their logic is as irresistible as their' 
demonstration is complete. In postscript, it is to be re- 
marked that the gentleman who first invented “electric 
torches" has conferred a boon upon the writers of modern 
adventure, for which they should be eternally grateful 


^ Essay is the easiest thing in literature to do ^ 

badly. Like the celebrated infant, when they are good they 
are very, very good, and when they are bad they are— slush. ‘ 
ihat is why my heart goes out in adirdrihg sympathy to 
any author who has nowadays the courage to adventure a 
volume of such. Mr. H. B. Marriott Watson is the latest • 
stout-heart, with a book called, for some reason that I 
cant quite fathom, Coiich Fires and Primrose Ways 
(ilEGAN Paul). It contains a heterogeneous collection of 
papers, ranging in topic from “ Peath " to “ The American 
Woman ’’ and from “ Stevenson " to “ Midwinter," upon all 
of which Mr. Marriott Watson has something pleasant, 
If not always very original or illuminating, to say. The 
book talks, in short, as any agreeable and well-educated 
companion might talk to'one over the evening fire. Which 
really is just what such a volume should do. The only ' 
drawback to the interview is that it must necessarily be 
^e-sided. Thus I should certainly have interrupted Mr, 
Watson s iRmbling monologue on the memorable person- 
ages of B. L. S. with a reminder about Michael Finsbury, 
jWho, in my own taste, should always head such a list, 
ihe author appears to have forgotten him. Still, I enjoyed 
nstening. And his remarks upon “The Native English* 
Drama’ contain a protest against the modern worship of 
the unities, a thing that has been waiting for some tinw to 
be said, and he has said it well. 


Tradition dies hard. Americans have a fixed idea that 
all Bnghshmen mismanage their aitches. I have seen, in ’ 
a^New York comic paper, a picture supposed to represent ' 
His Majesty King George the Fifth with a balloon'- »<goh-‘* ’ 



126 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. [Fbbbuaey u, 1912. 


Encrlaml i “outh. In nes5, tsnded perhaps to warp (“emhitter” is certainly loo 

^ be that all Amencan girls sti-ong a word) an already eiTafic and unbalanced nature. 

T ^vo ^ ^ members of a Broadway chorus. But it is completely disarming to read— “I have more 
Lodd iml^L' that® eSeS-. enters of fiction ' smallness in me than you suspect. How could it be other- 

SSs 3 wiS^t deportnjent wise! If a man lives" like a rat for twenty or twenty-five 

Sue nf r«.S® something of the disposition 

S Woes by MAaouEBiTB peculiar to house rodents, mustn’t he? ’’-and it makes 

fath». Presumablv ^ a vvealthy you love the man. Like Stevenson, he belonged to that 

education 'Rni- «Vi o’ + It ’' had raeeiyod a tolerable rare brotherhood of letters whose members weave a curi- 
iws ’’■ sh?“<oS^^o?' fb!f way She ous strand of intimacy into their communion with their 

cute® ’and wb^Bbp 0°e strange blot this volume has-a frontispiece, 

dSmoAdp to fboi r F®® ^produced, I take it, from the work of some ultra-pro- 

di^onds to the leading ady, saying, “Put them on; theygmssive “photographic artist of Tokyo ” MirTHBYnN 
are for you!” She is, m fact, that mixture of- kittenish f Setsu I&isumi”) sits impasdve in her n?ctme!oue 

the. attire m the most lamentable^of worsted tasse^led chairs, 
soT C^f I fo?d of the baser magazine; while Heaen, in an implacably Occidental black loungi 

S did not M r*’ on pillar, as they do the' thing at 

fKsif * oV.^ firat si^jbt he came to the conclusion ' Southend. Enough to make the ghosts of Hokusai and 

r»r hi ■““»> h. h»i 5 iheh ,i»do IS, 1 

company certainly had 
a wonderful effect on 
his character, We*find 
him in chapter -one 
trimming a hat for the 
hat-shop of which he is 
the proprietor/ He-also 
sings soprano and con- 
fesses to a weak heart. 

Yet, hardly has Lavie 
come into his life before 
he is felling assassins 
'VW’ith tlie best of them. 

Wonderful fellows, 
heroes. There ’s no 
•keeping them under. 

Their appearance may 
he., misleading ; they 
.may trim hats and sing 
soprano, but just as 
the assassin is saying, ^ 

“ Look at this weak, 
pop-eyed, pasty-faced, 
adynamic wreck ; let *s ’ 
have sport with him,*’ | 
out flashes that ap- 



parently flaccid left arm, and, biff! the assassin has got 
it right betw^n the eyes. It *s a dog’s life, the assassin’s, 
especially when an American heiress is stimulatiQ<^ the 
hero s weak heart. ° 


Lafcadio Hearn : his Life and Wqi% by Nina Kennard 
(Lvbleigh Nash), is welcome, not merely on account of 
the tenderly-charming letters to his unseen half-sister 
Mrs. a^tkinson, which are the immediate justification 
of the book, but for the detached yet not uuaffectionate 
attitude which is preseiwed throughout by the biographer. 
It is an unpretentious piece of work, with certain heavy 
touches m tlie treatment of narrative and dialogue, and I 
a sense of proportion none too acute; but it has the 
charm of all naave and discursive biography. Doubtless 
the esoteic Hearnite wiU not be so well satisfied as one 
outside th^ borders of a distinguished and considerable 
fellowship who dares to think that this strange hybrid 
genius was never quite big enough to carry the handicap 
of Jus eccentricities and wayward prejudices. The hard 
hght he had to make to come so tardily, indeed all but 
posthumously, by his own—a fight render^ aU the more 
aiiQcult by personal defects and consequent hypersensitive- 


Lovers of the- coun- 
try, and especially of the 
West -country, are ac- 
customed to sit at the 
, feet of “ M.E. Er.4nci's/’ 
and Honesty (Hoddeit 
and Stoughton) will 
not- help them to aban- 
don the- habit: I, at 
any rate, can vouch for 
the fact thit the at- 
mosphere of this story 
banished the gloom of 
a most dreary day. The 
author reproduces the 
charm of the country 
spontaneously, she 
never- forces the-note, 
she- does not strive after 
great effects. But the 
effects are here, because 
intimacy and a -sense 
of style are here. With 
the tale- itself I was 
not deeply intrigued ; 

, ^ . nevertheless, the com- 

monplace troubles of Zachiry (who lived in a van) win 
sympathy p^ttyfrom their setting, and partly becaurothe 
fraofaous pair (he and his wife) do not prattle about their 
troubles, but are shown to feel them intenselv. Heartv 
hisses are reserved for the villain with his “ blond, florid 
way and “hard ^d cold eyes a potentate in villaindom. 
i have ^ded up her hst and find that this is Mrs. Blun- 
DEi^ s t wenlr^fet work. On such an auspicious occasion I 
venture to wish both her andHoraA?*./ i-me 


OAF ^preaching such a long sennon, that <melm 

TOU^re wemso ur when 


Had I desired— which I do not 

To raise that Mid- Victorian wraith, 
Tlie Love-in-spite-of-Father plot, 

I d not have gone to Mr. Snaith, 

And yet by him the thing is done : 

The Principal (he calls it) Girl— 

The rich athletic eldest son 
Wedding the low-born priceless pearl. 

Some points, of course, it does not lack : 

Irony, wit. Yet neither these 
Not Methuen’s name upon the back 
Can cloke its mild vacuities. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Wb understand that tlie real truth 
about Lord Haldantb, which has not 
yet been stated, is as follows. It is a 
fact that the Kaiser invited him to 
Berlin to discuss 'University affairs. 
His Majesty was anxious to know who 
was likely to win the Boat Race. 
The conversation led, not unnaturally, 
from racing craft to larger vessels, and 
so it ultimately came about that navies 
were discussed. 

*** 

Her Majesty the Queen,” we read, 
**has been pleased to accept a copy of 

* Chinese Porcelain and 

Hard Stones,*” If Mr. 

Churchilii had persisted in 
his ^original plan a some- 
what similar •presentation 
was to have been made to 
him at Belfast. 

The rumour that Mr. 
Ham^erstein is going in 
purely for Comic Opera has 
no foundation. It seems to 
have arisen from the nature 
of some of Mr, Lloyd 
George’s remarks wlisn 
appearing on the great im- . 
presario’s stage, ‘ ^ 

“ M.iLEDICTIONS ON 

Doctors ** 

was the title given by a 
contemporary to its de- — t'u/j/ 

scription of Mr, Lloyd '{fil/ 

George’s- speech at the • 
London Opera House. CT/W 

Look out for 

Eemaledictions on 
Ministers 

at the forthcoming suffrage ^ — 
meeting. 


Some idea of how the competition 
of the monkeys — ^referred to in this 
column last w^k — ^is making itself felt 
on the music-hall stage may be obtained 
from the fact that at the Alhambra a 
human artiste— one of the Nathal Trio 
—has found it necessary to disguise 
himself as a mc::ikey. 

We cannot help thinking that some 
of our contemporaries have been 
making too much of Lord Aaipthill’s 
remarks to a German interviewer on 
the subject of the British Press. It is I 
stupid to make a mountain out of an i 
Ampthill. I 


sweets, and slabs of cake. It was 
pi-etty of them to think of their little 
ones at home. ^ 

s?'*' 

An Austrian gentleman, Mjspress 
tells us, has taken out a patent for a 
discovery whereby new cheese can be 
given all the qualities which jiertain to 
old cheese. This seems to point to a 
successful experiment in colonisation. 


The appointment of Mr, 

E. A. BENDALL.to be joint - 

Examiner of Plays with Mr. Charles 
Brookfield caused no little surprise 
in the theatrical world, where it was 
expected that Mr, Haw trey, who is 
producing Mr. Brookfield’s Dear Old \ 
Charlie^ would have had the post. 

The freak dinner at a Tottenham 
Court Poad hotel on Saturday night 
was held by the membei*sof the Studio 
Irish Literary 
Club." This correction, we cannot help 
thinking, came from the Irish Literary 
Club and not from the Studio Club. 

The^ Postmaster-General states 
that his decision to remove the tele- 
phone fadfeo^ from . Nottingham to 
.Birmingham is irrevocable. Herefuses 
[ to tie himself up in Notts, 

VOt. CXUL 


CRUEL SPORTS OF THE PAST. 
Breaking the CAinet’s Back. 


Twenty men named Solomon were 
summoned on a jury at Whitechapel 
County Court the other day, A further 
coincidence was the fact that— accord- 
ing to our information— they were all 
of Jewish extraction. 

'*• 

Beading that divers at work at 
Cowes had found the ram of the cruiser 
Eaiokc^ weighing several tons, a dear 
old lady rem^ked that slie‘ did not 
know that ships as well as regiments 
had pets. . 

Burglars who broke into a con- 
fectioner’s shop at ‘ Newport, Isle of 
Wight, last week, carried off not only 
a number of bottles of whiskey and gin, 
and the contents of a patent till, but 
[ also a quantity of chocolates and other 


's . Theatre managers in Vienna are 
n considering a proposal to bar the 
is matinee hat even in boxes. But if it 
n is brought in a box it can’t do much 
barm. 

: "How to write for the 

Papers ’’ is the title of a 
little volume which we see 
advertised. Surely there is 
no better formula than the 
following Dear Sir,— 
Please send me 100 copies ' 
of FuncJi each week." i 

L.ATER. — Tlie truth about 
Lord Haldane is gradually 
leaking out. Our informa- 
tion is to the effect that, 
upon reaching this side of 
the Channel, our War Min- 
jSjS ister was noticed suddenly 

to look very thoughtful. 

” There now 1 ” he mur- 
mured, knew I had for- 
gotten something. , . That 
University Commission I 
went over about,” 

Scotch Disestablishment. 

^ , "Following a free kirk, taken 

— by England’s full back, thcie was 

-51^ an exciting scramble near the 

■ ■ Irish posts.”— 

"llaiiy old Bedfoidians will 
rememhci* the mother of Mra. 
K— who died in 1883, and 
w^intericd in Bedfoid Cemetery. 
While a schoolgirl in Paris she had 

j the strange exjieiicnce of canving 

; secret dep>atche^ bringing to England the &-st 
ne^^s ot the escape of Napoleon from Melba.” 

I He^ordikue Stmidanh 


Perhaps he didn’t like music. 

^ appallingly intricate 

galluuatifi'y of luxurious insanities which is 
necessary to satisfy the morbid craving of the 
modern slave of fashion.”— Zojidon Optnion, 

But, as one can’t keep on saying that, 
one calls it quite simply " dress.” 

** Ke was quite sura tliat Sjdnicalism was 
the la&t word in Socialist lunacy.” 

Camorid^e 

j He is wrong ; we can think of another 
word. Sydniwebbicalism. 

I Commercial Candour. . 

I " Lawn Sand. — ^l^troys Weeds or Lawns.” 

\ Add, ifi ^^Amuxtewr Gard&iiUigJ* 



m 


OF PARLIAMENTARY REPORTS. 

t I'ox the clay when Cupid’s darts 
Aie timed, by old and hallowed custom, 
do perforate the roelciesfc hearts 
And to his gentler ends adjust ’em; — 

I pon the day of Vuleutine’s rotation 
dhsy inet together and the row began 
dor which the various I)rawlers charge the nation 
*400 jier un.i. 

^leneeforth till crops are ripo 
Ihe Press will give them full recital 
smaller type 

Topics that count as far more vital— 

Thmg.y:.liat we want to kno^Y particuhirlv : 

*1 ®®C) 0 KFIELD cut the knot ? 

lU d^- old Ch^ib buck at Dear Old Charlie, 

Or find It harmless rot ? 

liicfc oiu* thanks we owe 
That some erents which realh- matter 
Oecupd in time to get tlieir show 
Jiefora the House began to ohattoc 

Hoccias and the ashes ; 
\v 6 d lead the rout of Hqudekk’s googlv lobs * 

And now no editor s blue pencikslashes 
Can prune the praise of Hobbs. 

But those who deal in Culture's news 
JSo more we fiee to go and spill pots 
Uf precious mk on aiithoi’s’ views 
louching the art of Edex PhiIiLpotts ; 

best Society divorces 
Must not usurp the acre (such it seems) 

EoseiTM for what each Parliamentary bore says- 
Iteams of it, reams and roams/ 

What have we done, I wish to ask, 

\\ hat sin that calls for castigatins, 

Tliat we must read, for daily Wk, 

X' * debating ? 

that 1 do It; surely no sane creature 
\N ithm that waste of dismal A-erbiage delves; 

II lose Mh- take it for a newsv feature 
\\ bo spoke the stuff tliemselves. 
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PERVERTED PUPILS. 

The astonishing discovery made by Mr. Gut Eiivikgstonb 

Secretary to the Chelsea Golf School', that it is not necessary 1 
to keep one’s eye on the ball, has thrown the golfing world 
into the Avildest eommotiou, and, like most of his contem- 
poraries, 3/r. Pwuf/i is being inundated with correspondence 
on the subject. Fi-om a perfect cataract of interesting 
communications wc strain off the following 

D^k Sib,— -I am a hearty supporter of Mr. Gut LrmrG- 
STOKE s scientific theory, so far as tee-shots and long play 
generally are concerned. Since it is the object of the 
player to get the ball away with the greatest possible speed 
and with the best trajectoiy, . it is obvious that any down- 
ward external pressure upon it at the time of starting is 
deleterious. The aerial vilwations set up by the retina 
Avhen glued on the sphere naturally retard its speed at the 
moment of impact, and largely counteract the top spin 
so essential to a good drive. Yours faithfully, 

P. A. Tailb. 

Beau Mb. Puxch,— -I am neither a long nor a straight 
^ obliged to enter my humble protest 
agamst Mr. LiyraosTONE’s revplutionary tenets, so far at 
teast as our jolly little course at Foodehy is concerned. 

\\ hat with the amazing intricacy of the “.rough ” on both 
the Wgh price' of nibber, and the dis- 

uvn^ I ^ keep .mv .eye on the 

baJl the whole time, so far as is possible, is th^ only way to 
save myself from financial ruin. Yours faithfully, ^ 

' Minus Thikty, 

Sib.— H iave always found that to keep my eye on 
entailed, by a lateral association of ideas, getting 
a hook on It as well. Yoiu-s truly. 0. Leitch (&). ® 

Dear Sib, — ^Wliicb eye ? ‘ 

Yours, etc., S. K. Wiot,' W estward Ho. 

De.\h Si^— W hich ball ? 

Yours, etc., Heavt Luscheb, Stoke Poges. 


Mv PE-AB Sib, — T here is not the smallest doubt that in i 
ad^essing the golf ball, the head should be held firmly as 

u *^® eti’ciieaference, suitalS 
r ^ ^ ^ases whord the nasal 

oigan IS of & relroime or Aramaic character. The eves dn 

i4S b^.raSr ‘ — I 

,, , Toogood Toby Tbew. 

l«n?L“'“ About the Chelsea Arts Club 

I aed keeping an eye on their Ball 

(T/ies correspondence must now cease— E dxtob.) 

of of the 13tii inst.. in its report in July-to oat I 

of Mr. Lloyd Geoboe's speech, has the foltowing inS i)ocfc."~rft ^ coastructed south of the Soyai 

passagd : — > ® 

|™ F js - 

(Cheers.) That they eoliH aAwciJwC* ^ mnddleheadedness. 

Lmvo h.. m 


I may be uipng ; I often fear 
My country’s vein is not convivial ; 

1 iiat she cleri ves a curious cheer 
From what is deadly dull and trivial- 
If so, I also, like the politician, 

T I «Pi please her taste from time to time • 

et otliers make her laws ; give me permission 
10 ouild her doggrel rhyme. 

5=SSS?!»SSS5 

The position of Ihe Financier seems fairly safe. 


Ti^T— “ ^S) as reported in The SUgo 

dcZat'!S‘tKw&“^^?™ ««»“’noad«tion that cleared the I 
This is not the one, however. 
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THE HIGHER CRITICISM. 
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INTELLIGENT ANTICIPATIONS. 

[Mb. Vaughan Nash’s appointment 
to the Development Commission has 
led a number of minds to the conclusion 
that -this is only a preliminary to dis- 
solution. Some days before the an- 
nouncement of this promotion for the 
Pbime Ministeb^s Private Secretary, 
the statement that Mr. Llovd George 
had bought a bouse at Putney had led 
to an expectation of the Government’s 
resignation.] 

The rumour that Mr. Bonar Law 
has begun a study of Bergson and is 
in negotiation with the Editor of The 
Hibbert for an article on that most 
fascinating of modem philosophers has 
led to reports that the right hon. 
gentleman is already weary of leader- 
ship, and is about to follow lir. Baufoub 
into retirement. 

A confirmation of the sanguine hopes 
of Home Eulers is to be found in the 
statement that, on his recent visit to 


Belfast, Mr, Churchill was induced to 
sign on for the Celtic E.G. 

That the Insurance Bill will not be 
amended out of all recognition is indi- 
cated by the rumour that during the 
past few days Mr. Llotd George and 
Mr, Masterman, who had secretly 
been undergoing the full medical course 
m anticipation of difficulties with the 
doctors, have taken a house in Harley 
Street and are now only waiting for the 
engraving of their brass plate to tako 
possession of the premises. 

If the statement be true that im- 
portant communications in cypher 
have been passing between Downing 
Street and Melbourne, there seems 
ground for the suggestion that it should 
be coupled with the fact that the post 
of Lord Privy Seal is to be held, for 
the present, by the Secretary fob 
India, Whether, however, on return- 
ing to England, Mr. Douglas will care 
to relieve Lord Crewe of his added 
responsibility, remains to be seen. 


If Mr. Ramsay Macdonald defeats 
the Government, as he threatened to 
do in the event of the Suffrage Bill not 
being of a universal character, it will 
not be in order to put the Conseiwatives 
in. Light, at any rate, would seem to 
thrown on the Labour Party's inteu- ; 
tions by the report that Mr. Will ' 
Crooks is taking lessons in the French ; 
language and trying the effect of a I 
broad blue riband fastened obliquely | 
across the chest. ! 


Th.e Age of Specialisation. 

From a catalogue: — 

‘'Tliis small tent is specially made to in'^et 
the requireniLiits of Officers proceeding on aer^'ije 
wherc tents ai‘e not allowed to he taken.” 

‘'\Vc di'ew attention to the residts which he 
achieved when they vk erepublished in The Iiidian 
Medic(d JmmwK Briefly, they are t^at the 
lepra pai-asite is not an acid-fast bacUh’s belong- 
ing to the fission fungi, but that it is a pleo- 
morphic streptothrix. This constitutes a very 
great advance in our knowledge," 

. _ , Times of India. 

Anyhow, in ours. 



132 


PUX OH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Febsuab^ 21, 1912. 


THE GUARDING OF EDEN 

Mb. Edejj Philupotts, having 
written a play which that popular 
functionary, the Lord Chamberlain, 
refused to pass in its entirety, a number 
of Mr. Phillpotts’s fellow authors have 
written to the papers expressing their 
intention of performing it free, so that 
the public may judge for tliemselves of 
the Lord Chamberlain’s wisdom. An 
excellent idea ; and it is 
to be hoped that the 
passages which caused 
the refusal of the licence 
will be underlined in 
some way, to make the 
public understanding of 
the situation the more 
complete. They might 
perhaps be prefaced by 
[ an orchestral crash of 
warning. Meanwhile, 
when next a body of dis- 
tinguished authors sends 
a letter to the press, 
perhaps they will write 
it in piquant individual 
sentences rather than 
with the composite pen 
of comparative dulness, 

I especially when the 
writers include such 
popular names as Mr. 

Barrie, Sir A. Conan 
Dovlb, Mr. John Gals- 
worthy, Mr. Anthony 
Hope, Mr. Hewlett, 

Mr. Henry James, Mr. 

Jerome K. Jerome, Mr, 

G. B. Shaw, Mr. H. 

G. "Wells and Mr, 

Zangwill. 


Mr. Henry James • 

Or, to put it in another way, what- 
ever scheme of correlated and reticulated 
values, moving in their divers planes, 
the author, with due apportionment of 
his energies, may have beautifully en- 
visaged and subtly translated in terms 
of architectonic finality, cannot, if the 
matter be dispassionately contemplated, 
amount to, figuratively speaking, a row 
of pins. But that our young gentle- 


,Jl 








arrogation of power that we object 
to. Similarly, if in the night, any 
one of us — ^vastly inferior to, or, at any 
rate, different as we may be from, Mr. 
Phillpotts — should chance to throw a 
boot at a eat, it would not be the cat 
that we wished to criticise, but the 
scheme^ of things which had provided 
cats with a genius for nocturnal dis- 
cord. Nor would the cat have reason 
for resentment. 

Mr. Jeroxe K. Jerome: 

So this 'B what we’re 
going to do‘, we other au- 
thors. We're going to 
give free performances of 
Phillpotts's stuff and 
issue an invite to the 
world at large. 

Mr. John Masefield : 

And should the Censor 
ever be 

As useful as a farmer 
— ^he I — 

And play us still such 
dirty tricks, 

W e * d- well burn 

his ricks. 

Mr. Alfred Noyes : — 
IAs a noise annoys an 
oyster and his placid 
calm alloys, 

iSo the Censor in his 
cloister shall be terri- 
fied by Noyes. 


Mr. Archer would of 
I course b^n:— 

Deer Ser,— Our old 
and esteemd frend the 
Sensor haz been at it 
again. It is eesi enuif to 
reform orthografi, but to 
reform the Sensor is 
anuther pare of shoos. 

I Still justiss must be 

I dun tho the hevens fawl. 

Then Mr. Barrie : — 

Clearly the man has no mother or he 
could not be so heedless; but, be that 
M it may, this puir Devonshire body 
has been roughly handled. 

Mr. Hewlett: 

the plot, a murrain on it. 
That s nought. Tlie crux is this: 
Should men of genius— or approxi- 
mately so— be censored by a jack-in- 
o&ce? There’s the rub. Dramatic 
art s the lady ; po wanton she. 


// 


Lastly, Mr. Shaw:-- 
The'pleasure of defend- 
ing Mr. Eden Phill- 
potts is a pure luxury 
to me, because I am 
entirely out of sympathy 
with his choice of sub- 
jects, his scenery and 
his treatment of women. 
I dislike country folk, I 
hate Dartmoor, which is 
one of the worst places 
So YOU WON’T GIVE MB A CSABACIER deup ^^^t I knOW 

of, Devonshire cream 
always disagrees with 
.u u i Devonshire was 

ine nome of those buccaneering male- 
factois who invented Imp^lism, 
despoiled the courteous Spaniards 
md were the i^iritual progenitors of 
Ehodes and Kipling. Th^ Phill- 
potts s women are strong, masculine, 
meat-eatmg viragoes. But all these 


lU-Sermnf, 

“you— YOU Zady/ 

Vonijf. »Yop*eb kot, are you, Motiier!” 


man from Devonshire, who so beau- 
tifuliy, in repeated romances, has 
depicted, with admirable reiteration 
the unmding misery of mankind, should 
to subject, at this stage of his pros- 


n — — w wwMigo wj. ulo pros- 
perous career, to the illiterate regulation 
of official pedantry, this is a point on 
which, with all the involutions and 

Mr. Galsworthy;— 

But it must be understood that we 
have no quarrel with the Lohd Cham- 
bbrlain as an individual. It is his 


grounds of antipathy are as nothing 
compared with the fact that his play 
,nas be^ banned and therefore must bo 
moral, instructive and salutary. If Mr 
Beoo^ld vvould have the sense to 

hould be the first to load a crusade in 
Its favour. . 



JDoId Sportsman , ‘‘Is xueks a jiuxu the oxhee side of that hedge, dot?” 

Bold Sporis^TMiti. “Pcll ixlvt hurdle away, T^x^•, astd m’’s hate a crx at it 


^ YA'J. •••’XoA, $: 


WITH ANY LUCK- 

and sliglitl^y larger, answer to tlie lad/ wlio asked three 

^ south, whctiier the author was 

atu-e she was all right for Oharing Ctossr] 

Because of that old error made by Adam ’ 

There- is no certainty in human life; 

Changes and chances come to us, dear madam. 

Suddenly, ere a man can call out “ Knife 1 ” ’ 

Earthquakes, for instance. It has not escaped von 
That, wearied now and then with folly’s load," 

The world appears to think a kind of gape due 
One might occur at Tottenham Court Hoad/ 

OrGoodge Street, let us rather say at Goodge Street, 

\\ here things so seldom happen. Earth, I say. 

Might open to the Stygian halls a huge street, 

A speedier route than ours and less to pay. 

Then the young man in front, who drives the engine. 

May have some rival for his lady fair " | 

H^e in. the blooming. train, and seek revenge in 
Bashing iis all to bits at Leicester Square, 

You know what love is ; if liis brakes and levers 
Have any power at all to wreck the show 

^ e may be rid for ever of life’s feveis 
And jerked, in half a jiflF, to Jericho. 

Sewers again: beneath a town so pompous, 

So swathed in luxuries, what pipes, what vats ! 

And one of these might spring a leak and swamp U 3 

A strange drear death ; or are you fond of rats ? 

Man is a butterfly, a mere papilio. 

And on the knees of the Olympian gods 

It lies to send him suddenly to billy-oh, 

Or keep him safe; and who can judge the odds? 


Therefore I cannot say (I, too, am mortal, 

Although the Muses’ child) what chance you stand 

Of breathing the fresh air about the portal 
In Villiers Street, or did you want the Strand ? 

It may be, when you set at stark defiance 
The sister Fates, and plunged in realms like these, 

They doomed you nevermore to see the lions 
That skirt Lord Nelson, nor the A. B. C.'s. 

But, putting risks aside, I ’d have you notice 

the schedules, wreath on wreath-, 

>V ith darts, designed to pierce rhinocerotes, 

Showing you how from Hampstead’s swarthy heath, 

Ay. and beyond it, from the Green ,o| Golder, - 
Unswervingly these trains are due to run 

Slick to their terminus, till time shall moulder 
And the moon wane and darkling grow the sun. 

Look at these well, dear lady, and be certain. 

So far as earthly clerk or railroad boss 

May lift with trembling hand the future’s' curfain, 

This train will straggle through to Charing Cross. 

_ ' Evoe. 

From a letter in Tfie Mirror : — 

Th© ©orthoiuik©©, aad other terrible tbitrge referred to bv 

voor correspondent are best c.'cpluuicil by the liynothesis that limitation 
j lias Its analogue in tLe nature (»f the ultimate reality.'* 

Lloyd Geosge seems an easier explanation. 

“Hollands WM frequently proiiiincut in tUe rnsbes, bis face being veir 

—Sniiol S^io.ts Til, 1(1. ‘o'“J 

This reminds us somehow of the finding of Moses, though 
others, of coiTOe, have iiad faces that have been of some 
■UFTe, 
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STORIES OF SUCCESSFUL LIVES. 

IV. — The Civil Servant's. 

Ir was three o’clock, and the 
afternoon sun reddened the western 
windows of one of the busiest of 
Government ofiiees. In an airy room on 
the third j3[oor Bichard Dale was 
batting. Standing in front of the coal- 
box with the tire-shovel in Iiis hands 
he was a model of the strenuous young 
Englishman; and as for the third time 
he turned the Government india-rubber 
neatly in the direction of square-leg 
and so completed iiis fifty the bowler 
could hardly repress a sigh of en- 
vious admiration. Even the reserved 
llatthews, who was too old for cricket, 
looked up a moment from Iiis putting 
and said, ** Well played, Dick ! ** 

The fourth occupant of the room was 
busy at his desk, as if to give the lie 
to tlie thouglitless accusation that the 
Civil Service cultivates the body at the 
expense of the mind. The eager shouts 
of the players seemed to annoy him, 
for he frowned and bit his pen, or else 
iiassed Iiis fingers restlessly through 
Jiis hair, 

“ How the dickens you expect any- 
one to think in this confounded noise,’' 
he cried suddenly. 

** Wliat ’s the matter, Ashby ? ” 

“ You're the matter. How am I going 
to get these vemes done for T/ie Evminq 
Surprise if you make Such a row ? 
Why don't you go out to tea ? ” 

Good idea. Come on, Dale. You 
coming, Matthews ? " They went out, 
leaving the room to Ashby. i 

In his youth Harold Ashby liad 
oftou been told by Lis relations that 
he had a literary bent. His lettera 
home from school rvere generally pro- 
nounced to be good enough for Puwh 
and some of them, together with a 
certiacate of character from his Vicar, 
were actually sent to that paper. But 
as he grew up he realised that his 
gemaewas better fitted for work of a 
more.solid character. His post in the 
Cml Service gave him full leisure for 
hi3 Adam: Fragment, his Historu of 
Microscope, and his Studies inEural 
Umpanologg, and yet left him ample 
time in whicli to contribute to the 
journalism of the day. 

The poem he was now finishing for 
The Bmwig Surprise was his first 
contnbution to that paper, but be had 
httle doubt that it would be accepted. 

It was ^lled quite simply, “Love and 
Death, and it b%au like this : 

Love! 

0 love ! 

(All other tilings above). 

Why, 

0 why. 

Am I afraid to die? 


There were six more lines which I 
have forgotten, but I suppose they 
gave the reason for this absurd 
diffidence. 

Having written the poem out neatly, 
Harold put it in an envelope and took 
it round to The Evening Surprise, The 
strain of composition had left him 
rather weak, 'and he decided to ^ivej 
his brain a rest for the next few days. 
So it liappened that he was at the 
wickets on, -the following Wednesday 
afternoon when the commissionaire 
brought him in the historic letter. He 
opened it hastily, the shovel under his 
arm.' . 

Dear Sir,'' wrote the editor of The 
Surprise^ ** will you come round and 
see me as soon as convenient ? " 

Harold lost no time. Explaining 
that lie would finish his innings later, 
he put his coat on, took his hat and 
stick, and dashed out. 

How do you do ? " said the editor. 

“ I wanted to talk to you about j^our 
work. "We all liked your little poem 
very much. It will be coming out 
to-morrow.” 

“ Tliiu*sday,” said Harold helpfully. 

** I was wondering whether we 
couldn’t get you to join our staff. 
Does the idea of doing Aunt Miriam's 
Cosy Comer in our afternoon edition 
appeal to you at all ? ” 

No,” said Harold. “ Not a bit.” 

** Ah, that 's a pity,” He tapped 
his desk, thoughtfully. « Well then, 
how would you like to be a war 
coiTespondent ? 

“Very much,” said Harold. I was 
considered to write rather good letters 
home from school.” 

” Splendid ! There 's this little war 
m Mexico, When can you start ? All 
expenses and fifty pounds a week. 
You 're not very busy at the office, I 
suppose, just now ? ” 

“ I could get sick leave easily 
enough,” said Harold, “if it wasn’t for 
more than eight or nine months.” 

“ Do; that will be excellent. Here's 
a blank cheque for your outfit, ' Can 
you get off to-morrow ? But I suppose 
you '11 have one or two things to finish 
up at the office first?” 

“ Well, ' said Harold cautiously, ** I 
in, and I’d made ninety-six. But 
if I go back aud finish my innings now, 
and then have to-morrow for buying 
thmgs, I could get off on Friday.” 

“ Good,” said the editor. “ Well 
here 's luck. Come back alive if you 
ca^ and if you do we shan’t forget you.” 

Harold spent the next day buying 
a war correspondent’s outfit the 
the ti-avelling bath, the putties, 
jae pith helmet, the quinine, the sleep- 
mg-bag, and^ the thousand-and-one 
otner necessities of active service. On 


the Friday his colleagues at the office 
came down in a body to Southampton to 
see him off. Little did they think that 
nearly a year would elapse before he 
again set foot upon England. 

I shall not describe all his famous 
coitps in Mexico. Sufficient to say that 
experience taught him quickly all tliat 
he had need to leam ; and that whereas 
he was more than a week late with Iiis 
cabjed account of the first engagement 
of the war he vras frequently more than 
a week early afterwards. Indeed the 
battle of Parson’s Nose, so realistically 
described in his last telegram, is still 
waiting to be fought. It is to be hoped 
that it will be in time for his aptly- 
named book, With the Mexicans * in 
Mexico, which is coming out next 
month. 

On his return to England Harold 
found that time had wrought ma^iy 
changes. To begin with, the Editor of 
The Evening Surprise had passedon 
to The Morning Exclamation. 

“You had better take bis place,” said 
the ducal proprietor to Harold. ! 

“Eight,” said Harold. “I suppose 
I shall have to resign my post at the 
office?” , 

“ Just as you like. I don’t see why 
you should.” 

“I should miss the cricket,” ^id 
Harold wistfully, “aud the salary. 

I ’ll go round and see what I can ! 
arrange.” .• j 

But there were also changes at tlie ' 
office. Harold had been rising steadily 
in salary and seniority during *his 
absence, and he found to his delight 
that he was now a Principal ClSk. 
He found too that he had acquired 
quite a reputation in the office Ifor 
quickness and efficiency in his new 
work. . . 

^ The first thing to arrange about was 
his holiday. He had had no holiday 
for more than a year, and there Were 
some eight weeks owing to him. 

“ Hullo,” said the Assistant Secre- 
tary as Harold came in,. “ ’you 're looking 
well. I suppose you mansige to ‘get 
away for the week-ends ? ” 

I \e been away on sick leave for 
some time,” said Harold pathetically. 

“Have you? You've kept it very 
secret. Come out and have mneh with 
m^and we '11 do a matinee afterwards.” 

Harold went out with him happily. 

It would be pleasant to accept the 
editomhip of The Evening Surprise 
without giving up the Governrhental 
work which was so dear to him, and 
the Assistant Secretary's words .’made 
tos possible for. a year or so anyhow, 
xhen, when his absence from the office 
tet began to be noticed, it would be 
time to think of retiring on an adequate 
pension. A. A. M. 
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HOW TO BUY THINGS. 

A Eaieway Ticket. 

Railway tickets can be purchased at 
all prices and, like Cleopatra, they are 
of infinite variety. Each to his taste, 
therefore.^ Those coloured white cost 
most. Keen buyers used to favoui' 
Weston-super-Mare (4/6), Brighton 
(half-a-dollar), and Southend (purely 
nominal sum) ; these prices are now 
out-of-date, to be sure, but there is no 
harm in mentioningjhem. Persons of 
leisure have Ijeen known to buy tickets 
to Folkestone and Herne Bay, It all 
depends on your class of life. The 
worst of buying railway tickets is, you 
have to pay cash for them. Booking- 
clerks are not a bit like tailors in this 
respect; they book nothing. On the 
contrary, they take a sour view of life. 
The compiler of these hints once offered 
a booking-clerk an electric lamp and a 
: recipe for catching rats in exchange for 

shilling ticket. Just a twelve-mile 
ride. What did that booking-clerk do 
He refused to part, and he couched his 
refusal in terms which were the reverse 
of affable. And the writer walked 
home-~twelve miles. On the other 
hand, it sometimes happens that you 
can get a twopenny ticket for a penny 
out of an automatic machine. True, 
this does not happen often; but the 
mere possibility of its occurring adds a 
fresh zest to life. 

A Hat. 

This is obviously a very important 
subject for the shopper's consideration, 
for nearly all of us have to buy a hat 
at some time or other. The people 
who don’t wear hats are people who 
never buy anything— except nuts, and ^ 
fret-saws, and things like that. Buy- * 
ing a hat, therefore; is not a labour of 
love ; it is one of the elemental obliga- 
tions of our human existence. r 

Hatters are notoriously mad, so go t 
armed, and stand no nonsense. If he i 
shows you a green velvet thing with a i 
bow at the back, draw on him at once ; t 
you will have rendered a public service. ^ 
If possible, get. a bat that fits. It is ii 
true that Nature, foreseeing and bounti- 
ful, has provided us with ears in order 
to keep our hats at a suitable elevation ; 
but it is better,' in the long run, to get c 
a hat that will keep up of its own a 
accord. It is quite easy, after all. If 
the hat makes your nose bleed it is too 
small ; if it makes your ears ache it is 
too large. Bear this formula in mind, C 
and you cannot go far wrong. Then ji 
there are women’s hats. The right way s 
to buy a hat, if you are a woman, is to p 
take a friend with you, have a simple a 
lunch, talk it over in the Silence Room, n 
spend the afternoon in trying on, take 
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Futlur {to Mdi’ffei’i/j icJio Juts been ci long tiuie fctvliinj the ■iieicsDapcr), “Wjiev yotj’iue 
I ASKED TO DO AXYTHIXO, ALuiGEBY, YOU SHOULD ALWAYS lilW” * . 

I Margerg, *‘Yes, I will, Daddy; except, op course, I can*t whex my legs ache.*’ 
Fathcf\ ‘'Rubbish ; tour legs keveb ache.” , 

jVargerg {iddigtiaatlg), “Hoo! what’s the use of the word ‘ache’ then?” 


tea, complete purchase of hat, and send 
it back next day if it does not suit. 
Some very Smart Women keep hats 
that they can’t wear two or three 
weeks before sending them back. That 
is what makes female hatters mad. 

A Suit of Clothes. 

Next to a wedding ring, a suit of 
clothes is the most important purchase 
a man can make. You should exercise 
great care, therefore, before taking the 
final plunge, and it is worth while 
to consult some reliable authority. 
Carlyle has written a book on the sub- 
ject which every Man About Town 
should study. The Sunday papers, too, 
publish articles on sartorial matters, 
and should be carefully filed by dressy 
men. If money is no object, go to a 
West-end tailor; it is no object to 


him either, so you will both be satis- 
fied — for a time, at any rate. Another 
way to dress economically is to send a 
postal order to some man who sells 
clothes on the instalment plan. After 
one postal order you can go and live 
in South America. The effect to aim 
at, in matters of dress, is the happy 
medium between untidiness and uiidue 
brilliance. Trousers should always have 
a crease down the front, though it is only 
fair to say that many well-known men 
(Julius OissAR and William Tell, are 
two names that occur to one) have been 
notoriously careless in this respect. 

“POLIOilYELlTIS. 

PLAix Words to devox and corxwall 

AUTHORITIES.” 

That’s only one plain word ; there are 
i worse to come. 
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the ENTHUSIASTS. ! •'‘‘l““^o»ed recklessness nuicn 

i A WEEK has passed since then b,.t.i triumph. 

. I recall ever}' detail as clearly as if ifc L]i exclaimed Peterson, “let’s 

iiu^only happened this mornC 

I Barton had gone out to discover the ' 
score at the close of play and he' vAf+ 
i-eturnod to the office^ 

radt^t than we had expectc<l. I S^tem^f 

“We ve won,” he cried “Wa’v^ 1. steinl} Though not; a dude I 


“I don*fc care if I have to pay Llotd 
GEOR as 4d. a week every day of my 
life.” 

“And I don’t care,” chimed in 
Barton, a glow of sublime renunciation 
on ‘hia features, — “I don’t care now if 
Pauline Chase getsmamed to-morrow.” 

;But it; was left to me, I. think, to 
express adequately* the feelings of us 
all.' I seized a telegraph form and 
wrote as follows : — 

" Asquith, 

Downing Street, 

' ■ London. 

You may now proceed with Home 
Eule, Welsh Disestablishment, and 
Manhood' Suffrage. -I don’t care a 
blow.— Wilkie, Bournemouth. 

It cost me but the occasion 
more than justified it. 


IN AN OLD NDESERY. 

A PRIM old room whke memories stir 
Through faded chintz and wall-paper, 
Like bees along the lavender 
Of SDme dim border ; - 
Bay-wdowed, whence at close of day 
You see the p'osty starlings sway 
High oh the elm-tfee’s topmost spray 
In gossip order. ' * ^ 

In its quaint realm how soon one slips 
^ack to an age of treasure-ships, 

An atmosph^'e of .cowboy- taps 
And boundless prairies , ? . 

^d when the red logs, fret smd fume 
ffhey re lit to-night to air Idie room) 
a-tip-i;oe in the gloom 
• Old nursery fairies. 

Here come dear ghosts to him who 

SAAQ •' « 



VTT. — y*-., »a*yinff please.” 

And sundry hohouralDle sprites 
To whisper those foredone delights 
Of hallowe ens and stocking-nights 
And other mirth-days. 

Its walls are full of musics drawn 
irom tmtteMgs in the eaves at dawn, 

The gravel by the front-door yew 
^d, wind-tossed from the avenue. 
Fugues of first February blue 
And rooks a-cawing. 

have galloped on, 

shone^^'** ‘Canoed, the hours that 
^®-''®oJ™ed their backs on you and 
By ways that harden ; 

and myrrh 

Lilt b sL 

Like bees that haunt the lavender 

Of some walled garden I 






ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

[ (Exteaci-ed from ote Dur.y op Tobt, JLP.) 

House of Commons, Valentine’s Dan 
—So much obW to hlr. Hoqoe. just 
returned for East Edinbrn-gh. bne 
yoiingest Membei-s, he has 
estabhshed precedent which, to certain 
extent, cheei-s Bouneb Law in hk 
lamentations over a shattered Constitu- 
Some men would have been 
upset by embarrassment acoomnanv- 
mg approach to Table to be sworn 
m. As usual, escorted by couple of 

GraLAND, the 
Scottish Whip; on the othei- Lyell. 
ordered ceremony is that 
standing in line at Bar, when r 
SPBApn calls out, “ Membem 
desiring to take their seats will 
please come to the Table,” 
they bow in unison, advance a 
certain number of paces, halt, 
bow again, and so complete 
jornmey. 

In Mr. Hogge’s case what 
shomd have been stately pro- 
cession became disorderly trot. 

It was Lyeli, “began it,” as 
did m other circumstances the 
kettle known to The Cricket 
on the Hearth. He bobbed a 
pace and a half too soon. Mr, 

Hogge, thinking he knew all 
about it, bobbed in turn. 

Guiiand, whom practice had 
inade familiar with the pre- 
cisely proper spot,- went on till 
he reached it, and there made 
obeisance. Mr. Hoggb’s blood 
now being up he came along, 
got in an extra bob, and so 
they arrived at the Table not, 
of course, all sixes and sevens, 
but quite twos and threes. 

It was ” 

left to Luuosmi, UJLiUUipn 

asserted his individuality. j,n- * 

stead of taking the Oath and kissing 
the Book, he elected to affirm, Pro- 
cedure in such cases is for Members 
to hold m left hand card on 'which is 
pnnted the form of affirmation, np- 
Wtmgnghtband. Approaching H oum, 
however, new Scotch Member much 
steuck with action of police in charge 
of crossing from Parliament Street to 
Palace Yard. On appearance of Member 
®5‘^*^®‘tically as it seems, hold 
out their right arm with open hand, at 
which signal traffic stops and Member 
Mosses road in safety. In moment of 
happy inspiration, Mr. Hogge intro- 
duced this gesture into familiar Paa-lia- 
mentary procedure. Holding affirma- 
tion card m left hand as directed, he 
extended right arm to fuU length with 
peremjptory palm opened. 

Accidental circumstance added in- 


nedJy entering, crossing the Bar with 
Img sti-ide and making for comer seat 
by Gangway, obsaved extended hand 
Becognismg that traffic was tempS 
aiily stopped, he halted, faced about 
leto-ned to Bar. where he stood till 

n# completed recital 

of affiiruation, dropped his arm and ad- 
vanced to sign the Boll of Pai-liament 
As a rule, moving and seconding of 
Adfess perfunctory drear perfonnanee. 

to be of especial interest. 

fZ ^ell became 

the velvet Com-t suit which upon 
occasion relieves the monotony of an 
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^ ~ - • _ 

Me. Hogob, sewly-aebited tbox 



oi noddin-- asseu?““^^’ Boioieb. i 

’interestkg that he*5S“|jiS a 1 ' beS2 *^?t?“’^*‘ ^’“>stei-ial 
.LlanfaWllgwyngyU. That wSgood! I gi^ing-away 
IButwhrahewas able to add that he nearlv mllS o®' E mbank 

|8^t his honeymoon between this^ecstaJv Bench in 

pleaMM conglomeration of consonants ■ mista^^ Ou leflection Bonnee saw his 
and Llanerchvmad.1 n. , ?• . ‘^^ter House adjourned sent 

Ip.v 


5 TV^ ^.oiigiomeraDion of consonants 
and Llanerchymedd a burst of heartv 
applause ^-Mted liim from all quartere 

a man who had masked the Welsh 


yji, IOOJ9S10I1, 

Uprising of a tall figure arrayed in 
^ifoim of LoiM-Lieu4ant remSd^ 
fcy *??.l .®°°? numbered 


ronnd iLfflr ; aujoumed sent 

in to papers explaining, as 

in analogous ciroumstances Bei^ick 
attempt^ to explain away his declai-a- 
be said “ Oer 

tainlv" ii., I,.,.! j.r » ^jei- 


,r luaoTOicu me vveisi 

question which is to occupy consider- ft-iinltr - 'T/ "'-’ei-’- 

Polemics anart- 


— -j uvrv* 

Polemics apart, most valuable pas- 

William Gladstone among its mem ■ B Naj>oleon 

bers. Neitherinface.figiliorZ“e;£ expedition to Berlin. 

WM there resemblance^ the illusy' inteS ?“®- ^ when 
trious grandfather. Sufficient that here affec^e inf*. ® ®P®eeh remarks 


Hnionists joined in welcoming cheer, 
s^ch modestly delivered 

At opening of last Session it was 
Prince Aethue who at this stage of 
proceedings followed with attack on 
tn ^ Govemnient, past, present and 

I to come. T^day Bonnee Law attempt- 

Effect lather marred by early firing off 
to cS“® tl^ats of somethingterrible 

“Now I have done with comnli- 
ments > said Bonnee, when he con- 
cluded cuatomaiy tribute to speeches 
of mover and seconder of Address, 

Amid loud cheers from ex- 
■; peetant followers proceeded (of 

course in pai-liamentarysense) 

to take off coat and turn up 
shirt-sleeves, prepaiEtory to 
puncliing Peemiee’s head. 
Action and woids fatally rem- 
miscent of mmaik and atti- i 
tude of curate in The Private ! 
hecrekyy when, goaded into I 
condition of feigned ferocitv * 
he exclaims, “If you don't 
take care I’ll give ^ 
good hai-d knock.” 

One of Bonnee’s knocks 
unioitunately struck his own 
breast. In course of common- | 
taay Jiad spoken disrespect- ! 
mlly of the Insurance Act. • 
Even veniured on prediction i 
wiat It will never come into ‘ 
operation. j 

'“■Why not?" asked As-' 
quite, who was in exception- 
ally thumptious form— -if new 
word may be coined for the 
occasion. « Who is going to , 
prevent it? Is the ri|ht hon i 
gentleman, if and when he ' 
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to tiuiUl strained silence broken now 
and then by outbursts of applause. i 
yi ith evident satisfaction House gained j 
impression that the plump dove des< ' 
patched to Berlin had brought back 
o\er ^land and sea an olive branch 
. promising early termination of niis- 
j understanding between Geriuauv and 
! duscountn'. . , . ‘ 

! }Vheu PjiEMrER sat down a stiMiige 
tiling happened, Cusloiiiar\ order of 
things in opening dehale cii Address 
IS for the Premier, to be followed b\' 

Leader of Irish Party, to wliom in turn 
succeeds Leader of liabour ^Members. 

To-night no one rose to take up threads 
of debate. Joirx Eedmon'd s place im- ' 
occupied. After moment’s murmur of 
! iiewildermont Piamsmy jHacdoxald in- ' 
teiposed to move adjournment of debate. ! 

Before Members quite knew where tlie\' ‘ 
were they found themselves streaming 
forth through the open door, the clock 

I Inaay, — During last two davs ' «< l . ' 

Boknee L.mv’b comings and "oimra his' iJ,® accusation that could 

rising np and his sitting 

iecn watched with keenest interest -Leader op Opposi- 

During recess, in speech delivered at ' nloVnn “‘a***® 

Albert Hall, he accused Miniateis of ' ^SnM, Address. 

being guilty of oorraption inasnnich as ' mS,- Tn w “ 

they had created a mnuber of paid '^St J of platform oratory 

offices and distributed them amon<4 P^ticalavly matter. Differ- 

their poKtioal partisans as reward for ^ *‘®°*^6’-!oeoupies position of 

political serricl In speech of Wed- Ilf According to 

nesday Premier, recognising in this - 

/. '•o >n tiiiS.sttcU a one is bound either to accept 

“"® challenge delivered across Table 
by Leader of House or to withdi-aw 




accusation. 

Bonner as yet has made no sign. 
But the sTOsion is young. Debate on 
2 \ddi'ps will run through greater part if 
not the whole of next week. In mean- 
tuM may hear more of the matter 
Business done.—Thki day of debate 
on Address. 


li’O TrVOXDER HJS MOVED THE 
ADDRESS. 


aT-nd convenience but to indicate that 
people need no longer wait for Mr. 
Andrew Carnegie to endows a free 
I library, because at tlie low price of a 
I farthing each they can get for them- 
j selves all the books they want. 

j The First Thousand Volumes are now 
nearly ready, a selection of subjects 

I and authors being given below : 

The Choice of by Annie • Willuk- 
" Paieiits bon, M.D. 

by Professor Trott, 

- B,Sc. 

bs'.the Pev. Hobson 
Choyce, D.D. 
h^" the Rev. Princi- 

JOhe Golf Stream Iw Prof.- D river 
F.E.C.S. • - 

* bylllLARYSESSrONS, 
B.A. 

by Prof. Eriai 
*■ Maunder, M. A. 
by ProfessorYoRKER, 

, Litt.D. 

by TV ILLIAM A RC'HER. 
by Rev. Long 

Hoprie, D.D. 
by Ernest Trend. 
M.A. 

by Professor Stout. 
by Austin Harri- 
SON, O.M. 

by Harold Begbie. 
by Sir Oliver 

Lodge, F.R.S. 
by Rev.'F. B. Meyer, 

' D.D. 

by Lord Chester- 
field. 

by Rev. R. F. Hor- 
ton, D.D. 

by Captain Coe, R. A. 
by Sir Alfred Mond, 
Bart. 

by Sir Edwin Dubn- 
iNG -L awrence, 
Bart. 

by John Burns, P.C. 
by Roger Fry. 
by Professor Easton 
West, 


Turkey 
Disesfahli slmen t 
Shaw 


Plowdoi 

* 

How to ’Write. 

Toetri 

BlioJes ■ 

Toxophihj * ‘ ' 
Ilolhs 

The Uses of 

Camdo^ir 
Alhopjy's Fables 
Demosthenes Be 
Corona y Corona 
Oliver Lodge 
Sarold Begbie 

The Fbhle Art 


I Jack Johnson 
Kant 


George Cadbiii'y 
Luther 

Bacon 


Cremation 
Sigismiind Goetza 
China and San 
Marino 


Intimidation in the Poultry World. 
From a cook 


THE MOEE THAN ANDY BOOKS. 
A Momsii PnosrEcxtrs. 

Book.? there is no doubt, have 
hitherto been too dear. The time has 
come, not for talk about cheap books, 

best pens for the best perusers at 
the lowest fipm. The maximum of 
mental pabulum for a minimum of 

i Messrs, A. B. & C. D. Jill ai-e 
i “«>««>. Mr. Speakek, I sirnt The Mode 

i T Llanwlijmeid and Books at a farthioff each 

bkutatrpwllgvyngyu.- (Load la^uter.) ““'j bound in cloth. The namrff £ 

I t&r HAi.i.r VESN^grt., distiagubhra carefully constracted 

■ • > ®My to sugg est ektreme portability 


*'For Sale— -A Maltesse Pcurle.” 

^’,1 ^'jS'tatesmpi/* 

lhanks ; but we have plenty of our 
i own. 
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“Which of these clocks is eight?” 

even then WE^HE^OT^EETAIN?” ^ CLOCKS. liA HEN WE WANT TO KNOW THE TIICE WE ADD *Eit TOGEXHEE AND DIVIDE DY FIVE, AND 


WHAT MR. ROGERS THINKS. 

(IJ-S.A.) proposes that, as an assistance to the other 
sci, every bachelor should be compelled to weai’ a badge.] 

1 Attend to the words of the eminent Sogehs, 

^ The fruit of whose wonderful brain 

'Would doom the most artful of masculine dodgers 
To ply his devices in vain. 

How often a maiden’s affairs have miscarried 
And come to a desperate hitch 

For w^ant of a Ime between single and married, 
Distinguishing t’other from which. 

She may have been wooing with earnest intentions 
A youth of most promising sort, 

When, just at the crisis, the gadabout mentions 
A wife who *s his only support. 

Moreover, the swain she ’s been ardently plyin^^ 

Can always escape from the Im'e ^ 

By saying he ’s married— he ’s probably lying. 

But how can the lady be sure ? 

It ’s hard to be wasting her time on a quarry 
That proves in the end but a rat ; 

It ’s all very well to explain that he 's sorry, 

But what does she get out of that ? 

And Eogeks, aghast at this sad situation, 

Would stamp on each unmarried man 

Some brand,' or a'means of identification— 

And let him dodge that if he can. 


But, oh, Mr. Eogebs (I take it you ’re wedded), 
Whatever your daughters may say, 

Beware, I implore you, of getting light-headed. 

And don't you be carried away. 

Those ladies, no doubt, with their excellent mother, 
Combine to consider -alone 
The sex that they honour ; but is there no other ? 

O traitor, reflect on your own. 

The man who is not by profession a rover, 

Whose views on the holier state 
Are limited mainly to thinking it over, 

Has done pretty well up to date. 

But though, given cai-e and attention, he’s able 
To order his ways with success, 

To stick the man up in the mart with a label 
Is asking for trouble, no less.’ ‘ 

Your scheme may b^ subtle ; but, once you begin it 
As sure as he 's known by his marks, 

A bachelor 'd never be safe for a minute 
(Apart from occasional larks), Dum-Dum. 


no ^7.^ h^utifol bail-high hall from Douglas at 

n2, and Ponsfiji-d followed in. The new batsman straight drove B^es 

+ another beauty clean bowled ^linnett 

at 117 . — jooictAi JVcLies Echo, 

“ Et tu, PoHSFOBD ? ” said Mhweit reproachfully, as he 
wended his way to the pavilion. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“This Fans Sckekn’." i 

Mb. SuTiio must have been asleep for ‘ 
tTOnfcy years: so only can I account * 
loi his beautiful innocence. Much has ' 
I)apj»necl to tlie drama in the last two ' 
^des, but it has missed Mr. Si'tbo.: 
ile IS Btdl ingenuous enough to bei 

intrigue ; he ’ 
still thinks that no woman can set foot ’ 
m a bachelor’s flat without being com- ' 
promiwdforever. lanocentMr.SuTBO ’ 

Oliver Sadden was innocent too;* 
cut then he was a stage scientist andi 
man of genius, and such men are always ■ 
innoMnt. He was so innocent that fie * 
miled to see through his wife’s cousin ! 
Angela, notoriously wicked woman as - 
she was, when she set herself to make i 
love to him. Marika Hadden had no I 
UlusiOM, of course ; and she thought of 
an elaterate plan (the dear !) tot makm<» 
everythmg come right in the Poui-tll 
Act. bhe ^ked Horace Travers down 
and persuaded him to 'make love to— 

Kmiffl “■» 

limits even to the naivete of the eighties 
—she peisuaded him to make love to 

aiL'f ® keep Angela 

away from her husbpd by this means; 
out alas, tbe plan miseairied. A secand 
beformei. Somce 


Oli THE LOx\D(7y CHARI\^ARI. [Febbuarv 21. I9i2. 





Boubchieb (fforaee Trarerg) to 
Miss \ IOI.ET VASMscmi {Mrs. lladtten). “Yes, 
® fowwg to my rooms to tea. 

al«„i ^ V* t snob » fnss 

about. \ oil Imow very well that if it was anv- 

it wouldn’t com- 

promise her a bit. 

make the play alive, their presence on 
effecliiTO* theatrically 

And I must congratulate Mr. Sutbo 
on ^e excellent remai-k he gave to 
Bfr. Bopbchier. « I know him,” saj-s 


would to Mrr^mlTd M “I k°ow him? sa;; 


vv WWW If'V/ J 

covered them together. 

Oliver was a Ualahad among 
pure innocent soul who 
had reused to hear a word from 
ms wife against Angela. Yet 
sooner did he see her in 
Horaces rooms, whither she 
had come to tea at four 
ocloA m the afternoon, than 
he sWgered back, convinced 
of the worst. . Angela was 
havmg tea with a man! Her 
leratation was gone for ever. 

_ ® °?ble sweet-minded Oliver \ 
O delightfully ingenuous Mr. 
bUEBo, who still absorbs life 
fgerly from the boards of 
twenty years ago! 

The Kret Act was as dull an 
Act as I remember ever to 
Imve s^. Mr. Fishes TVhite 
(O forer) and Miss Kate Ccteeu 
(A wpefa) did their best with it 
but they nwOT had a chance 
Later cn. Miss Ocxleb had 
opportamties, of which she 
avaiM herself successfully; but 
Mr. WaiTiB-a €rw».i. ' ! “ 



“The Easiest 'Way.” 

I don’t know if American ideas of 
honour differ from ours, or whether it 
is just that, like other things, they lose 
ad sense of consistency when they find 
themselves on the stage. Here, for 
instance, is Brockton, a patron of the 
^ama, whose ^method it is to induce 
managers to dispense with the service 
of an actress in order tbkt she may be 
forced to come under his protection, 
la this way he has secured Laui-a 
Muidoch for his mistress. But, before 
th® pky starts, she has, like the lady in 
Passed, met with a man 
(Madison) who wants to many her; but 
with this difference, that he is con- 
versant with the lurid character of 
her ca^r. She begs Brockton to let 
coMents, but warns 
Madison that, while waiting for him 
to beteome eligible, 8he"will miss the 
luxuries to which she has beebme i 
nabituated, and, as a struggling actress, ' 
may easily relapse. In that con- 
tmgency he promises to keep the 
hero au courant with the fact^ So 
Maura takes up her work in New York 
loses her part, and is reduced to the 
CTtreimties of poverty. At this point 
BTOcAfo»,who no doubt has been assist- 
ing his own prophecies to verify them- 
selves, intervenes and ofl:’ers to relieve 
her on the oM terms. She reluctantly 
conwnts. Instead of writing to teU 
Madisonot the restoration of thi mtmU 
he prefers a more improbable course 
of action and makes Laura take 
down from dictation a letter to 
u L ®’^’ i“f<»ming him that 
she has no further use for him. 

In a spasm of reaction she bums 
tae letter. Meanwhile Madison 
has struck metal in Colorado 
and comes to claim her! 

■ Brockbm, on discovering that 
the letter was never posted, is 
furious at the outrage done to 
his reputation as a gentleman of 
his word. He has been made 
a liar m the eyes of Madison. 

He will therefore expose her. 
Such, It woMd seem, are the 
niceties of American honour— 
on the stage. 

Madison, I need hardly sav 
proposes to shoot him at sight ’ 
but Laura objects to this. She 
will commit suicide instead. 

Commit It. then,” says he, 
anJ calls m a coloured slavey 
to witness the discharge of the 

that he has done it. Laura 


Violet VANanuaH sb ... ,, n siderafcion, and then thinks 

Ud MarMa. we^ perfectly ."J 

• P”°Poignaat lecture on her bad 
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habit of always choosing “ the easiest 
way,” 

The other Acts had been received 
surprisingly well, but this gloomy 
solution seemed to offend the gods. 
Possibly the ending may have to be 
made happier. This would only neces- 
sitate a sliglit modification of the title, 
which might be changed to “The 
Easiest Way Out.” 

Miss Sarar Brooke as Lama had a 
very heavy part, being always there or 
in the next room ; and she played with 
unsparing energy. She has, of course, 
a charm of her own, bat it is not 
perhaps quite the peculiar charm that 
was needed to give the right attraction 
to tliis character. If she had not from 
time to time shown an unconscious 
stag^ness and a good deal of stocking, 
I might never have recognised her pro- 
fession. Mr. Guy Standing (Brockton) 
acted^ with an easy aplomb. It was 
not his fault tliat, having started out as 
a fairly reasonable type of rascal, he 
} should have had to serve the purpose 
of the ^ author (Mr. WAnTEs) by 
developing into an unspeakable brute, 
on a plea of punctilio. Try as he 
would, he could not convince us that 
liis honour Avas capable of sustaining 
any severe damage. 

A s for Mr. G odfre y Tearlb (MadUon) 
he was away most of the time in Col- 
orado, and I imagine that the unre- 
strained life of a mining-camp suited 
, him^ best. He had good moments, but 
. he is really meant for a gallery-hero, 
j He should never be allowed to be 
I anything but the soul of chivalroiis 
1 generosity. Mr. 0. B, Clarence played 
. pleasantly in a part that didn’t matter. 

■' The clou of the evening was tlje de- 
lightful performance of Miss Nelson 
Hall in the character of Eljis St Glair, 
a child of freedom and a friend oiLaura^s 
in the old days, who comes to cheer her 
poverty 'and to weaken the resolutions 
of virtue with an object-lesson on the 
advantages of the looser life. 

One naturally wishes success to Miss 
Sarah Brooee in her first trial of 
management. But wdien Londoners 
hear that a play has had a wide suc- 
cess in America tliey have their mis- 
givings. The States are so easily 
pleased. This time it can hardly have 
been the Immour of the piece that did 
itj for tlie things at which our first 
night’s audience laughed loudest were 
those exotic phrases which would 
escape the notice of anybody familiar 
with the American language, 0, S. 


The Neutrality of Peace. 

T}ic Sphere last week had an illustra- 
tion entitiod, “Visible signs of the 
Pax Britannicnm.” This, of course, is 
preferable to a Belluxn Germanica. 


•I ri 





Scene — Croicdcd Itcstaurant : all scats Uiken. 

v:iUcMag genilcniaib ei^idcntlij enjoying Jiis lunehemX “I sat 
^ ^ ^ ^ MAKING^ ME EEElSgh™\' 


HUNGRY.” 


JUST BEFOBB THE BATTLE. 

(After the Halfpenny Press,) 
Crashers Confident. 

Confidence is the note which greets 
one at the headquarters of the Crashers. 
The men are in the highest spirits and 
are convinced that they will beat the 
Busliers on Saturday in spite of the 
fact tliat,^ owing to injuries, the team 
will consist of eleven reserves, “ We 
shall wuD,” was the confident remark 
of the genial Trainer, as he sprinted 
round the field with his charges and 
applied wet sponges to their fore- 
heads. 


Bushebs Beady. 

Confidence is the note which greets 
one at the headquarters of the Bushers. 
As a result of the desperate struggle 
in the last round the team is seriously 
depleted, but the men are positive that 
they will triumph over the Crashers on 
Saturday. “We are going to win,” 
said:4ibe smiling Trainer confidently, as 
he stroked the head of the fair-haired 


right-half and read passages from 
Gray’s Ekgy in a Country Ghimhyard, 

Sw'ANKERs Serene. 

Confidence is the note which greets 
one' at the headquarters of the 
Swankers. Owing to recent injuries 
six new men have hurriedly been 
acquired at enormous cost, but all 
anticipate an easy victory over the 
Clinkers on Saturday, You will see 
us win,” exclaimed the urbane Trainer 
with tlie utmost confidence as he 
j poured out liot beef-tea and cautioned 
his centre -f 01 ’ ward against damp feet. 

Clinkers Cheerful. 
Confidence is the note which gree's 
one at the headquarters of the Clinkers. 
Owing to injuries the third eleven are 
playing, with the exception of the goal- 
keeper, who is drawn from the fourth ; 
but all are certain that they will over- 
come the Swankers on Saturday. “ We 
shall win easily,” whispered the cour- 
teous Trainer confidently as he tucked 
his “ boys ” into bed for their afternoon 
siesta. (And so on.) 
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THE PATH TO REALITY. 

(llinlsfor the rejn'eM^ntuium of one ei'eri/dat/ joys auit 
wnvH'j In the Ghelc form) 

1.-~TIIK I DOMESTICS. 

PiiRSONs OF inE Play, 

Master of the House. 

Mistress of the Iloa>^e. 

Buttons, 

Chorus of Hooimen (iiitJ Housemoids, 

; S<.‘EXE — 7. he Hot I of the Ilotisc at 10 ct.nu 

^ Chohi's. 

. A fate is waiting for all of us; it’s waiting for ^oll 
and me ; o « 

But only the dim far gods caii tell the dav when the fate 
shall be; 

j For one may be drowned and one be shot, and one of us 
I die in bed ; 

^ And it doesn t matter a teal her s ^Y eight so long as vou*re 
i really dead. 

^ For ourselves we know that the work we have is more than 
: we ought to do. 

; Being out of our beds at six a.m. and at it the wdiole day 
* through. ^ 

Sometime since our ladj* went, 

Humming tunes and well content, 

Making still her venturous ^Yay 
^ Through the passage reft of day, 

Till she paused where oft before 
^ She had paused — the kitchen-door. 

Opened it and smiled and so 
Entered in some time ago. 

Ai-ai-ai and well-a-day ! 

What is happening? ‘ Who can say? 
HALF-Ciionrs op Footwex, 

We ai-e rather afraid we must side with tlie maid, that is. 

• With the cook in her distress. 


; ^ Half-Chorus of Housemaids. 

I You re as blind as a bat and a poor one at that. Now for 
, ' our part we side with our mistress. 

; Full Chokus. 

; The amount of the books is the curse of all cooks- the 
I addition would pux^le a Barrage * 

i gjiot is a question of' beef or the nianner 

! of boiling a cabbage. 

; Oh, it’s meals for us all (which we take in the “hall”)- 

i , sndrt s meals for the Mistress and Master- 

I And the meals of the nurseiy ai-e part of the curee, and the 
total implies a disaster. 

{ (Enter the Cluster and the Mistress.) 

j iUasto-. Well I know whither we arc tending, for to me a 
I revelation has come. 

Mtstress. Is it of bankruptcy thou speakest, not iveichin" 
well thy words ? 

Master. Ay of that and of other things, for they too add 
ir- . -VT*® ^ already intolerable. 

Mistress. Nay, but to me it seems that I have heanl thv 
speech before. 

Master. To an understanding woman the familiar words of 
a husband are beautiful. 

Mistress. And a wise husband is to his wife a happy pur- 
vej'or of money. ^ 

Master, the happy and the unhappy am not far 


Mi stress. Do thou speak things of fair import, handing to 
me the necessary cheque. 

(The Master drau'S the cheque and exit folloiced hy 
the Mistress,) 

Chorus. 

Woe is coming to our roof ; 

Weave the weft and weave the woof. 

She has got her cheque ; why, dash it, 

All she needs is just to cash it. 

But tlie cook, our food-provider — 

Oughtn’t we to stand beside her. 

Who, by nobody defended, 

Now perhaps her life has ended, 

Flying from a load of soitow 
T o a bright Elysian morrow? 

Foi her never again shall tlie Sussexian uplands the 
world-renowned furnish the bleating sheep, fit subject for 
her skill; nor in Wales the gallant, nor in Canterbury 
the glory of New Zealand shall any foiw-footed W'ool-bearer 
meekly submit to inexorable fate so that she may prepare 
it for feasts. Woe is me, woe, woe, for to this Yve must all 
come biding our time. Over us too the black wings shaU 
beat; but to her all is summed up and finished. 




(The Buttons rnslies in.) ' 

Buttons. Dreadful things 1 have seen and -these I would 
fain reveal. 

Chorus. S^k on, for thy aspect forebodes calamities. 

Buttons. Calamities, indeed, but of such there is already a 
superfluity. 

CJiorus. What art thou about to relate, thou many-buttoned 
bearer of tidings? 

Buttons. Nay, but I know not how to apply my tongue to 
thew^ords. ^ ^ o 

Chorus. But do thou proceed, for not to deliver one’s 
message is shameful. 

^jjBons. Shame is to the shameful, but me no guilt overloads. 

C horus. Speak on then, for to the innocent to speak is to 
be relieved. ^ 

Buttons. Know you the cook who in the reai-ward parts of 
the palace bore rule ? ^ 

Chorus. Is it of her thou speakest baying thy lips framed 

. for tidings of evil ? o j r 

( Biittons. Of her and of no other, but the gods lay this upon me 

' sSZ; “'® now haply lapped in slLber ? 

Buttons. Slumber may come in many ways, but she will 
wake no more. 

Ohoeus. 

Now is the fate, ordained of old, 

The terrible fate that our minds foretold 
Now at last is the fate fulfilled 

5* * Pi'tiless Mistress spilled 

On high Olympus the gods at ease 

Look down with a smile on things like these : 

Guilt for some and for others woe. 

For the gods, the mighty, must have it so. 

- E. C. L. 

under ** Cricket; Nriftto '* » 1 . 1^1 . . -Dioiics, but 






Jf>thle AJj. ’AVixcr a bit o* cuoket, Mister?” 


DID SHAKSPBAEE PLAY 
POOTBALL? 

OR, TO PLEASE ALL PARTIES, 

^WA8 BACON A SPOBT? 

Although Shakspeare only makes 
one direct reference to the football 
plaj^er, a close study of his plays has 
convinced us that he himself followed 
the game. 

His one allusion to a footballer is in 
itself strong evidence of this. “Base 
football player ’* are the words he uses 
in Eijig Lear, Act I., Scene 4. The 
reference is probably to foul play— on 
the other side. 

But if this example fails to carry 
conviction, we can find confirmatory 
evidence everywhere throughout the 
plays. In Hamlet, Act III., Scene 3, 
for instance, occur the words “trip 
him,” which, to have their full value, 
should be read in conjunction wnth 
Twelfth Night, Act I., Scene 3, where 
we find the frank confession, “ I have 
the back trick.” 

.This- confession brings us to the 
consideration of Shakspeare as a 
player. When he talks of “ the virtue* 
of a good wing ” {All *s Well that Ends 
Well, Act I., Scene 1), we see that he 


learned the back trick against forwards 
of merit ; and we know him at once as 
a back of the robust, stick-at-nothing 
school (“ not nice but* full of charge ” : 
Borneo and Juliet, Act V., Scene 2), 

I when in the first part of Henry IF., 

I Act V., Scene 1, we read that “ nothing 
I can seem foul to tliose that win.” 

Of the team for w’hich he played 
all we know with any certainty is 
that it was famous for its striking 
and artistic colours. For Shakspeare 
was too good a partisan to intend the 
phrase “ Heavenly harnessed team ” in 
Henry IF., Tart L, Act III., Scene 1, 
to refer to any opposing eleven. 

It would almost seem that on one 
occasion at least the poet was to be 
found keeping goal, but that was prob- 
ably only in a friendly match not taken 
too seriously. Perhaps it was at a stage 
fHe. At any rate, “ the net has fallen 
upon me ” {Henry VIIL, Act I., Scene 

STiggests a practical joke or faulty 
materials such as would never be 
tolerated in a League contest. 


“ The premiere of Sir Arthur Pinero’s new 
comedy ‘The Mind, the Pain, and the Girl,* is 
fixed for Saturday,'*— Zmjjwa/ Daily Post, 

The great Christian Science drama. 


EELICS. 

[*' A log of wood, supposed to he part of the 
famous apple tree iu Sii* Isaac Ne\vton’s garden, ! 
has been prf^sented to the Royal Astronomical i 
Society. According to tradition the' scientist’s I 
attention was diivct-ed to the subject of gravity ^ 
hy the fall of an apple from the tree.” I 

Daily UiilK] • 

We understand that a jet of steam, 
if not the same as, at least similar to, 
one which issued from the spout of the | 
kettle of James Watt’s mother, has 
been secured by the Amalgamated ^ 
Society of Bail way Seiwants, in whose 
museum it now rests. 

A tin pot, very like the tin pots 
which John Bunyan must have mended, 
has been prevented from going to 
America by the public-spirit^ action 
of a gentleman who has procimed it 
for presentation to the Baptist Union. 

A biscuit, one of those named after 
the famous physician, Dr. Abernethy, 
has been presented to the British 
Museum, wWe it resides next to the 
Garibaldi biscuit receiitly lent by the 
Italian Government. 

Some soap-suds, believed to be from 
Marat’s last bath, are to be sold at the 
I hammer next week. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

I COSFBSS that Robebt Htoh Bejjsos is an author from 

.1 T 1 I y • .1 


I worked themselves out — wh-o^aye in, and how. For'this 
'purpose PrisQiiers" Years (Methuen) must be bought and 
read. In complimenting Mr., Mrs. or Miss I. Clarke on 
a fine study I feel bound to protest that iustice has not 


u«a,u lb ail Uiuiiuor iroiH .a Diie stuoy 1 1661 Dounu to protcst tnat justice has not 

whom I mys^f can only snatch a joy that is more than ‘been done to the Established Church or the language of 
half fearful. For one thing, when he sets out to make my my country. The former is not wholly without hope for 
flesh creep, he can do it with a cold and logical complete- the faint-heaited, snpport for the afflicted, and ide^ for 
nMS that IS very nnnerving. The Comrd (Hutchinsox) the spiritually earaest. The latter is strong enongh to 
shows him at his best and worst. It begins quite ; manage for itself without the assistance of at least one 
pleasantly, with one of those charming descriptions ofjPreneli word to every page. I conceived a dislike of 
life m the stately old country homes of England at which which I never quite cot 
Father Benson is an adept. ^ _ ii ». •. .1 . t> . 


^ j, AXJIQW XU W^LLilJlXX u luidu 

like that ; the more peaceful the opening, the more I felt, 
as in a kind of conscious nightmare, the teiTor that was 
bound to be in store. It came, a glimpse of it, when the 
boy Val, having been tlirown from his horse, pretends that 
he is too stiff to ride again next day. Then I saw what we 
were in for — an extraordinarily subtle and detailed analysis 
of the physical coward, done in Father Benson’s most 
merciless and convincing manner. Of course it is tremen- 
dously clever. ' Poor, 
haunted Val (tliat he is 
otherwise so delightful 
and promising a lad is 
only what another 
author has called an 
^tra turn of the screw) 
is laid bare to the very 
springs of his miserable 
life. His self-hatred, 
varied with fiaehes of 
glorification, when un- 
der press of nerves he 
exhibits the reckless 
daring that is i-eally 
the concomitant o f 
cowardice, is traced 
step by step, from in- 
cident to incident. For 
a long time I hoped 
that the wise and sym- 
pathetic priest, who I 
was obwously being! 
held in reserve, would* 
be allowed to work cue of those miracles 


emotionne no fewer than three times in the first five minutes 
of our acquaintance. 



‘‘When he fihrd the tlstol at tou, what did totj no. Captain?” 

“I MOVRD TO ONE .SIDE AND THE BULLET- SPED HARMU2SSLY BY AND BURIED 
nSELF IN THE THICK PART OF THE MATEOS HEAD." 


ation which Father Benson has given us before. But— • 
however, you must read the end for yourself. It is very 
well written and quite hon-ible. ^ 

^hen two people fall in love, and one of them is a 
Catholic and the other is not, the safer and more prudent 
pto IS, I am told, for each to start again and fall in love 
Witt wmebaly e^. But in the case of Bvodia Essex 
and Eeltx Scat/e inquiries had elicited that both were of 
the sauie Protestant faith, and it was considered right to 
proceed. I do not think those inquiries can have been 
•V^ searching, or it would have transpired that the belief 
fn w fl: Cei-<»“ly. it was easily reversed 

reversed to such good purpose 
he his love for a whole fortnight in m-dlr to 

tero^iietter acquainted with his new religion, and that 
wittoBt warnmg w explanation almost on the eve of their 
w^diug-^y The call being assumed to be a right 
Md inmsti^, two interesting problems at once arose* 
what under the cir^tMces he Sionld have done, and in 

i>y Ws betrothed? 

StSSi— affection, 

than creed ; but all 
* be in*MiE»ted to leam how things, in this instence. 


There are some rather curious i)eoj)le in The Story of 
Clarice (James Chahke), as Katharine Tynan has named 
her latest novel: there is the hero, for instance, Hugo 
Vejining, of whom we are told, when he is proposing to 
marry on a. pittance of six hundred a year, that previously 
his cigars and his button-holes had cost him as -much. 

Also he is made to say 
in one place to Clarice, 
“Why, I stroked my 
college boat last July 
twelvemonth at Hen- 
ley.” (Do they really 
say “hist July twelve- 
month”atEton? Per- 
haps it is this that has 
been worrying Lord 
Taneebville.) An d 
there is Jerry Polking^ 
home, who took-a First- 
Class in the Mathema- 
tical Tripos at Cam- 
bridge, and is subse- 
quently spoken of as 
debating “ with the 
best temper in. the 
world and the training 
of the Oxford Union.” 
And there is Mr, 
Mauleverer, who eats i 
(absently - raindedly) 


ywwovjuuiv - iuriuiueuiy; 

fourteen chicken sandwiches at tea on a fast-day% and is 
contrasted unfavourably by the authoress with the Non- 
wnfomist minister, because of bis narrow-mindedness. 
The story is once more a very pleasant love-tale, with an 
elernent of mystery not too terribly dark for tbe reader’s 
intelligence to unravel; but I could have wished thatitbe 
pro^se of nvdry between the two extremely ebgible suitora 
lor the hand of Clarice had Iieen maintained. As it is’ the 
man of two universities ratter tamely throws up ’ the 
sponge, and in a chapter entitled "lo Hyfiien" (pcacricallv 
? 9 wa^ent to "Florear Etona") the old school comes by 

» ** ' 

The moving Staircase. 

‘•ne osculate at Earls Oomt has ten so sueeoss.'ul tlut a nmnte 
of others are to he installed at various places.” 

contemporary (who sbaU be nameless) 
on this pretty example of esprit d'escalier. ^ 

flaring & the clrnS’ 
“ “P ^ ‘ wit ofi mal y ^ • 

Accuised he he who sees shame in a ga^.’ ^ ^ 

We prefar the older and more efostic repdAt-ing • i 
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CHARIVARIA. 

A EULOGISTIC article in Tlia Pall 
Mall Gazette, on the work of Mr. 


: several of our newspapers liave re- 
; feiTod to the event as a “ Eomanee.’’ 

There is nothing new under the sun. 


A medical contemporary points out 
that “ it is gradually becoming realised 
that singing is an excellent cure for 
weak lungs.” This explains, and per 


Leslie Ward, entitled ‘‘ /oViy Years’ i We 

■Workas‘Spy,”’has, we hear attracted ha™ ^ excuses, what we had 

considerable attention in Germany ' our ball i jufcherto looked upon as a most heart- 

• . 0“ baU-xooms have been the vogue for i less practice on the pai-t of some of our 

By-the-by, th^^nglo-Geriuan; “T =V' 

SSett'knoiVls^ t^^^^ ' frS,. Pr 'Sphere mentions each week the 

German M6Sdsh?S^cuV .'wf am ! TTr '"f One 

getting on.”as the Pun^xna would say. Ifrom a nemhlo^n^^^^^^^ 

Ho^u Ad -HHASr P attA.*"‘'^;ay 

last week that our present rifle was in ! Meanwhileit occurs to us would it not i « i ' , ^ 

some respects inferior occms to us.uoma it nou ; "A co:r.s;K)Kdcnt sends us the programme of 

^ , i ~ - — — a recent oi-gan i-ecital at a 

cluirch on a Sunday evening 
in a Staffordslm*e town, at 
which the selections vrere all 
by 'SYagner, except two hy 
Tannliauser,** 

Staffoi'^hire SoiiincT. 
And a comic song by 
Lohengrin. - . . 

The Indispensable 
1 Tidings. 

The audience at Tlie 
Parable yesterday 
numbered, in the after- 
noon, 7,328, and in the 
evening' 8,419. This 
constitutes a record 
for February 26, 1912, 
for never before have 
so many persons wit- 
nessed this wonderful 
and beautiful perform- 
ance on that date.' 


to^ others, but tests, he 
said, were being car- 
ried out with a new 
rifle, which it was 
hoped would ultimately 
prove to be tlie finest 
in the world. It is nice 
to know that even if 
we do not win the w’ar 
which breaks out, say, 
to-morrow, we may yet 
win the next one after 
that. ^ 

^ The Nanking Repub- 
licans telegraphed to • 
Yuan Shi-Kai to say : 
that he was second 
only to Washington, 
who was the only other 
President of a Republic 
elected unanimously. 
It was not, . however, 
pointed out that Wash- 
ington retained his 
Georgian pig-tail even 
after election. 



THE FORLOKN HOPE. 

“Hello! Couij) you suggest the wrong yuMiiur. I orcnT 
Some of our ^ »igf a-porBiE 0-9-2 atAYrAiE?" 

novelists are prot^ting against the | be possible to arrive at a compromise 
UiCKEBS boom. The free advertise- ; in the dramatic censorship queSiion bv 
ment giveu to Dickens’s Immortal; altering the scope of its duties? If the 
Works IS said to be doing serious j censors were to leave the drama alone 
harm to their own. .and devote their energies to keeping 

our ball-rooms clean inanv^ of us would 

I'^A Wt 4-l» A w. W.1 .1 .*1 


TO AKK FUR 


No fewer than 20,000 persons ap- 
plied for free tickets to see Mr. Eden 
Philpotts' prohibited play. We can- 


be more than pleased. 


YYcua.u-| We beg to extracu, with grateful 
not help thmking, however, that the , acknowledgments, the following rule 
audience of g^iests were disappointed, ; from the Weybridge Golf Club card:— 
ana did not find the play so improper as j W hen laying in a gorse ling the ball 
they expected. must be lifted, penalty 1 stroke/* 

•r, . n . T ^ [ Seeing how^ many balls one loses, w’e 

Mr. Neil Forsyth , must say it seems a pity to disturb one 
and Mr. Hammbrstein have agreed to ' when it is laying others 
amalgamate in a firm to be entitled ' - . 


extract, 


with grateful 


Hammerandtongstein, Ltd, 

* . * 


A millionaire Pittsburg merchant, 
aged seventy-five, has just married a 
beautiful young girl of nineteen, and 


We hear that many golfers who have 
had no luck the other way intend to 
try the blindfold game, on the chance 
of their doing better when they cannot 
see what they, are about. 


It seems to _ 
writer entirely. 


“ Amid all that eclat and 
elabomtiohiiess of ceremony 
which constitute the stage 
property of the gilded Ohaau- 
; beer, Lord Pontypridd was 
, I to-day sworn in as a member 
I of the House of Lords.” 

— SoiUJi, JF'alcs Daily Ncks. 

have carried away the 


Gog and !M[agog. 

“ Tlie Great Successful Drama, 

‘TjHE Two OBPHANa* . 

(Over 3,000 ft. in len^h).” 

Adct, in “ TimesJ** 

“SLICED LEMON* PIE. 

(Kindness or Mrs. K. D. G.) 

- - ? ""Itk a good crust, 

sprinkle it with a cup of sugar, pour in a cup of 
water, sift a tablespoonful of Hour over it, put 
on the top cnist, and bake.”— iVeio York Globe.' 

Is it qmte kind of Mrs. K D. G. to 
leave out the lemons ? 


Line 


“DOCTORS & THE ACT. 
Cardiitian in the Chair. 

VOTE OP censure ON HIM NOT CARRIED.’* 
South TFadea Daily Ncies, 
Another triumph for Cardiff. . 


VOL. GXLII. 
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OUR MAGAZINE PAGE. 

So.METHIN<{ Oh' I^;TEI^K.ST TOlt 

Everyone. 

Entertai.\ing and Edifyincj. 

Ol’K SERMON K'rrK. 

Commit this to memoitj ; it icill IwJp 
iioH ihroiigh the dag : — ' 

Ho'vevei’ stroQ" the impulse, never, 
if it cim be avoided, coiuniit suicide. 
When tempted, repeat tlie following 
words : — 

Stay the raJi hand! Though life be 

grim and gra^ , 

To-inorrow, recollect, succeeds to-day. 

A B[T OF NATURAL HlSTORV. 

The Agile GRASSHorpER. 

!Most of us ha\e observed the extra- 
ordinary jumping powers of the com- 
mon grasshopper. . If human beings 
possessed .such powers in proportion. ±0 
their -sizei wfr should have the privilege 
of watching Mr.. G. K. Chesterton 
bound nonchalantly to and fro across 
tine Thames;* Grasshoppers do not 
build their nests in trees, nor, as a rule, 
migrate in winter.. 

Ol’R. PRIZE COMPETITION. 

^ Select a well-known poetical quota- 
tion and replace some of the principal 
words b}' others. Very surprising re- 
sults can he obtained in tliis way, as is 
piwed in the following instance) where 
the famous lines 


'•NUMENKS," 

.1 Casciitatimj .Pastime for the Winter 
Evenings, 

Try if to-night. 

‘•Xumenes" {i.e. New Meanings) is the 
title given to a game ^Yhich is exciting 
the greatest entlmsiasm in intellectual 
circles. It can perhaps best be de- 
scribed by means of example. Take 
the letters N, E, S, W, which are 
always to be seen on wind vanes. They 
indicate the four points of the compass 
(North, East, South and West), but 
with a little ingenuity one can easily 
aj>ply “Numenes to them. Thus one 
might say; — I 

Never Employ Sultry Words. 

Or, again, keeping the letters in the 
same order, but commencing with E : — 

Eat Sparmgly When Ninety, 

Other **Niimenes,” beginning respec- 
tively with the letters S and W are:— 

Sow Wurzels Near Easter. 

Warble- Nicely Every Sabbath 


The game can also be played in 
French. ' The letters S. V. P. can thus 


“ Come into the ‘garden, Maud, 

^ For the blapk' tat, night, has flown ” 
are transformed into ; — 

Go into the kitchen, Jane, 

For the milk-boy, Thos., has come. 
\v^e offer a first prize, consisting of a 
bag of nuts, and a second prize con- 
sisting of the published sermons of 
pr. Clipford, for the two besfe'*‘ trans- 
formed quotations sent to us by wire- 
telephony in 1912. The example 
given above must not be used except in 
cases of sheer desperation. 

TO.I>AY\S POEM. 

The Two Violets. 

Two Violets bloomed in a* garden 
V^ hen the bluff March breezes blew. 
And they loved each other fondly, 

As Violets often do ; 

Eut shyness kept them from sj'ieaking 
Till death had tom them apart, 

And neither knew that the othc\ 

Had died of a broken heart. 

Take warning, you who are lovers, 

Bv the Violets’ hapless fate; 

Don t wait till you re dead and buried. 
For then it may be too late ; 

Don*t foolishly let your passion 
Hemain locked up in your breast* 

But speak to your loved one boldly 
Atul so get it off your chest. ^ 


^ — f * » vwu usaiAO 

be made to represent the exhortation 
“ aoyez Vraiment Poli.'’ It* could 
doubtless be done in German but for 
the fact that the only member of the 
staff acquainted wuth that language is 
on his holidays. 

PITHY PARS 
You have doubtless remarked that 
full descriptions of a day’s cricket in 
Australia are frequently printed in 
English newspapers apparently before 
the play has concluded. This is ac- 
counted for by the rotation of the earth 
upon its axis and forms yet another 
illustration of the marv^s of Science. 

Bombardier W ells, the heavyweight 
champion of England; was at one 
time in the Arinyv bub- he has never 


A THIBITTE TO A GOD. 

If any cynic still refuses 
The island people’s claim 
Not least to love the heavenly Mines 
And the bright Sun-god’s name, 

Or thinks in vain he held his chorus 
On that Parnassian height, 

For souls that never shall be porous 
To Hellene points of light; 

To such as these I say, “ Why raven 
you?” .. 

Your bookish notions leave. 

Come oujt witli me along the avenue 
Called Shaftesbuiy, at eve ; . 

Come out wuth me and show repent- 
ance : 

Illumed against the sky 
Observe that solemn, awful sentence — 
“Apollo; The Glad, Eye.'* 


of this fact when boxing 

To clean cycle tyres, moisten the 
tyres thoroughly with a large-sized 
sliaving brush, rub briskly with a stick 
of sha^^ng soap, dip the 'brush in hot 
j water and work up a good lather. Lay 
sheets of blotting-paper along the gar- 
den path and ride the machine up and 
clown until the tyres are dry. Bepeat 
the process until all dirt is removed. 

The Battle of Waterloo was fought 
upon a Sunday. This, howeier, was 
before the invention of aeroplanes. 

Lady ^wabd pb Walden (nfe 

Miss VAN Raalte), - whose photograph 
has been appearing in the Press, is the 
same lady whose same photograph 
recently appeared , as that , of Lo^ 
Howabd db WAJjDss'sfianaSe. 


Could any land but' ours.have fashioned 
So'-glorLous a signj^* 

Have hailed with tribute so impas- 
'sioned/ ; i 
The lord of things that shine : 

The god whose peeans' strike the 
rafter, - 

Who wreathes the laurel crown, 

Who brightens beaten and eai-th with 
laughter i 

When his glad eye looks down ? 

instinejively I stanilnd watch it, 

And dream of Hellas gone; 

The constables respcicsb^y crotchet, 
And spare to on 

I seem to hear the psalm that waxes 
From Delos' sacred shore, 

I take no notice of the taxis 
Outside the Lyric door. 

About me burns the panorama 
Of night’s electric' glare, 

soaps and drama, 
But this' IS far more fair * 

This siirely mai^ the pulse beat faster, 
liiis wild spontaneous biu'sfc 
Of adoration for the Master' 

Who gave men culturo first. 

Ymr tellv.us there is some confusion ^ 
Some trifling error? What? 

Tlmn let us clasp the old delusion 
Nay, undedeive me not ; 

®?f stand as though in fetters 
While the rude crowd goes by, 

And gaze on there tremendous liters, 
Apollo: 27je Gfod Evob. 

The Lack of Humour in the 
World. 

‘•'Cuws Killed bv Chaee.” 

People. 

Mokev— The Chanoellor of 
^ i^ohequer a^owledgee the receipt of tiro 
P9ft8l orders of f 1 each— total, 
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THE OLD OEDEE CHANOES. 

Call Bor (CA»V F/h». ‘‘IRISH PIG READY?” 

Asquith. “NOT YET. NOBODY SHALL SAY WE RUSHED TBIS STAR TURN 
BFORE WE D THOUGHT IT OUT. SEND THE WELSH RABBIT ON TO KEEP ’EM QUIET.” 








HUMOURS OF THE APPEAL COURT. 

««,«£). “to 1886 yoxj weeb sektexobb to eiohieek mpnisoNMBM foe vnAtm!” 

Pnsoner, “OJebtainly not, yer Lobjdship!” Mae ‘‘Jfitoii ISQ^ p£^al sekiitloe? 

raDEE SESTESOBS VAETIKO EKOJt TWO YEABS' IMPEISOSMEST TO SIX YEAES> PENAl ‘sEEVITDBE * ” 

“Aib't a woei, oe ieute ik it, yee Ikiebship ! *' Judge. « I •« afeaib yoo most have foroot'iex.- 


I PLAYING AT PLAY. 

[‘‘Toogood, playing every shot, whether from 
the tee, through the green, or on the putting 
green, with his eyes blindfolded, met A Tindal 
Atkinson, a sisratch player of the Simningdale 
Club, playing in the orthodox manner, over 
eighteen holes, upon level terms. The result 
was absurd.”— iVess,] 

The final test match opened to-day 
in fine 'weather. An interesting novelty 
I was introduced into the game, each 
batsman being compelled to use, to 
I defend his wicket, some article from his 
travelling bag, in accordance with the 
claim put forward by several admirers 
of Wabnbr’b XI. that it is not necessary 
for an- England player to use a bat 
in order to keep the ball off the 
wicket. Bhodes, who compiled a neat 
59 with his hairbrush, was loudly 
cheered, as was Hobbs, who, using his 
Therrnos flask, gave a perfect display, 
including all his best strokes. It is some 
evidence ■ of his activity that, on his 
arrival at the pavilion, the milk, which 
had been the original contents of the 


flask, had become cheese. EosTEB,who, 
with Hobbs, was not out at the close 
of play, gave a fine exhibition with his 
trousers-press, his drives past very silly 
mid-on being greatly enjoyed by the 
crowd. 

The final at the Crystal Palace will 
be of unusual interest this year owing 
to the decision of the committee to 
vary the character of the play by sub- 
stituting a glass marble for the ball 
generally used, ^ This change is made 
to prove that it is not necessary, so 
exact are the expert player’s move- 
ments, for the sphere to be as large as 
that now employed. Sir OUey Lodge 
has consented to kick off. 

The Channel Swim will, this year, 
take a new form, as Buegess will dive off 
hand-cuffed and with his feet attached 
by a chain cable to a grand piano. It 
is hoped to show that it is not 
necessary for any expert swimmer to 
enjoy every possible advantage on 


entering the water before he can cross 
the Channel. The proposal that he 
should be allowed to carry between | 
his teeth a small file was vetoed on 
the ground that if this was permitted 
the value of the test would imme- 
diately disappear. 

I Bricklayers were at work yesterday 
at Wimbledon erecting the ten-foot 
brick wall which is to take the place of 
the net in the Tennis Championship 
this year. The new feature is being 
introduced to prove that it is not 
necessary for the player receiving 
service to see the ball as it leaves the 
server’s racquet, before he can make a 
smart return, 

Prom a speech as reported in The 
Berkkanisted Gazette : — 

‘*Dr. had been heard frequently to 

refine to put into his pocket that which he felt 
ought to go into the stomachs of his patients." 

The waisteoat pocket, after all, is no 
place for the ammoniated quinine. 



STORIES OF SUCCESSFUL LIVES. 

V.— Thk Actor’s. 

Mr. Levixski, the famous actor- 
manager, dragged himself from beneath 
the car, took the snow out of his mouth , 
and swore heartily. Mortal men are ^ 
liable to motor accidents ; even kings' 
cars have backfired; but it seems 
strange that actor-managers are not 
specify exempt from these oecun'ences. 
Jlr. Lev-inski was not only angi-y; he 
also a little shocked. When an 
wtor-manager has to walk two miJag 
to the nearest town on a winter 
evening one may be pardoned a doubt 
as to whether aU is quite right with 
the world. 

But the oompletest tragedy has its 
compensations for someone. The piti- 

tT IT. Bevinski at “ The 

^uUs Head,” unrecognised and with 
his fur coat slightly inflled, might make 
a ^ptic of the most devout optimist. 
Md y-et Eustace Merrowby can never 
look back upon that evening without 
a sigh of thankfulness; for to him it 
was the beginning of his careei-. The 
story has often been told since — in 
about a dozen weekly papera, half-a- 
dozen daily papers and three dozen 
povmeial papers— but it will always 
bear tellmg again. ^ 

■ °° train to London that 

night Md Mr. Levinski had been com- 
bed to put up at » The Duke’s Head.” 

Seei- 
ng shghtly better. He summoned the 
manager of the hotel. 

one do in this dam 
? ^e asked with a yawn, 
k instantly recognising 

that he was speaking to a member of 
the governing classes, made haste to 
reply. “ Othello ” was being played at 
the town theatre. His daughter, who 
h^ ^ady been three times, told him 
that it was very fascinating. He was 
sure his lordship. ... 

hS«ff He tiad to amuse 

^ something that evening. 

Otfaelto and the local Directory. 

He picked up the Dh-ectory. By a 
Jncky chance for Eustace Mareowby it 
was three years old. Mr.Levinski ^t 

For some time he was as bored as he 


breakfast next 
Merrowby was 



Itwked at his programme. 
Eustacb Mbbbowbt.” 
Mr Levm^i frowned thoughtfully. 

to hii^lf. /i 
don t know the name, b«t he 's the man 


I want.” He took out the gold pencil 
presented to him by the Emperor — 
(the statiou-niaster had had a tie-pin) 
— and wrote a note. 

He was finishing 
morning when Mr. 
announced. 

“ .\h, good morning,” said Mr. Levin- 
ski, “good morning. You find me 
very busy," and here he began to turn 
the pages of the Directory backwards 
and forwards, “but I can give you a 
moment. \\ hat is it you want? " 

“You asked me to call on you,” said 
Eustace. 

“ Did I, did I ?” He passed his hand 
across his brow with a noble gesture. 

” I am so busy, I forget. Ah, now I 
reinember. I saw you play Othelh last 
night. You are the man I want. I 
am producing ‘ Oom Baas,* the great 
^uth African drama, nest April, at my 
theatre. Perhaps you know ? ** 

“ I have read about it in the papers,** 
said Eustace. In all the papers (he 
might have added) every day, for the 
last six months. 

“ Good. Then you may have heard 
that one of the scenes is an ostrich 
farim I want you to play * Tommy.* ” 

“ One of the ostriches ? ” asked 
Eustace. 

“ I do not offer the part of an ostrich 
to a man who has played Olhello, 
Tommy is the Kaffir boy who looks 
after the farm. It is a black part, 
hke your present one, but not so long. 

7u , yo“ cannot expect to take 
the leadmg parts just yet.” 

“This is v^ kind of you," said 
Eustace, gratefully. «I have always 
longed to get to London. And to start 
Sai^’ a wonderful 

“ Good,” said Mr. Levinski. “ Then 
that s settied." He waved Eustace 

young actor to come to London. As 
Mr. Levinski had warned him, his new 

he had to say “Hofo tsetse!” — which 
was aUeg^ to be K^ for “Down, 

the^rr ^^g^triob. But to be at 
the 8i. Gwrge’s Theatre at aU was an 
honour which most men would envy 

ostricrp bouSto kSgtS LS 

tt, page, a, flta. 

w fairly c^ain that he was word- 

^ back of the neck— as it 

had tned to once at rehearsal^e 
evening seemed likely to be a triumph 


for him. And so it was \vith a feeling 
of pleasurable anticipation that, on the 
morning after, he gathered the papers 
round him at breakfast, and prepared 
to read what the critics had to say. 

He had a remarkable Press. I* give 
a few examples of the notices he ob- 
tained from the leading papers : — 

“Mr. Eustace Merrowby was 
Tommy.** — Daily Telegraph, 

“The cast included Mr. Eustace 
Merrow by.” — Times, 

“. . . Sir. Eustace Merrowby , , 
Daily Ghronicle* 

“We have no space in which to 

mention all the other performers.’* 

Morning Leader, 

“This criticism only concerns the 
two actors we have mentioned, and 
does not apply to the rest of the east.*' 
— 8;portS7nan, 

*; Where all were so good it would 
be invidious to single out anybody for 
special praise.**— Mail, 

“The acting deserved a better play.** 
— Daily News, 

A* • • •'’—Morning Post, 

As Eustace read the papers he felt 
that his future was secure. True, The 
Era^ careful never to miss a single per- 
former, had yet to say, l* Mr. Eustace 
^®^wby was capital as Tommy,** 
and The Stage, “ Tommy was capitallv 
played by Mr. Eustace Merrowby**- 
but even without this he had become 
one of the Men who Count — one whose 
pnvate life was of more interest to the 
public than that of any scientist, 
general or diplomat in the country. 

Into Eustace Merrowby’s subsequent 
career I cannot go at fuU length. It 
is perhaps as a member of the Garrick 
uiub that he has attained his fullest 
development. All the good things of 
the Garrick which were not previously 
said by Sydney Smith may safely be 
put down to Eustace; and there is no 
Ji^ingleader in all 
the subtler practical jokes which have 
made the club famous. It was he who 
^ned to the back of an unpopular 
member of the committee a sheet of i 
paper bearing the words 
KIOK ME 

—and the occasion on which he drew 

Finally, as a convincing proof of his 
^tnMS, let it be said that everybody 
hM at least heard the name “ E^taS 

be though some may i 

the impression that it is the ’ 
^e-mwk of a sauce; and that half 
the young ladies of Wandsworth 
‘ “d Wiuchmore HUl 

A. A. M. 
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A PEELIMINAEY PEATTLE 

WITH 

LADY PEEGIOSA PIPKIN. 

{In the fearless manner of “ The Daily 
Chronicle'') 

To enter the library in Aiiin^on 
Street where Lady Preciosa Pipkin 
writes and reads is indeed a privilege 
which *an ordinary journalist can hardly 
taste without fainting from sheer 
ecstasy. One is reminded alternately 
of CoRiNNA and Marie Corelli, of 
Madame DE Stael and' Madame Sarah 
Grand. The atmosphere of the room is 
charged with pastoral serenity, and 
Lady Preciosa’s voice, the ethereal tones 
of \vhich remind one of harp harmonics, 
helps to enhance the illusion. 

When 'I commented on this she 
smiled an exquisite smile and observed : 
“People think I live out of the rush, 
and often tell me so ; yet, all the same, 
life, I think, is a terrible rush. Even 
some of our bishops have recently 
rushed to Eussia and back again. . 

But I fear that I am in a minority, 
having always been a‘ very unrushful 
person. Eapid locomotion is always 
distasteful to me, and I would infinitely 
rather be a tortoise than a hare. 
Indeed, I think that in a previous 
existence I must have been a tree, for 
I have roots and move them with great 
difficulty.*' 

Lady Preciosa would have made an 
ideally lovely Hamadryad, and I 
longed to tell her so, but, after all, the 
object o£ my visit was not to discuss 
her previous existence but her forth^ 
coming book, The Silver Satchel 

“Ho^v did The Silver Satchel come 
to Be written ? Well, on the principle 
that silence is golden, I hit upon the 
epithet * silver * as appropriate to the 
outpourings of my pen. ‘ Satchel,' you 
see, begins, like ‘silver,' with an ‘S.’ 
It is simply a commonplace book 
filled with extracts culled from various 
sources and supplemented with a few 
pieces of my own." 

The Satchel which Lady Preciosa 
Pipkin so modestly, describes as a 
commonplace book contains many rare 
and radiant effusions from her own 
gifted pen. Extracts of which the 
source is unknown are marked by one 
star, as distinguished from two stam 
which indicate anonymity, three stars 
which are affixed to pieces of a spirited 
and convivial type, and forty-two stars 
which indicate an American origin. 

But Lady Preciosa, though so 
generous in admitting other writers to 
her Silver Satchel, is nothing if not 
original, ^ the following intensely 
interesting dicta clearly show : — | 

“Personally I think the average | 



Fmran^L ‘'Then you absolutely deny, General, the imsiBiLiTY or srorr a 

FEIESBSHIP BETWEEN A MAX AND A WOMAN. EVEN IN II, E CASE OE 
.N I?E ABSOLCXELT. TMEEE ABE NO EXCEmONB, NOT EVEN 


modern book is very good; but as I 
only read tliose which I like, you will 
see that my point of view would, in- 
evitably differ from one who read no 
books except those which he (or she) 
disliked. 

“ One must, I think, use patience in 
dealing with young people's reading 
tastes. For instance, my youngest son, 
aged four, is suffering from an epidemic 
of infatuation for the lady whom he calls 
‘The Baroness Corkscrew.’ The only 
thing to be done is to wait till it passes 
— ^like mental measles. I remember 
that I myself at the age of five was 
quite unable to appreciate Carlyle's 
Sartor Besartns, But my second son, 
•aged seven, positively revels in the 


romances of George Meredith. He 
almost seems to di*aw sustenance from 
them, and one week he put on no less 
than 10 lbs. weight while he was 
reading The Egoist from morning to 
night." 

Lady Preciosa Pipkin considers a 
love of reading to be one of the greatest 
of life’s boons. “Better a thousand 
times that one should spend five 
shiUings on Milton's Paradise Lost 
than on beer, tobacco, or even chocolate 
creams." 

The Silver Satchel follows on other 
hook^—Hmhful Whisjpers, In 'Quest' of 
Calm, The Log of the Dormy JEoimhoat 
— characteristic of the same peaceful 
pen and refined yet catholic taste.' 
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THE PATH TO REALITY. 

(Jlintu for the reprnentahon in the Greek form of our 
eecrydai/ Joys and sorroivs.) 

IT.-THE TWIXS. 

Persons op the Play. 

The Husband; the Wife ; a Butler; a Constable; 
a Goddess. 

CJionis of Squires, Tiears and Tenants. 

Scene — The lawn in front of a mnnordioiise. 

3 i\M. 2Iani/ tea-tuhles arc set out. 

Butler. 

Thou whom obedient to a changeless law 
W^ith equal speed thy flaming coursers draw, 

W hose azure robes are dipped in molten gold 
And strewn with jewels rich and manifold, 

Great Sun, I hail thee, and I bid thee bo 
The kind sustainer of our festal tea. 

Shine on my master, also on his wife, 

Who after fifty years of wedded life 
Shall from their friends, no matter what their stations, 
Kece;je to-day the due congratulations, 

With gifts of massy gold, embossed or chased 
Or hammered, as may suit the giver’s taste. 

And I may add that I have laid each table, 
haithful in heart, as well as I was able. 

Squires and Vicars. 

Faring hither from glebes and manors, 

Where we have dwelt as man and boy, 

Through a ilame of flags and a flush of banncis. 
Now we are come to our task of joy. 

Landlords, justices, godly sages, 

We who rule over man and beast. 

Leaving our halls and our vicarages, 

Lo, we are lured to the golden feast. 

Squires. 

He deserves a show of bunting 
And the tribute of our tongue, 

Wlio is just as fond of hunting 
As he was when he was young ; 

Vicars. 

Who in large ways and in small ways 
Never left us in the lurcli 
With his cheque-book, and is always 
Very rejgular at church. 

In subscribing he looks pleasant 
Where another man might blench. 

Squires. 

He can shoot a soaring pheasant, 

And 18 Chaiiman of the Bench,. 

Tenants. 

The Wife is as good in her way 
As her lord and her master is in his ; 

She never presumes to play 
A pait in her husband’s business. 

She humours his every whim, 

And thinks him the fiist and the best of us • 
And she always looks after him, 

While he looks after the rest of us. 

Full Chorus. 

Hymen, giver of reasonable hapjnness to them that are 
unpufted-up in expectation, on thee we <aill and bid thee 
teave the rose-decked glades and hasten hither on odorous 
wings. Yet not as a boy shalt thou come, but grave and 


reverend, a fifty- reared unwithholding offerer of connubial 
love. For now the half-eenturied companions; the- gold- 
gifted pair, are approaching, and in their train we behold 
a bevy of sor4S and daughters, and. of graScl-children a 
shouting "many-aged Iiost, yea and of great-grandchildren 
not a few, long-clothed and borne in arms an<J with high- 
pitched unhappy voices wildly clamouring for sustenance. 
But who is -this, the sad-browed wearer of a black helmet, 
who behind the joyous throng stalks immitigably, a gloomy 
tiireatener of woe to tlie ancestral palace? Surely for no 
festival was he intended ; but we in silence must await tlie 
fulfilment of doom. 

[The Husband and Wife advance to the front. 
Husband (to her). Dearest, thy hat is of a size unmeet for 
the aged. 

TJ ife (to him). And across thy forehead a black smudge has 
been smeared, : * ' / * 

Uusha nd (to the guests). Friends, forgive, if with my faltering 
^ tongue I speak not w^ords of due thanksgiring. 

Constable (interyeniiuj}. Pause, rash ones, for I too liave 
a word to speak. 

Husband. Words are for the liigh-born, but go thou within 
the house. 

ConstahU. Not so, for to you black fate is now come. 
Husband. Ho.w sayest thou, ‘and wbat warrant hast thou? 
Constable. Thee for; burglary the law demands, but for 
theft the^lady. 

Hu.shand. Terrible things, indeed, thou speakest to me wlio 
was never yet a burglar. 

We., And to me, .being guiltlras, thy speech is bitter. 

, ^nstable. Will ye forbear resistance, coming quietly ? 
Husband. Yea, for it is better to endure that which cannot 
• " be avoided. ' ' 

Wife. And to be crushed with suffering is the lot of women. 
Chorus. 

Ot-ot-oi, ot-ot-oi! for now woe brings woe upon woe. 
Whither shall we fly? In what dark forest by men un- 
visiM shaU we hide onr faces? Now, indeed, are the 
foundations of the Palace uprooted and all the walls are 
shatter^ Avert thy face, 0 Sun, and let black Night, the 
merciful, hido us iu the folds of her garment, 

TO. 7,7 . IT 7 1 descends in her machine. 

The Goddess. Hold on, for I mdicate a wa^ of honour and 
safely. 

TO Me thou Shalt not rob of my lawful capture. S 

Ine Goddess (ignoring him and addressing the Siisband) 
Was there not formerly to thee a twin-brother," 
all but simultaneously bom and like unto thee 
as pm to pin? , 

Husband. there was; but what .news bringest thou 
of the long-forgotten ? 

The Goddess (to ike Wife). With thee, too, many, years a^^o 
[ IITV A *win-sister sported in thy paternal home ° ’ 
ylrsfe. Ay, m truth she did; hut her we do not mention 
I- having thrust her out. 

The *^n. bemg yoni twins, are the oul- 

pii.s , but for you two let the revelry proceed. 

fi re-aseends. 

Chorus. 

Now suiely no eoui-se is left to the mistaken seizer of 
Mn-delmquents save to plunge the sharp steel in his breast 
death as a refuge. But to us^the Goddess Sh 
brought a return of ]oy, and Justice resumes her sway, ' 


B. C, L. j 


“ Wanted, a respeotaWe taby to adopt ” 





WOT CHEER! 

Pid {oti pnveMCixC), **Allo, Joej ’ow yer gettin* onI” 

^‘QRi^JUOHT , O LEHl^OiU, ORL lliaHT, PLENTY O’ MONEY, BUT NO TIME TO BLUE IT.*' 


LIFE AND ROMANCE. 

^ ^ The function of the novelist is less to 
i invent d. new and non-existent life than 
to collect actual incidents of life as it is 
lived, to place these in a juxtaposition 
which' they did not previously enjoy, 
and to di-aw the .deduction. For the 
several incidents of actual life as it is, 
one tums instinctively to the several 
columns olThe Daily Mail; to achieve 
the jujftaposition, one has only to take 
a pair of scissors, to cut out and up the 
columns, to mix- judiciously the frag- 
ments-, and there you are. Avoid, of 
course, such side issues as Coal Crises 
and political happenings, and coniine 
yourself to the more important chit- 
; chat about Leap Year and the Telephone 
Trouble. ^ If you had done this this 
week, this would have been the correct 
result T 

. CHAPTER I. 

Leap Yeab. 

How^ the Fair Sex Will Avail Them- 
selves of their Privilege. 

To Die Editor of *^The Daily MaiV':-— 

1. Sir, — Any leap-year proposals I may 
j| make I shall effect by- telephone.'* In 


this way a girl can preserve her blushes 
and her modesty and at the same time 
put her question. 

It is all so simple. You ring up the 
number, say, “Is that 999?” and then 
ask if the young man, like Barkiss^ is 
willing ^. . K. F., Norwood. 

CHAPTER ir. 

Telephone Chaos. 

To the Editor of “ The Daily Mail: 

Sir, — A postcard sent to me says: 
“ I have just been on the telephone from 
12.5 to 12.25 trying to get your num- 
ber, P. 0. Hampstead, but havo.been 
told you were engaged all that time. 
Is this correct? I called up the clerk 
in charge and complained.” 

When I tell you that my telephone 
I was not in use at all during the times 
named, you will agree that further com- 
|meDt is needless.~-G. S., Agamem- 
non Road, West Hampsteai 

' • - X 

CHAPTER III. 

We agree that further comment is 
needless, as witness* our hand this 
twenty-ninth day of February, ■ one 
thousand nine hundred and twelve. ■ - 


Scenes firom the Nile. 

It is a matter fresh in the minds of all how 
ill April, 190/, the bottom fell out of the 
Egyptian booms, and brought down the 
Ivhartoum bubble in its wake.” 

fSoudan Hct'ahL 

Hence the Great Dam. 

“ A large silver salver and four entree dishes 
were ii*om the Kilmarnock tenants, but the 
luscii 2 )tiou on the former gave the bridgerooin^s 
names as Thomas Evelyn Ellis Scott iStead of 
Scott Ellis .” — JEvciiijiff Xcics. 

We hope more care will be taken in 
eJu'istening the billiard-room. 

“The new enterprise will enable Londonei-s 
to breakfast at home oii one day and to dine in 
Halifax four days hter.” 

Too long to wait. We shall therefore 
continue to dine in London on the 
! same day. 

“From 27,000 minutes of Scottish League 
football only 1220 goals have been ext);acted 
this season. Remarkable to state, the goals 
‘ for * are identical with those ‘ against ’ —viz. . 

And it *s as far from London to Glas- 
gow as ‘it is from Glasgow to London. 
What a world 1 
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THE DISAPPOINTED DEMON. 

A Japan^ese QtTtist of oltl took kL chlsol. 

And chunk of smooth ivory, soft as is sue)), 

\ ^ ^^3’ wrinkle and bristle by bristle, 

A little old demon had life at his touch, 

A squat little figure 

All sword-belts and vigour, . 

v\ ith claws that could clasp with a terrible clutch ! 

A tea-house acquired him, he sat in its porches 
i?or years of red lacquer and joss-'stick and fan, ' 

^ fir-trees at noon, and the torches 
Of gay paper lanterns at nightfall, he\l scan. 

Blind to both for a geislia, 

The brightest in Asia, 

Whom he loved, as a demon in ivory can ! 

She was small and delightful, her silk robes would rustle 
® f matting witli tea-tray and pot, 

And she loved her old dimon, lie fancied, a lot ** 
g>r she laughed at him often. 

He ’d thrill then and soften : 

She .was called something San, though I never learnt 
wiiat. 

I But alas for his fancies, he’d misunderstood her- 

One day, when the peach-bloom was pink on the ti’ees 

Tb^came a Mikado's Court Captain who wooed her 
And wed her and carried her off at his ease • 


And a P. & 0. seaman 
He looted the demon, * - 
And brought him to London across the high seas I 

* ' « 

Now he sits on my chimney in all his regalia. 

' He dreams "of Japan, . - " 

cherry and banks of azalea 
And pines that w^buld whisper to maiden and man 
But mostly of laughter ^ ' 

mi rafter, . ' 

Hie laughter of blossom-cheeked somebody San ! 

THE STATISTICIANS. 

The English innings was opened by Hobbs and Ehodes 

l^d Mt cheering was raised when the batsmen 

had pt half-way to the wicket, it being recognised that 
they had then accomplished one mile in walS to aS fSm 
rile crease since the start of the tour “i 

Hobdeek prettily to the boundary, and' cheers wTraisS 
when it was seen that he bhlv rMuir^ Qfi tor raised 
- . . ABMSTBONOwenton a bw 5 

Vine when he euhalWl ovation was acqorded 

Match of 1882. eSSi ^ 
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essence of parliament. 

ExTIlAa’LD FllOM THE DlAliY OF ToEY, M.P. 
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THE 


Ro2tse of CmnvionSf Monday^ Feb- 
riutry 19. — Excellent stage manage- 
ment of debate. E. E. Smith led off 
with amendment to Address charging 
Government with breach of faith in 
the matter of the famous preamble to 
Parliament Bill promising reform of 
House of Lords, Solicitor-Gbnebal 
put up to reply. Result, briUiant duel 
vastly enjoyed by thronged House, 
Earely are combatants so nicely 
balanced in skill; two capable of pret- 
tier swordplay not easily found. Born 
within a year of each other, neither 
“too old at forty,” nurtured in the 
same college at Oxford, in succession 
President of the Union, both going to 
the Bar, each rapidly making his mark, 
both returned to Parliament, where 
early success was again secured, they 
met to-night rapier in hand, with 
nothing between them but that “sub- 
stantial piece of furniture” for the 


professional duellists. 

Both of ’em full of lead afte a few minutes, but, bless you, it mode no diffei-ence really. 
(Mr. F. E. SiiiTii aad Sii* Johx Bjmon.) 


intervention of which, on a far-gone 
day, Dizzt thanked Heaven, since it 
separated him from Gladstone in one 
of his fits of oratorical fury. 

It was E. E.^s fimt speech delivered 
with advantage of accessories of Front 
Opposition Bench, His delayed appear- 
ance there recalls a story not generally 
known, which redounds to his credit, 
and rebukes familiar sneer at the 
moral and intellectual adaptability of 
the barrister working his way* in 
House of Commons. Two sessions 
ago, at personal invitation bf Prince 
Arthur, E. E. quitted his accus- 
tomed place behind his Leaders and, 
using the phrase in the Parliamentary 
sense, “ took silk ” and a seat on Front 
Bench. After a while it was observed 
that he had returned to his former 
quarters. Much inquiry into the why 
and wherefore, but no explanation 
forthcoming. 


Fact is F. E. differing from his 
^ader, who, in conjunction with 
Lansdownb, thought it politic to refrain 
from dying in the last ditch in opposi- 
tion to Parliament Bill in the Lords 
fuUy conscious of the sacrifice he was 
m^mg, relinquished his privilege 
W^fc back to share the lot of the 
Private Member who, in order to secure 
a seat, must needs be in his place at 
Pi'ayer-time and take his chance of 
catching Speaker’s eye at some un- 
certain period of debate. 

E^otation ran high in anticipation 
of this bout at arms between the risinc 
hoTO of the Unionist Party and his old 
MUMe-mate. It was not disappointed 
E^h was at his best, and the level is 
lofty. 

SusiiKss dojie.— Amendment to Ad- 
less moved from Front Opposition 
i^cnch. 

Ttmday , — ^Not much heard of the 
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WixsoME WiNSTOx since he genially 
backed up the War Minister s mission 
of peace to Berlin by describing the 
German Fleet as a luxury, a sort of extra 
glass of beer or a sui^erfluous pipe. 
Whilst on his own part he lays low and 
says compaa-ativelynuflin’ he‘ finds him- 
^self to-day in both Houses dragged into 
•what Bonner describes as the “ lime- 
light.’' In the LorA=i, Camberdown 
moves for return of military and civil 
-forces specially detached to Belfast in 
connection with liis recent visit and ’the 
cost thereby incurred. 

Camperdown expressed regret at 
absence, through illness, of LordPiRRiE, 
chairman of Winston's meeting. He 
would tlierefore, lie said, abstain from i 
making certain remarks. Amid buzz I 
of approval of this generous conduct i 
he continued : “ Any one who knows j 
Belfast'as Lord Pireie knows it, and 
who allowed. hi.s name to be used as 
Chairman of the Ulster Liberal Associa- 
tion, incurred a very culpable, indeed an 
^most criminal responsibility.'" 

Pondering over tins remark, made 
under restraining circumstances deli- 
cately alluded to, noble Lords wondered 
what Campderdown would have said 
had PiRRiE been present in liis habitual 
state of bounding health. 

In the Commons shower of Questions 
on same subject rained on Treasury 
Brench. Seely boldly asserted tliat 
the right of free speech must be safe- 
guarded at any cost. This sentiment 
visibly , affected AVinterton, whom 
everyone is glad to see .back from liis 
trip to South Africa in fully restored 
health. 

‘^Bayonets! bayonets!” the Noble 
Earl shouted, waving his right arm as 
if he were charging, at head of his * 
regiment. 

As far as relevancy is concerned 
might as well have shouted, “Pickles ! 1 
Pickles ! ” j 

That other man of war, Moore of t 
orth Armagh, took mote practical view i 
of situation. When Seely, repeating i 
statement made in other House by i 
Haldane, said cost of 1 1 le entertainment J 
amounted to ^3, 700, to be home on the c 
Arniy Estimates, North ARMAGHrapidly 1 
scribbled some notes on Ids copy of J 
Orders of the Baj*. Seizing opportunity i 
for intei-posing,* lie asked if Under j 
I SECREnfARY was aware that the estimate t 
worked out at about 15, - a word of t 
Winston’s speech ? t 

Purists might say this was taking d 
Minister and the House at unfair d 
disadvantage. North Armagh had y 
worked out Jiis sum. No one had op- b 
portunity of testing accuracy of his tl 
statement of result. Would hare b^n si 
just the same had he put cost down at di 
17in 6rf. or 11s. 9 /. a W'ord. Anyhow, it tf 


seemed a lot of money. If speech ran 
into silver at this rate silence certainly 
would be golden. . SEEL;^.sheered off 
with lame excuse to effect that if, when 
I General Carson, K.C., visited Dublin 
I it had been necessary to ixiake similar 
j effort to ensiu -0 him the .right of free 
j speech, equal cost would have been 
I met. Everyone felt . that North 
j Armagh had the best of it. 

, Busiiness done, — P. E. Smith’s 
I Amendment to Address negatived by 
524 votes against 231. . 

House of Lords, Frida )/. — Not much 
board of late of Willoughby de Broke. 
Naturally inclined to take period of rest 
after supreme exertions in the historic 
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1 Diehard campaign. But as a Parlia- 
mentary force he is not dead or even 
f sleeping. Quick as ever to see oppor- 
tunity of dealing damaging blow to 
[ advtt*saiy. Nothing lacking in ingenu- 
ity and skill in fashioning weapon, 
i Early in the week, Tullibardine in 
1 other House gave notice of motion for 
fieturn calculated to cloud Treasury 
Bench with confusion. As is well 
known, Bonner, during the Eecess, 
publicly charged Ministers with corrup- 
tion, basingaccusationon statement that 
they had deliberately, unnecessarily, at 
the cliarge of the taxpayer (already bur- 
dened with task of providing shilling 
dinner for M.P.^s in receipt of £400 a 
year, paid out of fourpences contributed 
by domestic servants under pressm-e of 
the Insurance Act), created some thou- 
sands of paid offices. These judiciously 
distribute as bribes or rewards among 
their political partizans. 


n At earliest possible moment after 
iy meeting of Parliament Premier 
ff challenged Leader op Opposition to 
n repeat this charge on floor of the 
n House, where it might be directly met. 
tr Bonner, refraining from prompt ac- 
ceptanee of this challenge, that fiery . 
n Scot Tullibardine leapt on the war- , 
H path. Gave notice of motion for return 
of all additional appointments made in 
s public departments during existence of 
y present Government. 

“That’ll fetch ’em,” Willoughby 
h DB Broke assents. Bub it doesn’t go 
far enough. It misses opportunity of 
t showing by contrast what was done in 
c this matter under other and nobler 
auspices. 

Accordingly he intends to move in 
this House for an additional Eelurn, 
setting forth in detail particulars of 
appointments made by his revered 
Leader, Lord Halsbury, in the dispen- 
sation of the patronage of the Lord 
Chancellor exercised by him over an 
exceptionally long period. 

Biisiness dom — Address agreed to. 

A TIP IN TIME. 

[“Socks are to show less ‘ tireworlcs ’ a’.id more 
.art this season.” — Fn^ihiori/s JEdkt.l 

No more, Lothario, dear old friend. 

Killer of each suburban fair, 

Can you attain your amorous end 
With pyrotechnic pedal wear — 

Wear that has made me fancy it 
Was Mr. Brock his benefit. 

Hope not the female breast to move 
With garb at which Dame Fashion 
jibs, 

Your firework socks henceforth will 
prove 

But veritable moistened squibs, 

Things to be resolutely out 
By any self-respecting nut. * 

Yet don’t despair; along the road 
The smile of welcome still will 
greet 

Your passage, if you mend your mode 
And wear your art upon your feet, 
Inserting, when you wish to shine, 

A nocturne in each Number Nine. 

“J&igland , . . may form the keystone of a 
I new European Concert ; ])ut if she were tied 
either to one or the other of the Em-opean 
combinations this noble part would be lost to 
her. — Manclic^er Guardian. 

A keystone, in whatever key, and tied 
to whatever combinations, ought not to 
be allcwsd at a concert. 

The Phyaiiiue of the Army, 

Notice on a Burma railway - 
or Mscomodate 1 8 Passengers 


marginal notes on history. 

Fa,.ii:ii ni/iickn {to Cleopatfa). “Ah! ive’ve bees deiskis« beart.s a..ais. 


HA\E WEI” 


THE GOVERNOR’S GARDEN 
PARTY. 

Most puissant lord, m vassal fear 
I bow to your august dominion, 

And pray that you will lend an ear 
To one poor woman’s frank opinion 

Of you and all your mimic coui-t, 

Your A.D.O.’s and other flunkeys, 
Who think of nothing else but sport 
And chatter like a cage of monkeys 

When I survey your gorgeous suite 
And all your quasi-regal splendour, 

I see the flagsliip of the fleet 
Aped by a little harbour tender. 

And when you hold the shears of fate 
By virtue of the King’s commission 
I recollect your larval state — 

A pushing party politician; 

But now you are the full-fledged thing, 
Pro-consul, peer, in loco regis, 
Flaunting the trappings of a king 
Amid the laughter of your lieges. 

My lord — or should I say Your Ex ? — 
No plea for mercy shall avail you ; I 
It is the custom of our sex 
To grant no terms when we assail you, I 


And I have reason to be bard ; 

You— or your cleiks in cloak and 
sabre — 

Have left me out, and sent a card 
To Mrs. Brown, my next-door neigh- 
bour. 


THE DBUM AND FYFB, 

(ud Self-satisfied Monologue) 
Heaven forbid that I should be con- 
ceited, but of course when a fellow 
has tumed a German spectacle in 
London from a failure to success by a 
j few strokes of bis pen, he can’t help 
feeling pleased about it, can he? Be- 
cause, say what you will, it was I and 
The Daily Drum that did it. There 
was the beautiful German-made thing, 
with all its German capital sunk in it, 
and no one cared a rap for it, and in a 
moment I had transformed depression 
into triumph. Quite simple when you 
have a trick of enthusiastic writing and 
write in the right paper. 

Henceforward there need be no 
failures in London. If a play fails to 
attract, the managers know what to do. 
Sir Akthub Pineeo, for example, if 
his crisply-named drama, The **Mind 


the Paint ” Girl, shows signs of flag- 
ging, has only to enlist my sympathies 
and there won’t be a seat empty. But 
of course my sympathies as well as my 
pen must be enlisted. That is the one 
condition. 

Those that say that the Society para- 
graphs of The Daily Drum also had a 
hand in this wonderful achievement 
don t know "what they are talking 
about. There are some people so de- 
void of sense that they believe that 
the little paragraph every morning, say- 
ing that 'Lord FitzNoodle was seen 
lunching there yesterday, and Lady 
Boomster had a large party with her, 
really did the trick. Not a bit of it ; 
it was^ the white flame of genuine 
enthusiasm, and nothing else, except 
[ the power of the paper. 

Papers are, I admit, not always 
powerful. The Drum, for example, 
could not win London at the last elec- 
tion. But that is only polities. TVhen 
it comes to German spectacles it is 
different. The Drum cannot fail there. 
Nor can it — nor can I — resist the 
temptation to proclaim our victory. 
If we did, that would indeed he the 
Miracle. 
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AT THE PLAY. 


“The ‘ Misd the Paixt' Oiur,." 
Having missed tlie first per- - 
forniance, wlien the occupants of the j 
gallery appear to have misbehaved! 
tliemselves, I can only vaguely guess ' 
what it was iu the play that disturbed 
their Olympian calm. It may pos- 
sibly have pained them to find Sir 
Arthuii Pineko trying to disillusionize 
their innocence as to the vie iuti)ue [ 
of the musical comedy ladies from ' 
the “ Pandora." The very name “ Pan- 
dora " may have been an offence, 
reminding them, as it would, of the 
mythical female who had all gifts 
bestowed on her for the express pur- 
pose of bringing ruin on the human 
race. 

Personally, I could not discover that 
the author had any particular object, 
sinister or elevative, in writing his plav. 
Sir Wing is, of course, too old a bird to 
be snared into, pointing a moral or 
allowing his tale to be adorned with 
the salt of a serious purpose. With a 
cicely balanced detachment he per- 
mitted his i)er$on(e, according to their 
respective tastes and experience, to 
abuse or defend the character of these 
girls. ^ One said that they were design- 
ing minxes, another that they performed 
a useful part in tlie social order by in- 
troducing fresh blood into the pallid 
veins of an effete aristocracy. The 
author tried to portray tho type dis- 
passionately, neither making* it too 
sordidly vulgar nor presenting it in 
that atmosphere of glamour which is 
the despair of dowagem. Yet* he 
showed himself a moralist vialfjre Ini, 
for dulness is the most damning vice 
of all, and the ladies were, franklvi a 
rather dull lot. 

I have read so much of the maiTel 
of Sir Abthur’s stagecraft that I was 
rightly shocked at the crude arrange- 
ment by \vhich, in a scene which i 
would naturally have b?en crowded 
during the dance intervals, a solitary 
couple would enter, do its little turn, 
and go out, to give place to another in 
strict rotation. Hven wdicn the stage- 
cra^ was good, oneAvas often conscious 
of the medium. Nobody supposed for 
a moment that a man like young Lord 
Lanicomle, so hesitant about his 
own claims, and so sacrificial in 
his homage of the “Mind the Paint" 
girl, would have chosen the hour of 
4 A.M., and a situation that offered 
every sort of embarrassment, to offer 
her lus heart and prospective coronet ; 
nor could anybody suppose that a 
girl like Lily, thoroughly hardened to 
flattery, would be melted to wax for 
love of a man on the strength of a 
single night*s dancing. Yet almost 


everyone could appreciate that, as ^ve 
were getting to the end of the Tlnrd 
Act, it was essential, for stage purposes, 
tliat something definite should be done, 
and done at once, if matters were to be 
got ripe in time for the final Act. 

It was unfortunate too that one 
of the leading characters, Captain 
Nicholas Jeyes, was a figure straight 
out of stagelancl : and that Mr. Allan ^ 
Ayneswortii’s ^ inteipretation of the ' 
part, clever as it was, seemed to con- 
tribute to its staginess. The most 
effective Act— the Third— was spoiled 
by the unbelievableness of this man's 
conduct. It was incredible that “an 
officer and a gentleman” should throw 



Os wriij THE Oui Love, uefore iseino okf 
% uni THE Js'ew. 

Z'd//, “I diaii’t lueaii to hurt your feelings, 

U ^ filthy iiaiiios. 

If ^ ou 11 forgive uk* 1 \\ many you and rahe 
your geiieml tone.” ^ 

Lily ... jiiss Makie LOiiit. 

Mr. AYNKswouTir. 

l.m'it hmicomhe ... Mr. Veunon Stefa. 

off, for the better enlightenment of 
lus rival, that long and pitiless tirade 
against the girl they both loved, before 
her very face. Something like the same 
error of judgment was shown when 
another officer and gentleman, who bad 
married a Pandora star in the old days 
and had led a dog’s life of it, seized the 
occasion of a dance to W’hich he had 
brought his wife to warn Farncombe 
against the peril of making a similar 
ass of himself. 

But my chief complaint is still that 
the author was not iiearlv so funnv 
as he might have been." Tme. the 
M>ss Clake Gkeet as Mrs 
was always delightfid, and Mr. 
Nia]a P 1 .AWAIB as a Semitic patron of 
music^ comedy was most attractive: 
and Mire Niea SEram-a as one of 
the Pandora Girls was admirable in 
her suggestion of stupidity and afifecta- 


tion ; but the rest of the gaiety' was 
rather effervescent than exhilarating. 

As for Miss Marie Lohr, the trouble 
is that she has a particular charm so 
personal to herself that, wdien she is 
picking any part but the very nicest, 
either she fails to convince me, or else 
I lesent the fact that she of all people 
should have been asked to play' it. I 
conscious here of both these effects, 
hen Lily is required in a fit of anger 
to throw off her carefully adjusted 
veneer and expose her inherent vul- 
garity', I am not persuaded that any'- 
lliing of the kind really^ occurs, and 
.yet I am annoyed that Miss Marie 
LShr should have been called on to 
make the attempt. Her vivacity^, her 
warm-heartedness, her generous re- 
mote, sudden as the outbm'sts for 
which it makes amends— all these 
but there are things 
which by the ,very sweetness of her 
nature she was never meant to be and 
should never be asked to pretend -to be. 

On the last occasion when I bad 
the pleasure of attending one of Sir 
Arthur Pinero’s plays, I said that 
1 was Sony that Miss L5hb was made 
giatuitously ^ to appear in a scratch 
costume, mimts gown and stockings 
because it looks as if this kind of 
episode, coming so soon after her 
pyjamas scene in Tantaliswg Tommy 
might grow into a habit with the people 
who write for her or manage her.” 
Well, my few-s have been realised. It 
""f, S^own into a habit, at any rate 
'7*1^ 1 ®^’ This time, in one 

Act, he gets somebody to unlace her 
bodice on the stage, and in the next, 
hamg presented her in ndgligi, he 
makes her put ou her stockings with 
new blue libbon garters for the re- 
ception of an admirer. 

Apart from its many obvious merits 
-notably the picture of Lib/s home- 
life m Act L, with its deadly odour of 
footlights and foger-the play should 
attract by the allurement of its title. 
But it was also excellently staged’ 
and the acting throughout could not 
easily have been improved. I have not 
yet mentioned Mr. Dion Boucicault 
who, as a nondescript atlaehd of Lib/ 
and the girls, bounded as to the 
&i-noDg the minor 
nf adoring reticence 

though his speech was a shade too 
exalted in .tone ; and I liked Mr. Fitz- 
GERALD as one of the “ boys ’’ when 
was drunk wifcboufc being disorderly 
^ 0. 8. 
‘‘CAmiN PIRIE, M.P., RAISES A STORM. 

indignant- PI.SHEUMEN.” ■ 

No wonder. ■ 
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ODE MODEST PRESS. 

From The Daily IVaichnan \ — 

The Goveniment has at last le- 
sponclecl to the insistent demand of 
The Watchman^ and has intervened in 
the threatened strike of Dustmen. The 
scheme of conciliation outlined in these 
columns ^ a few days ago has been 
adopted in its entiret3% and it is con- 
fidently expected that the trouble will 
soon be at an end.' 

From The Evening Beflecior : — 

The Beflecior has at length aroused 
the Government to a sense of its duty 
in regard to the Dustmen danger. 
Negotiations are now in progress, and 
will follow the lines laid down in these 
columns the day before yesterday. 

From The Moining Megajihoiie : — 

The grave ^ danger of a universal 
Dustmen s strike has been considerably 
lessened by the action of The ilega- 
phone. In accordance ^Yith the direc- 
tions clearly laid down in these columns, 
the Gox’ernment has inteiwened in the 
crisis, 'and a' settlement is 'anticipated 
on the lines of The Megaphone* $ article 
of Monday last. 

From The Daily Lantern : — 

The efforts of The Lantey'n to bring 
about Government inteiwention in the 
Dustmen's trouble have met with 
success, and, as Mr. Asquith has de- 
cided to^ adopt The Lantern*s attitude, 
peace will in all probability be quickly 
restored. 

From The Crier ; — 

Our readers will be grateful to The 
CYier for bringing about Government 
intervention in the threatened Dust- 
men's strike. There is no doubt that, 
thanks to The Crier's agency, the crisis 
will soon be over. 

Statement in the House of Com- 
mons:— 


It is not true, as reported in the 
Press, that the Government has inter- 
vened in the Dustmen dispute. 



THE BURNING QUESTION. 

“Mummy, if the coal strikes, wirx the fire go olt?' 


THE PDNOTILIOUS FAMILY. 

Can anything be much more annoy- 
ing than to have one's good sayings 
appropriated and used by others, 
without acknowledgment ? Everybody 
will agree that this really is one of 
the most irritating and infuriating 
calamities of life. Judge then of 
my pleasure when I was introduced 
to the Sandersons and found them 
meticulously scrupulous about giving 
honour where honour is due. Not that 
they were universally witty; indeed 


many of the things said by them 
struck me as almost ordinary, if not 
commonplace; but a radiant intel- 
lectual honesty made it imperative 
that anything in the nature of a 
quotation should be in quotation marks 
and have the author’s name set to it. 
A lesson indeed for others. 

Thus, when I entered, Jilrs. Sander- 
son, in reply to a remark of mine about 
the weather, said that, “to use Mr. 
Sanderson’s vivid words at breakfast, 
‘it was raining cats and dogs’;” and a 
little later Mr. Sanderson himself, also 
referring to the weather, quoted Mrs. 
Sanderson as having called the day 
“ uncompromisingly humid.” 

“ A Y&by accurate description, don’t 
you think? ” he inquired of me; and I 
agreed. 


Mother ’s always saying the exact 
thing,” said Enid, one of the daughters. 
“As Jack says, ‘she hits the nail on 
the head every time.’ ” 

“ Yes,” said Gwennie, another daugh- 
ter, “ but you put it better than that, 
Enid dear, when you said, ‘Mother’s 
got the gift of epithet.* That ’s exactly 
what it is— the gift of epithat.” 

“ I always say,” said Mr. Sanderson, 
“ that Enid inherits the capacity frcni 
her mother. As Tom says of her, 
‘ she ’s a chip of the old block.’ ” 

“ Or, as TJncle Will said, don’t you 
remember ? ” said Jack ; “ ‘like mbther, 
like daughter.’ ” 

And so they went on, eaclr being 
fair to the other, until I (who have 
been so often robbed) thought the age 
of gold was here once more. . 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By 2//-. ranch's Slaff cf Learned Clerks.) 


that a large mauve hot made her "look like notbiuei 
on eai-fch.” No insult could have struck straigliter home 
^ just to teach him a lesson she bolted precipitately to the 
, Happy Eetreat. There she Was .siirmnn/lofl Vitt 


I LiKK fo think of Vi* TT • j teach him a lesson she bolted precipitately to the 

chee.Taodorti^ Th^r-e she was surro^ded^y 2nks of 

moribund ideas for stories “ J f jCveiy kind and shape, people poisonously depressincf to 

hard. Man and boy. I’ve served Ue ~^L ®,KH^ i^^fe-Iong Children, aaid them 

for twenty years, and now to’s no wffit in^^i " I, I’econmiend everybody-those ^vho want to 

nesses that the idea of a man Captain Raobolt took the “vSuip Inn” \t Satt Utei'a^ture 

miraculously possessed of the oudehed a new sion-boaud EitoAr the Salt- interesting than a play 

power of predicting raeinn- This was the sveciei- made a successful 

results a day in advance of the ?Ti^ 

race had been worked to death. :-n suggest, however. 

As Mr. Davis presents it. it.'^*'^ crosE-HAcuEn os the sT\n ^ reason 

glows with the freshness ofl^'',,';:? the HAnBooE or lAi,iA.r.vi.oo«A. enjoying the volume that- 

youth. Buried treasure, again. :wE.miEi’rVi^“K E BAEmshaspub- 

Under Mr, Davis’s ti-eatmenti ' «“^er the title of TAe 

J.1 111* .• BA cij . .1 • •* .« 


— uxcrufuxjaeiit ' 

the doddering theme throws, 
away its crutches and gambols. • 
The secret, of course, lies in 
the never-failing charm of the 
author s style. He is so cosy 
and friendly and coniidential. ' 
He takes you by the button- . 
hole. “Just the fellow I was* 
looking for,’* he says. “ I \e 
got a topping story to tell you. 
It 11 just hit you right.” And 
It does. Even if you have heard 
something of the sort before, the 
quiet humour with whicli Ijc 
tells it makes you go on listen- . 
mg. And every now and then 
you suddenly hnd yoursdt in ' 
the middle of a masterpiece. ■ 
'‘Gallagher” was such a one: 
so was “ The Derelict,” and so, ! 
m the present volume, is “ The I 
Consul.” It is right. There is j 
no more to be said about it. It • 
is so right, indeed, that even ' i 
I I read the next tale, ■ 



io«A. espying the volume that. 
r.EAn Mr. Maurice Barino has pub- 
lished under the title of The 
_ Grey Stocking and other. Plays 
(Constable) would at once be 
j- unkind and untrue. It contains 
r quite enough of the author's 
admitted ^ffcs of dry humour 
and a certain easy cbaracterisa- 
^ tion to make the three plays* 
^ agr^able reading. To witness 
their performance might, 1 
™': ^ heavier undertaking. 

Orem Ele;pliant, the most 
produced, seems to me 
- the least successful But ‘even 
here M!r. 'Baeing- has some 
: (dever studies 6f ibdividualsr- 

- the v^e heroine, for example, > 

b“- a kind of 

y ohertocic Holmes potir rire. But- 
g the intrigue is ever so much too 

— the personages of 
= the play meander on and- off 

the stage in a fashion which 
even m print becomes positively 
= maddemng. The (h-ey Stocking, 
a comedy frankly of talk and- 
chaiucto’, achieves its end more 
nearly, sud the glimpse it gives 

i® I 


mf r ’ - — - v<vu.Aouy iranKly 01 talk and 

2'ife? tel" ” •' ™ Zf 

the intellectuals and drive the nkin hbit^f ^ 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Mr. Churchill has sent to the 
Secretary of the Dundee branch of the 
Women’s Freedom League what a 
contemporary describes as “ a guarded 
letter.” That, anyhow, is to be pre- 
ferred to “ a guarded speech.” It will 
be remembered that the guardin<y of 
Mr. Churchill’s speech at Belfast cost 
the nation some thousands of pounds. 

•V * 

The Pall Mall Gazette has been 
hammering away at the question of the 
merits of our Army rifle. But our 
contemporary forgets that supposing 
in the course of a war any of our rifles 
should fall into the hands of the enemy, | 
it is distinctly to our advantage that I 
such weapons should be inferior 
ones. jj. 

The firing of a shot by a man 
in the House of Commons is 
peculiarly re^-ettable. A few 
more such incidents and we shall 
forfeit our right to be considered 
the Gentle Sex. 

In view of Mr. Hoosevelt’s 
shy disposition and hatred of 
publicity, his decision to accept 
nomina^on for the Presidency 
in the interests of his country 
does him credit. 


The report that Lieutenant 
Brandon had attempted to es- 
cape from the fortress of Wesel 
is officially denied. Lieutenant 
Brandon is no doubt well aware | 
of the difficulty of catching a 
Wesel asleep. 

An American tourist was ar- 
rested in Spandau as a spy 


"The Secret Woman,” on receiving an 
undertaking that all the persons 
appearing in the play would speak as 
inaudibly as did a certain actress on its 
first production. 

"fewer pigeons 

MOTOR-CARS SUPPOSED TO BE THE 
CAUSE.” 

That is the theory of the Linnman j 
Society ; but Mr. Galsworthy, whose i 
Pigeon has just disappeared from the 
Eioyalty Theatre, has other views. 

rm 

The latest fashion in New York, we 
are told, is^ for an engaged girl to wear 
the portrait of her sweetheart on her 
slipper. An ingenious bootmaker, we 
understand, has invented a contrivance 


smoke, this seems ungrateful. Mean- 
while we hear that all our miners are 
to be made honoraiy members of the 
Society. ^ 

'4* 

"Miners,” The Evening News tells us, 
“ marry at an earlier age .than any other 
members of society.” So, curiously 
enough, do minors. 





“There’s no coal left in the cellar, 3La’am.' 
'‘Why didn’t you tell me before, Mary?” 
“Because there was some. Ma’am.” 


— while 

standing for a moment to admire the 
Julius Tower, where the money belong- 
ing to the German War Office is de- 
posited. It is just possible, of course, 
that he did loo£ rather greedily at it. 

We are glad to note that Mr. 
Churchill has decided to add a mo- 
tor battleship to the British navy and 
thus do something to promote peace 
by casting oil on troubled waters. 

’** 1,’^ 

In this snippety age there seems to 
be an increasing demand for potted 
plays. A compressed vemion of the 
"Geisha” has been produced at the 
Palace Theatre, and the adaptation of 
"Trilby,” revived by Sir 'Herbert 
Tree, is, we note, by Mr. Potter. 

We understand that the Censor, who 
hag no wish to be unreasonable, would 
be willing to withdraw his objection to 


by which the portrait can be frequently 
changed without injuring the shoe. 


CUE BUSY CELEBEITIES. 

[“Mrs. PiUiUiurst caunot spare lime to fio 
to gaol just now. 

Mr. Winston Churchill is much too 
busy just now to make any submarine 
voyages. 

Mr. Lloyd George finds his time so 
fully occupied that he has delegated the 
"1 opening of the coming Church 
^ bazaar at Llandrwygnog to his 
daughter Megan. 

^ Mr. Asquith has so much 
j work on hand just now that it 
is questionable whether he will 
be able to enter for the Monthly 
Medal at Archerfield. 

Lord Haldane has definitely 
stated that^ business will not 
permit of his making any more 
week-end visits to Berlin for the 
present. 

Mr. Brookfield is so over- 
whelmed with work that he has 
been obliged to decline all invita- 
tions to see “Dear Old Charlie.” 

Sir Egbert Morant, who is 
suffering from a violent attack 
of "insurenza,” refuses to stop 
working, and declares that if 
the doctors want to see him 
they must come to Wellington 
. House. 




Last week the Great Central news- 
paper train left the rails between 
Sheffield, and Eetford, and was com- 
pletely wi'ecked. The accident is sup- 
posed to have been due to the foolish 
ambition of the train not only to carry 
news but also to make it. 


::c * 
* 


The Westminster City OouDcil con- 
templates christening one of its new 
thoroughfares, "Hollar Place.” While 
we should be pleased to see this trib- 
ute paid -to the great engraver, we 
fear that to the general public the 
name will merely suggest unrestricted 
street cries. ^ ^ 

Mr. Pbank Bbangwto, A.E.A., has 
designed a poster for the Smoke Abate- 
ment Society. Seeing what fine effects 
Mr. Brangwyn has obtained from 
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: Mr. Garvin regrets that he cannot 
find time to read the leading articles in 
The Observer and Pall Mall Gazette. 

Mr. G. K. Chesterton has had his 
hands so full with other work that he 
has (luckily) been unable to finish his 
projected pamplilet, which has for its 
theme " A National Coal Strike would 
be England’s Salvation.” 

^ Mr. D. A. Thomas has found it quite 
impossible to visit a theatre while in 
London, though (as he puts it) he is 
extremely fond of " doing a pit.” 

[Later.— I t is tlioiight perhaijs that Mrs. 
Pankhuhst Hiay find time after all.] 

L. L. -Blushing is due to self-cousc*ousness, 
and can only he cured hy cultivating the liahit 
of not thuikingabout yourself. Apply a mixture 
01 zinc ointment and olive oil to the nose.” t 
. . JFeekly Scotsinan. . 

This always makes us worse. We can 
never be quite un-self-conscious when 
we have anything on our nose. 
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THE ONLY TIME. 

I AM not; a good dancer. I do not 
like dancing witli strangers. When I 
have been to live or six dances with 
the same partner she has learned by 
experience to keep her feet out of the 
way. We are not popular witii x.iau mvcj 

ottier couples because we take up so ! the charm of it. 
much floor space at an v given moment ; ! entirely different 

hnh thiQ ie £». Ixxccai* TfAi. nil ( ii . it 


but this is a lesser evil, after all. 

I do not know why I accepted 
Mrs. Walter Hempstead’s invitation. 
I did not know any of her party. 
It was a Charity Dance. Charity 
covers a multitude of sins— but not that 
of bad dancing. However, I learned , 
something for my twenty-five shillings. 1 
My hostess introduced me to one* 
girl and then left me to my fate. 
Aliss Muuible (which vras as near as 
I could get to her name) was a tall, 
queenly,, imperious, girl. . I like tall, 
queenly, imperious > girls. She handed 
me her programme without allowing 
this action to interfere with her con- 
versation. There were five vacant 
spaces. I scribbled my initials in four 
of them and returned the programme. 

** 'llo, Archie,” she drawled to a new 
aiTiv'al.^ She passed the programme 
on to him’ without even glancing at it. 

“ wfly. late. 'S’all you can have,” 

“ Ohi I sai/ ! ” exclaimed Archie. 

“ Mor *n you d’serve,” she replied, as 
the band struck up the opening bars. 

Ours, I think ? '' I suggested 
humbly,, 

“Oh, is it? ” she replied with utter 
indifference. 

I smiled grimly to myself. She 
would not remain indifferent for long ! 
Fortune favoured me at the start. 
For once in my life I steered a partner ' 
half-way round the room without 
damage. It came to me that for once 
in my life I was dancing divinely. 

“ Want to waltz it all the time ? ” 

I gasped and stopped suddenly. 
The couple behind us stopped even 
more suddenly. Then we stopped 
again a foot further on. “Isn’t it 
waltz ? Not a two-step, is it ? 


“Have you?" she inquired, with 
great interest, as she put her foot under 
mine once again. 

* “How {Foes- one JBoston ? " I asked 
desperately. 

“ Oh, I really can’t explain it. You 
dance it half-time and it isn’t a waltz. 
Every man invents his own. That 's 
Each man dances 
steins. All right, 


I forgot to lock at the programme. 

“Programme? I always prefer to 
go by what the orchestra is doing* 
Shall we go on ? I don’t want to be 
run into again.” 

I tried a two-step. I trod upon her 
right foofe» apologised, and stepped off 
it on to her left. don't tlunk it ?s 
a two-step,” I suggested. 

“ I 'm quite sure of it,” she replied. 
“ No, please don't stop — at least not in 
the middle of the room. No, it didn’t 
hm*t, thanks. You didn't get the ten- 
der place again. Don’t you Boston ? ” 
“No/' I admitted regretfully, “Ican’t. 
I have only lv::*med how to waltz." 


, thanks, it was their fault. They ought 
I to have sesn us coming, and realised — " 
She broke off the sentence abruptly. 
Whetlier this was out of politeness or 
because oiir feet met again I do not 
know. I like tall, queenly girls, and I 
decided to win my way into her good 
graces. If she deshred to Boston — 
Boston she should. I had never in- 
vented a dance before, and it was not 
till we had bumped our way tw'ice 
round the room that my invention was 
perfected in theor 5 ^ 

“ The room being now less crowded," 

I remarked casuaUy, “ we will Boston." 

“But I thought you said ” 

“ I have invented one. It is not 
waltz and you do it half-time." 

As I knew the dance and she did not 

it was only to be expected that slie 
would not remove'her feet at tbs right 
time. She fully realised my expecta- 
tions. 

*‘Wha,t are you doing?" she asked 
indignantly. 

“My own Boston,” I replied tri 
umphantly. “ You hop once on each 
foot, then twice on both feet. Do you 
see the idea ? 

“Perfectly," she said coldly. “Do 
you mind hopping off mine and trying 
to waltz again? Dancing, -slippers 
are no protection to one’s insteps.”- 
It was her remark about -dancing 
half-time that suggested a -possible 
clue. Her foot a^-my own had tried 
to occupy the same portion of space at 
the same second of time. I quite will- 
ingly ceded the victory to her -foot as 
it arrived there first, but my apologies 
were banning to lack novelty. It 
was then that it struck me that some 
girls - might prefer to dance three- 
quarter time. Of course, if she v was 
dancing three-quaite or -five-eighth 
time, while I was going full speed 

ahead with whole time 

“Oh, by the way," I inquired 
lightly, “what time do prefer 

dancing?” . ^ 

Her reply was unnecessarily frigid. 

“ In time with the music, please 
Shall we sit down ? ” 

I have since studied my initials 
carefully, and they do not resemble the 
word ‘ Archie ’ in the slightest. I can 
^y hope that she is short-sighted, for 
I am sure she would not wJfully have 
cut my other three dances. 


TO HIS MOTHEE. 

(A quite disinterested warning from over- 
tlie-wav. ) 

We walk in mists, the world is dark, 
But sometimes out of heaven 
There falls the fire, the sacred spark, 

As if ambrosial leaven 
Were mingled with this mortal 
dough, 

And genius is born : we know, 
Because the popsy-wopsy's crow 
Is loud enough for seven. 

As in a grey world dawns the sun 
And sends his laughter through it, 

As golden lakes of treacle run 
Bound the impassive suet, 

So is a child like this a joy 
To all the street without alloy, 

But what I say is this : the boy 
Ought not to overdo it. 

Taking your “ darling dickums ” then, 
Madam, the gods who dower 
Have given to earth no specimen, 

Have brought to bloom no -flower, 

So filled -with all perfections rolled 
Tight into one and stamped with 
gold, 

Judging, of course, at eight months’ 
old 

Chiefly by vocal power. 

Primate, d’j'ou think, or Premier? 

'Tisfhard to say what fate owes 
To such au one, but still, “ Ok ter 
Quaterqtie fortm-atos ” 

Ye Englishmen whose lives shall 
fall 

Within the period of his thrall ! 
Myself I think he has a call 
For selling hot potatoes. 

But void of ruth’are Nature’s laws, 

And men may lose the pearly 
And priceless gifts she gives because 
They use them up too early : 

Both Keats and Chatteeton died 
young : 

Madam, your boy mav strain a 
lung, “ : 

I think you ought to use a bung i 
And choke that hurly-burly. 

Else in the dim and distant days ! 

Shall be no proud centenary, 

No girding of his bust with bays j 
Nor other votive greenery : 

Think of the future, do, and stop 
His mouth up with the nearest ^p. 
Or something will be going pop 
Inside the kid’s machinery, 

Evob. 


“The Right Hon. John Burns is now 
happily reoovei'ed from his recent attack of 
gastric hilarity, caught in a railway, train," 

PeopU, 

We hope he was not reading one of 
those funny newspaper cuttings in 
PtmcK 








AN AFEIOAN IDYLL, * 

[“The Jiiya-Kakendu KaUwaj, which runs 
•fchrougli the Busqga^ district of Uganda, is 
being extended to Ndmas^li with a view to 
the avoidance of the sleeping-sickness area and 
^fche improvement of the connection with the 
is^nboat service on Lake Kioga, The name 
of the railway lias therefore been changed 
recently-to tlie Jinja-Kanxasagdli Eailway, but 
it has now been announced that it is to be 
known in future as the Busoga Kailwav/'— 
Haihj Pj*ca?.3 ^ 

JiNJA Busoga’s earliest flame 
Was in the fashionable push. 

Lewis Kakenfla was his name, 

. But ahe arranged, with many a blush, 
He 'd take when wed, as proper men do[ 
A dou’ble name— Jinja-Kakendu. 

But, when he died of sleeping sickness, 
Charles N4masagdli's pretty figure 
Caught Jinja’s eye with pleasing 
quickness. 

A double name she thought dfe rig lunir 

\ And, before marriage, pressed on Charlie 
The name of Jinja-Namasag^li. 

But Charles, though sleeping-sickness 
proof, 

Soon sickened of a name so frightful, 
And, as he wanted Jinja’s oof 
And all her property delightful 
Stretching as far as Lake Kioga, 

He took her father’s name, Busoga. 


'■ THE THINGS THAT ABE 
i WOBTH ITALICISING. 

[ (With thanks to « The P. M. G.”) 

. There is no doubt that ice buy toQ 
I feiv evening ^papers. Talking recently 
to a brilliant icontcm at a dinner-party 
she coiif^ed to me that she never bought 
an evening paper at all, and her husband 
bought only one. Th^ are both probably 
typical of this fatuous country. I 
naturally told her what she ought to do, 
icith my usual directness and acmncni. 

w the duty of everyone,^* I said, 
“ to stick to one paper and to buy every 
edition of it. I will not name the best 
paper : there is no need ; I will content 
myself with repeating this counsel:' 

In reply she asked’ me if the pape>' 
differed very rnaterially in each edition, 
and I told her that in so fai" as news 
went it did. . 

“ But," she said , « your oicn delightful 
little articles, so sme and shrewd and, 
in spite of the great provocation which 
you must continually suffer from so 
stupid a world, so good-tempered-^do 
they not change in each edition ? " 

1 had to tell her, of course, that they did 
not. They were ciystallised exquisitely 
early in the morning and retained their 
flatoless shape tkrouglmit the day. 


“ What a shme I she said, “ heoause 
surely, Mr , Fill, yowmiist have so many 
valuable ideas during the day which 
could come in at intervals with the 
winners and not be wasted. Couldn't 
there he a new Stop Bress Great 
Thbught in each issue ? Then I ivould 
willingly' buy them all" 

■ 1 qyjte saw her point, hut I could not 
underlain to gratify her very natural 
wish. But, of course, the fact re- 
mains that ive are not a wise people 
and are greatly in need of admonition 
and advice. 0;> all sides I see it. Do 
not then, I would say, spend so much 
imney on inferior hooks, inferior music, 
inferior pictures, inferior food and in- 
ferior clothes, hut keep your minds tmse 
and alert with the Early Special,"^ 
the Luncheon Particular," the “3 
O'clock Important," the «4 O'clock 
Special," the *‘Late Special," the 
Latest," the « Very Latest," and the 
Final" 

Youkgson Pill. 

“By raising the arms above the head, and 
dropiung them heavily at the sides, the knots 
arc ^tied, and the same should be done with 
the legs. ’ — Daily Graphic. 

This seems to be the homoeopathic cure 
for knots in the legs. 
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8T0BIES OF SUCCESSFUL LIVES. 

VT.—The YorsGEH Sos’s. 
It ■ 


driven tlu-ough its aiteries on your way j A number of hopeful ladies and gentle- 
I to Liiveipool Street Station, and have . men having been located in these parts 
noted tliQ bare and smoothly brushed I the Company went ahead rapidly and 
polls ol the vounser natives. Yon. fiiv i in 1 unv iT nn... — _i . . 


r is a hard thing to be the vonnae.. ! n , ? smoothly brushed I the Comps 

son of an ancient but impoverished 'Ei P«5spector was sent out 

l^mily. The fact that your brother linnnnAn)- no tess 'to replace the one who was assumed 
Tliomas is tahiiig most of the diho! ®}®n though on sultry aftei’-.to have been eaten, 

ipstricts your inheritance to a pallrv i ?1 ?a yI,? i o® I Roger fiist heard the magic 

two thousand a year, wliilo urule o^lin^m- ’f “ i’®®nn8truction,” and to his sur- 

blood forbids you to supplement this i mwft f Supple- prise found himself in possession of 

by foUowing aiy of the coii mon nvn • thus had thrast upon • * ’ ^ ' -■ 

fessions. Impossible for a }-'t vLav ' T?n'? stm-mg news that Bango- 
to lie a doctor, a pohUi^n 8““? ’^P- I. 


„ • I ojuii^uB were goinff up. And 1. dear!( 


I means of existence. 

For three yoare Roger St. Vemx 
had lived precariously by betting. 
To lie a St. \erax was always to be 
a sportsman. Rogers father had 

created a record in 

the sporting world by I 
winning the Derbvh '" 
smd the Waterloo* 

Cup with tlie same 
animal — though, in 
each case, it narrowly 
escaped disqualifica- 
tion . Roger himself 
almost created an- 
other record by mak 
ing betting pay. His 
j book, showing bow to 
j do it, was actually in 
the press when ‘dis 
astet overtook him. 

He began by drop- 
ping (in sporting par- 
lance) a cool thousand 
on the Jack Joel Sel- 
ling Plato at New- 
market. On the next 
^e he dropped a 
cool five hundred, and 
later on in the after- 1 
noon a cool seventy- 1 
five pounds ten. The' 


^ aciitcLs ui cue Stock Exchange. * 
l^iat its members frequently walk to 
[ Brighton, and still more frequently 
stay there ; that while finding a home 
for all the good stories which have 


twenty thousand pounds and a direc- 
I torship of the newBango-Bango Minin ‘y 
Company. ^ 

a piece of real gold was 
identified, and the shares went up like 
a rocket. 

In 1910 the Stock Exchange suddenly 
woke to the fact that rubber tyres were 
made of rubber, and in a moment 



#11 * — - - . - - .> ....... 

persevere with the lau<mage of^thalo^ about the CHAucELtoa 

racing stable) on the sSlyJoel Cun ' 

picked it up on the next race dronned^a ' in nn^n Anthem very sternly 

cool pony, dropped another eoof mon ifinf^ftA^ ^ occasion demands it. 
icy, dropped a cool wallaby, picked up in it tn thi? ^ something more 

couple of luke-wami feirets. In short 
TattersaU-s 


V- wwjf JLi 

entirely cleaned out. 

When a younger son is cleaned out 
there • 


» *71 s , ix)ugtit a new 

silk hat and a short black coat, and 
f went into the City. 

I .o place, dear reader, 

IS the City ! You, madam, who read 
«iis in your daintily upholstwed 
toudoir, ran know but little of tiie great 
I heart of the City, even though yon have 


been going the rounds for yem., the^ItTe Grrat Bco^S Ts sprenrS 

, an amazed City. The 
Bango-Bango De- 
velopment Company 
was immediately 
formed to take over 
the ^ Bango - Bango 
Mining Company 
(together with its 
prospector, if alive, 
its plant, shafts and 
other property, not 
J forgetting the piece 
of ^old) and more 
particularly to de- 
velop the vegetable 
resources of the' dis- 
trict with the view of 
planting rubber trees 
in the immediate 
future. A neatly 
compiled prospectus 
put matters very 
clearly before tbestay- 
at-home Englishman. 

It explained quite 
concisely that, sup- 
posing the trees were 
planted so many feet apart throughout 
the whole property of five thousand 
square miles, and allowing a certain 
period for the growth of a tree to 
maturity, and puttmg the average yield 
of rubber pei- tree at, in round figures, 
so much, and assuming for the sake 

remain at its present price, and f 

^*•*”*^ working the i 

pimtation at say, roughly, jgiOO.OOO. ? 

obvious that the 
FoKva r?r ^ ^ anything you liked up 

important) more land could doubtless 
be acquired if the shareholders thought 
. «,i ®^en ^ you were certain that 
possibly grow in 

2fol W®® “ mvratment, 

e ng how rapidly rubber was going 
up ; not to mention the fact that Roger 


*M\irAT Ay AB^TvO LITTLE WATCH!” 

"It E££rs v£aY good time.” 

^Ani IT MAY r>0 >w, BUT WAIT 111.1. THE MXOEE BAYS COME 1 “ 


^ *v or Wily 

Bangos still going up ? 

a dime- 


n ^ vciax, a airec- 

Cnr^L Development 

Company, is not veiy dear about it all 
it was as a director of the Bango 
ango Exjploration Company that Jn 
-ok up his life in the bity. As fo 
name imphos the Company was origi- 
jnally formed to explore B^go-Banlo 
I an impenetrable district in Noi^h 

other rich and fashionable suburbs. 
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Sfc. Verax, the well-hnown financier, 
was a director and so on. 

In short the Bango-Bango Develop- 
ment Company was, in the language 
of the City, a safe tiling. 

Let me hasten to the end of this 
story. ^ At the end of 1910 Soger was 
a millionaire; and for quite a week 
afterwards he used to wonder where 
all the money had come from. In the 
old days, when he won a cool thousand 
by betting, he knew that somebody else 
had lost a cool thousand by betting, but 
it did not seem to be so in this case. 
’He had met hundreds of men who had 
|made fortunes through rubber ; he had 
■met hundreds who bitterly regretted 
that they had missed making a foi*tune; 
but he had never met anyone who had 
•lost a fortune. This made him think 
i the City an even more wonderful place 
than before. 

But before he could be happy there 
remained one thing for him to do ; he 
must find somebody to share his happi- 
.ness. He called on his old friend, Mary 
‘Brown, one Sunday. 

: “ Mary,” he said, with the brisk con- 
jfidence of the City man, find I'm 
•disengaged next Tuesday. Will you 
.meet me at St. George’s Church at 2 ? 

I should like to show you the curate 
and the vestry and one or two things 
like that.” 

“Why, what’s happened?” 

“ I am a millionaire,” said Roger 
calmly. “ So long as I only had my 
.beggarly pittance, I could not ask you 
■to marry me. There was nothing for 
it but to wait in patience. It has been 
a long weary wait, dear, but the sun 
has broken through the clouds at last. 

I am now in a position to support a 
wife, Tuesday at 2,” he went on, con- 
sulting his pocket diary; “or I could 
give you half-an-hour on Monday 
morning.” ' • ■ 

“But why this extraordinar}’’ hurry? 
Why mayn't I be mai'ried properly, 
with presents and things ? ” 

“ My dear,” said Roger X'eproachfully, 
“you forget. I am a City man now, 
and it is imperative that I should be 
married at once. Only a married man, 
with everything in his wife’s name, can 
face with confidence the give and take pa 
of the bustling City.” A. A. M, 
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AT CONSTITUTION HILL. 

mzaiy. "Is last xtsax thet cah the ‘ QVADzveso,' Oewcbb!’ 
Oohffing Pohceman, “ Tes, Mum ; all except the ladt ! " 


Luckfiy, perhaps, for Shakespeare he did 
lire in the days of the emigi*ation agent 
Had he done so one may easily imagine that 
force of circumstances might have interfered 
with a famous dictum. Living to-day, lie 
would see quite clearly that in the spring a 
young man's fancy turns more to thoughts of 
emi^tion than of love/'— Daily DiqmklL 

Another thing which Shakspeabe 
would probably see quite clearly, if 
he were living to-day, would be a copy 
of Tennyson's Works. 


** More definite treatment for a cold is for the 
patient to take a hot hath, immediately after 
going to bed between the hlaukets.**— 

Belonging as we do to the Moderate 
Abstainers' League our motto is “Ko 
baths between blankets.” 

, . We undei-stand that the publication 
by Mr. Stanley Paul of a novel called 
DiichoortJ/s Diamonds is to be fol- 
lowed by the publication of Paul's 
Pearls from the house of Duokwoeth. 
Other works in preparation are 
Blackwood's BrillianU, Macmillan's 
Moonstones and Constable's Cat's Eyes. 


“ In the conrae of a hit of cross talk, Mr. 
Waite m^e a delightful Irish bull when he l 
said that The Thesiiians reheai’sod fifteen days ' 
A of laughter rang throughout the 

iiaU at this lovely *laj>sis linguae.* *’ 

D uenos A ires Sf-anda rd. 
We reprint this in order that roars of 
laughter may now ring through many 
an English nail. If you miss the note 
at a first reading come back to this 
page to-morrow morning and try again. 

The Acrobat, 

Mr. Ijeo Hryden commenced his career 
singing in the streets on a crust*' 

JHarigooii GaseUe. 
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^ the commercial drama. 

[b.r J. LYOX.S one-aet iJay appears at tlio Palace Theatre, declares his aim to be to treat Drama from the business point ofvieTr.l 

Cmtique, by our Financial Expert, of the premidre of the Bros. Melville's new di-ama, The Forger Foiled 

Yillaik*s Income and Expenditure Account. ( 


To — ^Legal expenses while in prison . . 

„ Bribery 

„ Personal Expenses — Champagne, 
cigars, dressing, banquets, week- 
ends, motoring 

,t Gambling losses 

„ Music-halls | [ 

„ Bestoration of ill-gotten gains 

)» Cost of Inquest . 

Poison . ! . . 

» Disgorged— Proceeds of Forged 

Will (as jier contra) 


To — Denations to charities, parish 
work, sick poor, orphans, etc. . 

„ Purchase of messes 

9> Legal expenses — > 

Finding Hero, ........ 

Discovery of Wills . . . ! ! 

Detection of Villain 

« Personal expenses 


£ 


d. 

936 

6 

8 

7,093 

17 

2 

110,006 

3 

1 

■ 8,678 

12 

5 

1,899 

2 

11 

19,223 

18 

9 

21 

0 

0 

15 

13 

6 

152.496 

3 

4 

Je300.420 

17 

10 

— 1 ■■ ■■ 


By— Forged Will 152,496 


Blackmail . . . 
Swindling at Cards 
Embezzled — 

Hero .... 
Ovnoi Sister . . 
Widow . . . 
Gab bilking . . 


27,009 

16,896 


Deficit 


"Heroine's Account. 


5,936 

98,081 


£ 

5 . 

d. 

25 

7 

9i 

. 0 

14 

3| 

1,221 

6 

8 

S34 

3 

4 

841 

15 

llj 

0 

9 

1 

£2,623 

17 

Ji 


-Earned by needlework . . . , 
Beceived from Clergy Orphans’ 
Fund ... . 


£300,420 

.17 

10 



Or. 

£ ■ 

s. 

d. 

0 

0 

n. 

0 

14 

6 

2.623 

2 

01 


—Sleuth Hounds 

Deficit ^ brought forward from 

Heroine’s account 

Personal expenses . . \ . , . 

Oharitie^SickComrades, Oppres- 
sed Victims, Shipwrecked Crew 
Purchase of firearms (including 
cartridge used on Villain in last 

Act) 

Elopement ! ! . 

Amusements ! ! ! 

Given to Widowed Mother . 

Bang[uet to friends, village re- 
ioioing, fireworks, etc., at finish 
Balance — Cash in hand * 


Hero's Account. 
s. d. f 


-Wages earned as cabin-boy 
in First Act, less unjust de- 
ductions by employer , . . 5 

Charitable donations from sym- 
pathisers 21 

Proceeds of Will disgorged by 

Villain 152,496 

Buried Treasure from wreck 

(South Pacific) 86^502 


t 120 4 11 

. 236,109 12 10^ 

i,026 6 ^ 


— ‘ «239,026 6 . 6 

i&e foregoing fairly r^resents ^e'^teof o^f fee ^ncipafp^e^t^°^ril^ Lyceum Theatre, and that 
Villaan were m a mas of confusion and fraudulently kfpt ® aooonnts of the 

tegus ^eques and inveatm^te of a highly speculative Sura Se by dishonoured bills 

type, his assets at the beginning of the play consisted hi a appears to have been of an unbusiness-like 

the FoT^h Act, under which the Yillain had previouslv^aLfllfl i i- acoidentaJly discovered m 

to the Heroine, a female of no available assoK X Si Sehandieapp^ himself severely Chis dSon 

He had gr^y iniiu:^ his financial position by the rejection of the written off as a bad debt 

consid^ble social influence. / j of the ViHamess, a person of doubtful antecedents but of 

Mv examina>tinn of t . _ 
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PENNY PAEBS TO PAENa\SSUS. 

[ There is only one literary paper, dealinsr 
not only with literature, but also with the 
bi-oader issues of life, and at the same time 
l)uttiug tinger-xmsts and milestones on the long 
and pleasant road of self-cultnre. This iiaper 
M sold at one penny every week, and is known in 
the lour fpiarters of the globe as T, JP.’s Wcclchj. 

. . . You do not know Literatiue if you have 
not studied the gi-andcur that was Greece and 
tiie glory that was Rome. It is not iiecessaiy 
to-day to know Greek and Latin to study the 
classics. . . . If you wish to follow an oidered 
nietiiod ot study in the quietude of yom* own 
home, read ^How to Study the Classics’ in this 
week's T, P.’s Weekly:' 

Advt. i,i ^^Diiily Cheotiiele:'] 
Would you master the grace that Tvas 
Greece's? 

The grandeur that glorified Eome? 
The names of Napoleon's nieces ? 

The way to perform on the comb ? 
Would you learn who discovered 
Watts-Dunton ? 

What Pemberton paid for his car? 
And whether it *s safer to punt on 
The Cam or the Cher ? 

Do you want to be sure of pronouncing 
Correctly the painter called Ouvp ? 

To know when a baby is bouncing? 

Why onions are wedded to tripe? 
Where Meredith met Mrs. Norton? 

Why Scotsmen ejaculate hoots ? 
And why our revered Dr. Horton 
Wears waterproof boots ? 

Don’t wallow ignobly and meekly 
In ignorance vapid and vile, 

But trust to Tay Pay and his Weehhj 
For helping you over the stile. 

Bor only the greed of a vulture. 

In gluttony wholly unique, 

Could cope with the banquet of culture 
He gives you each Wjeek. 

He 'il gorge you with gobbets of 
Homer, 

And help you to feel that you've 
struck 

In Odysseus a modern beach-comber, 

In Circe a modern Wild Duel;, - 
And over the peerless Phseacian, ^ 

So noble, so pure in her ways, 

This gushing Hibemo-Alsatian 
Will ladle his praise, a 































If f 1 1 


He 'll dose you with pilules of Dante, 
With plenty of jam of his own : 

And he ’ll blither about Eosinante, 

For he won't leave Do^z. Quixotesdone; 
You *11 have, say, three minutes with 
Schiller, 

With Goethe it may run to five, 

And ten with Sir Arthur Couch 
(Quiller), I 

Because he’s alive. 

Then your history*— ah, he’s the 
jockey 

To heighten the gingerbread's gilt! 
With a style that is bounding and cocky 
And moves with an unctuous IQt ; 


I hadn’t been so long dressing we shouldn’t have missed this train ” 

^POR TnE nSt.’^ '''''' shouldn’t have so long to waIt 

W^h his fervid rebukes of the haughty To give to your usual tipples 
Who harry the poor with their The taste of Pierian %, 

a«;)l; ^ , Then come to O'Connor, ye cripples, 

And his generous viewsof thenaughty, He’ll teach you to sip 
His love of the great. ^ 


He *11 tell you how Hannibal over 
The Alps with his dephants won. 
And how you go under in clover 
To-day, when escorted by Lunn. 

He *11 tell you correctly the size of 
Our good Queen Elizabeth’s ru£F, 
And paint Joan of Arc in the guise of 
A militant sufP. 

In fine, if you wish for a dollar— 

For it 's only a penny a week — 

To master the lore of the scholar. 
Though guileless of Latin and 
Greek, 


“Sir Thomas Moore’s ‘Gulliver’s Tmvds* 
wus more a political satire thau a propaganda 
of ideals.”— 

We could have forgiven this little mis- 
take in the Jlolor Bicyclists' Weekly or 
the Fur and Feather Gazette, but not 
in the Literary dlontlily, 

“ When he foxmd himself without a shilling 
in Lisbon, and deterzuined to get home to 
Rngland at any cost, an inbom love of the sea 
natuially toned his thoughts towards a ship.” 

Loiidmv Uagazim. 

But for this acscident of birth he would 
have returned by taxi. 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAillVARI. 


[Maech 6, 1912. 






THE LATEST AMUSEMENT. 

TOe WK.VT THE DOOCE— WHAT 0^' EAKTH AEE rOU TTP TO?” 

KnIOHTSBS^B CABABEX."^*''^ I-tOilT, FaTHEA, WE EE OXLV 001X0 TO HEIP TO ‘CEEATE ATMOSrHEEE ’ AT LadT DumPEELEY’s 


BIDE A WEE. 

seab Mr. Punch, — write to you 
with some heat to protest against a 
gross injustice. They have taken to 
dosing our village post-ofiSce every 
Wednesday at 2 o’clock— for a half- 
holiday. 

This h^-holiday resolves itself into 
I Maggie H^bum— who is in charge 
and never on principle goes out of the 
hoiae m winter— sitting before the fire 
in the office, knitting socks and wearily 
rraiting — so she tells me — ^for her tea 
The only difference between Wednesday 
afternoon and any other afternoon is 
that you can’t get in. The stamps are 
there, the postal orders are there, 
Maggie is there. But you can’t get 
at any of them. ” 

I should riot have minded so mnp h 
about it if it hadn’t been for what 
happened last week. That offended 
my most sacred instincts of hospitality. 

I had a friend staying with me who is 
in a Government 0£Sce, and who went 
out early on Wednesday afternoon with ' 
a letter for his department. It was i 
one of those large handsome blue en- i 


velopes— know: O.H.M.S.— which 
looks so well on hall tables. Well, his 
1 memorandum would not go into the 
I letter-box. He strode over to the door 

> and found it locked. I ask you to 
r picture it. Here in the ordinary course 

,^a»y is a Government 
omcial with papers for his department j 

> unable to enter a post-office. He 
i hammered. The only response was a 

> distant murmurous drone, which at 
! last became intelligible — ^when he got 

his ear to the key-hole — as a sort of 
running monolo^e from the self-in- 
carcerated Maggie, who was practi- 
cally asleep before the fire. “Closed 
for telegrams, the sale of stamps, 
orders, parcels and the savings'- 

I ask you to picture it. Here 
was a Government Inspector, with : 
his dockets and schedules in his 
hands, debarred from entering H fs j 
M^^ty s post-office. 

Bis next assault elicited the response. 
Set It doon, WuUiel” and, when he 
(went on to demand admission in no 
uncertain terms, » Closed for telegrams, 
the sale of stamps ” » 


L May I ask you to picture it ? Here 
i was a mernber of the Government 
I about to transport documents by the 

• ordinary course of His Majesty’s 

• mails ; and what was he told ? “ Set 
I it doon, Wullie ! ** 

Louder and ever louder he knocked, 
till at last he heard sounds of move- 
ment within, and then in a shrill voice 
—for Maggie was fully awake by now 
— the words, “ Bide a wee ! ” 

Her only explanation when she 
appeared at the door was that “she 
thocht it wad just be Wullie wi’ the 
milk, for the office was “closed for 
telegrams, the sale “ 

A ^ entreat you to picture it. 

[ A Cabinet Minister bearing dispatches 
demands access to the current facilities 
of the Royal mails, - What is the 
response ? ** Bide a wee ! 

Wp you, Mk I^wzch, take up this 
scandal and oblige. 

Yours faithfully, 

OnE-WHO - DOES -NOT -BELIEVE - IN - 
nETBOGUEtADE - MOVEMENTS - BY - 
WHICH - THE - PUBLIC - IS - DB- 
HRIVED-OE - FACILITIES-WHIOH- 
IT-HAS-LONO-ENJOTBD. 
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WAITING FOR JACK PEASE. 
“Spiders are cai’niTorous and highly predatory. 

(Lord Hugh Cecil.) 


... Pease, who to which the ofiScial lectures aa-e delivered 

I ' ; aufelwrity of Presi- so that they may have opportunity of 

I • " ' ^ < cleut of Board of Edu- really understanding the Act.** 

1 , - I the frank To-day similar performance permSted 

■ " ^Aaf ^ y^> '* <V j ®'^l®ssness of the in respect of military oon*espondent 

‘ I schoolboy, made non- of The Times, who quoted a table 

■ i^swer. from the annual Army Report before 

' V .. I g.orthwith Cousin document was laid on Table of 

! ' ^ ■ i -tipGH, with tacit per- House. Henht Chaik fired first shot 

jSfWj^ • mission of the Chair, Seely having responded there was 

I f senes of supple- instant commotion on Benches oppo- 

' ^ inentary questions site. Winterton and Willy Peel on 

started brisk little their legs shouting at same moment. 
^ L debate. Nothing got Abthur Lee and Ashley firing 

together from Pront Opposition Bench, 
be could not very wen Stranger in GaUery, with scared 
/f take him by the collar face, scanned Question Paper afresh. 

■ 1 forth for What was it all about? Understood 

i i' ' yir JST ■§ purposes Times was friend, indeed oracle, of 

I / Jr j-'O^siN Hugh asked Opposition. Why this impetuous 

! { / ^ ^ demonstration against one of its most 

1 * / in order to distinguished contributors ? 

f 1 re-discuss matter at Then came along Joseph Rex and 

: ' ^ grater length. iu delightfully casual manner explained 

; \ / There are, however, the mystery. 

; Y^r^ l{ i benimity of “Is the Military Correspondent of 

i Jiistly TAe Kmes,’’ be asked, “ the gentleman 

\ thought he bad given wbo exposed the ignorance of tbe 

' — ~ ^ J l>ousiN Hugh rope Leadeb op the Opposition when be 

■WAITING FOE JAOK PEASE eaougb. Steaigbtway, tried to raise a scare about rifles sup- 

“Spiders are cainiToious and highly predatoiT."-i)ia&Bam J? , * f “ged Jiim plied to army ? " 

(Lord Huge Oech,.) ^™sal to subtmt As a ^et of cold •water dissolves a 

I R./.; J question. doud of imprisoned steam, so curiosity 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT “"f-— progress in about domgs and writings of Tinies' 

rmry 26. — After eight days, earliest new Member, has de- 

and freshest of the Session, devoted to veloped pretty talent ^ 

makmg speeches round Address (the for pricking bubbles ' 
odd s^en wasted) we settle down to con- taking form of organ- 
siderOivd Service Estimates. Question ised attack on parti- 
^ issue being a trifle of a few millions oular Ministers cmied ' 

House nearly empty. Things generaUy on through Question 
dolefi^y dull. Don’t know what we hour. Yesterday, for 
^ould do were it not for Cousin Hugh, example, seven or eight * 

Current state of business presents what minutes of the forty- i ‘-St I Jr 

to him is favourite opportunity. With five aUotted to Ques- ' 

so many varied topics at hand surely tions were occupied by .1^}* j4S^»r \ 

one will come in useful as demonstrating acrimonious debate on ' \ 

afresh infamy of the Government. already thrashed-out - (i \ 

Ever watched a spider couchant at subject of lectoes de- r m V . V* 

extreme fringe of web waiting livered under auspices - 7" 

coming of unsuspecting fly? So of Insurance Act Com- - -*'• y: atejiv 

Cousin Hugh sits on comer seat of missioners explanatory %iy ' -* Xpk • 

Front Bench below Gangway with eye of provision of the law. ‘ , W / ' ' 

on Treasury Bench. Of course there Magnus, Wolmeb, 

is no personal resemblance between him Ormsby-Gore, Tulli- ly:: ' /r 

and spider save, perhaps, in the length bardine, and, of course, 

and flexibility of the leg, but to one Cousin Hugh, having * . 

looking on hour after hour association contributed a few re- ^ 

of ideas inevitable. To-night he didn’t marks to debate, , • 

wait for Committee. Sharply cross- Joseph Rex slily asked ' iurtfH 

examined Minister op Education as whether Masterman, ^ 

to “ whether the differentiation by the who had home brunt . 
localedueationauthoritiesof Cardigan- of assault, “would send . _ ^ 

shire and Glamorganshire as to the to all Members of the irp Trrxr/. ^^xTT/^Tr«'”v,rv ' J* 

salaries of teachers in non-provided Opposition a list of the ^ HnMLF “PRICKING BUBBLES.” 
schools is due to sectarian reasons? ’* times and places at invented to T enniel, to obviously 
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Busi n esB do n e , — Evelyn Cecil 
laoyed Resolution denouncing increased 
national expenditure, and Lloyd 
Geoege's methods of meeting it. On 
division majority ran down to forty- 
four. Jubilation in Opposition camp. 
Immediate resignation of Government 
demanded. 

Thursday. — North Armagh Moore 
in great form. A week ago placed on 
paper question addressed to Chief Sec- 
RETABY'accusing him of havingproposed 
a bargain to owner of public building in 
Belfast offering him a knighthood if 
he would place it at disposal of local 
comniittee for the Winston Churchill 
meeting, Armagh not being in his 
place to put the question the Chief 
Secretary in the ordinary way circu- 
lated answer with the Votes. 

This, as Armagh indignantly com- 
plained, was a deliberate attempt to 
deprive him of the M.P.’s birthright of 
putting a Suppleinentary Question. 

“ Sir,” he said,* by answering this 
^estion behind -my back* ' the Eight 
Hon. gentleman strangled it before its 
birth.” 

Business done . — Marking time in 
Committee of Supply. 

• Priday. -^Prospects of Home Rule Bill 
not improved by presumably necessary 
postponement of introduction. Delay 
provides opportunity for birth and 
growth of objections that may in end 
prove fatal. Take the case of the 
Bedwellty Urban District Bill, for 
example. I say “ take the case ” col- 
loquially, for I don’t know what it is. 
Information limited to question put by 
Mr. John to Prime Minister enquiring 
“ whether, under the provisions of the 
measure the Government propose to 
mtroduce for the establishment of self- 
government in Ireland, it will still be ' 
competent for Irish Members of this 
House to oppose Welsh Private Bills 
dealing exclusively with local affairs, t 
as in the case this Session of the Bed- i 
wellty Urban District Bill.” ] 

Here clearly recognisable are seeds 
of racial difference that in respect of 
Home Rule Bill may withdraw support c 
of Welsh Members. Be sure our Mr, i 
John knows what he is talking about,* 3 
although we may not. 1; 

Even more threatening are the move- d 
ments of the Irish dredger hanging off 
and on the Terrace of the House. She p 
hove in sight last Monday; was in- ^ 
stantly^ challenged by Captain Craig, 
who in conjunction with North 
Armagh Moore has since given the h 
Irish Government no rest. The 
dredger, one gathers from Ministerial 
replies, was purchased by the Irish U 
Board of Agriculture for service in a; 
various harbours. T. W. Bussell, oi 
wbwe replies are given with whispered A 


humility foreign to his familiar habit 
in former daj’s, pleads that the vessel 
was bought second-hand. That is 
neither here nor there. What Captain 
Craig wants to know, and what Armagh 
in stentorian tones repeats, is : Will 
there be shown any religious partisan- 
ship in allotting the services of this 
dredger, whether bought second-hand 
or at first cost ? 

I The Member for Sark, watching 
these gallant Members, separated by the 
space of two benches, is reminded of 
pleasant evenings of his boyhood spent 
in company of Christy Minstrels who 
never performed out of London. 



Anxious to LxsrEcx the eblioious con- 
victions EVEN OF A ‘‘DUEDOEE.'* 

(Captaiu James Craio.) 

“Conversation,” he says, “just like 
that carried on between Mr. Johnson 
in centre of the black semi-circle and 
Brother Banjo at one of the ends. 
‘Now, Brother Banjo,' says Mr. 
Johnson, * with respection to this yere 
todger. What do you think about) 
I ‘Wall, Mr, Johnson,’ says Brother I 
I Banjo, scratching his wool with the 
handle of his musical instrument, * I 
don’t rightly knoyr. But considering 
its owners I spect it 's up to somethink 
pretty bad.’ And so on, whilst the 
Minister waits for his rote, and the 
wheels of the Legislature are looked.” 

Bminess Low.— Plural Voting Bill 
introduced by HiaoiaJ Bakbb 


Harbt Lattdbb has telegraphed 
to The Daily Mail, “I will give i65 to 
any man who will frame a measure to 
■settle the miners’ strike.” And so Mr , 
AsQtnxa is going to try again. 


Jiy 

5ei LAYING THE BLAME. 

is “What do you think I have gone 
in and done? ” said Miranda, meeting me 
in Regent Street. 

ill “Lost your umbrella again,” I 
n- guessed. 

is “Right in once,” said she. “It was i 
id the stupid cabdriver’s fault.” i 

“Last time it was a stupid butler’s 
ig fault.” 

le “So it was,” she murmured. i 

of “And the time before it was a stupid 
it porter’s fault. And the time before that 

10 it was your stupid brother’s fault. 
And the time before that ...” 

, “ What are we going to do about it ? ” 

she interrupted. 

“Taxi!” I called, and the god in the 
machine drew up beside the pavement. 

“ Scotland Yard, please.” 

“I always call it the Yard,” observed 
Miranda, making herself comfortable. 

“That savours to me of undue fam- 
iliarity,” I suggested. 

“ But you see, we know each other 
rather well,” she explained. 

* Ve ^S- 

“Ah!” said the Sleuth-in-oharge, 
smiling his recognition. “ I hope you 
are keeping well, madam ? What can I 
do for you this time ? ” 

“I want to see some umbrellas, 
please.” , 

I corrected her in a private whisper. * 
“Don’t forget, it is Scotla/nd Yard. 

should have said, * It ’s a wee bit 
broUie A ’m wantin' the noo ! * 
“Nonsense,” she retorted. “My 
friend is a perfect linguist . . . Yes, I 
want an umbrella, please.” 

“ An umbreha?” said the Sleuth, 

_ raising his eyebrows. “Didn’t you like 
the one you had off us last week?” 

“Yes, I like it very much indeed. 
That is why I want it.” Miranda then 
' began smiling, and the Sleuth displayed 
[ then and throughout the selection 
’ his contemptible weakness. However, 
before he actually handed over the 
umbrella, “It is my duty, madam,” he 
said reluctantly, “to ask you to be a 
little more careful in future.” 

Miranda pouted, being, as you will 
I observe, a scandalous person. 

310,” continued the blushing 
Sleuth, “I did not mean to lay the 
blame on you. No doubt it was the 
umbrella’s fault. I only meant to ask 
you as a favour to be more stem with 
it in future.” 

“It shall not happen again,” said 
Mu'anda. 

1 1 that,” I added severely, 
being a little nauseated. 

Scotland Yard was only waiting for 
someone to rebuke. Miranda being 
impossible. I was just the very thing, 
l“You should have seen to it before, 
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•Sir,” I -was told. ‘'This is the third 
or fourth time.” 

“I am not certain that it is not the 
fifth,” said Miranda, also turning on me. 
The suggestion now was that it was 
not the umbrella’s but my fault. 

“ You cannot expect the State to 
maintain an expensive department 
simply to look after your umbrella, Sir,” 
said the Sleuth. 

“ It is not mine,” said I shortly. 

“You cannot expect the State, then, 
to maintain an expensive department 
simply to relieve you of the duty of 
looking after your wife’s umbrella. Sir.” 

^ “ It is not my wife,” said I. 

“Then you have no excuse,” said 
Miranda, and I left them in disgust. 

I waited outside for Miranda, and I 
waited a very long time. At last she 
came, with a flushed smile on her 
face. “A charming man,” she said, 
as I bundled her into another taxi. 

“ Though he tells me that he is very 
overworked. Men, he says, are so care- 
less with their own and other people’s 
property.” 

' . I refused to have anything to do with 
her, even to look at her. 

* -li- '!(■ ^ 

“ What do you think I have gone 
and done ? ” said she, as we drew near 
her home. I had noticed that she had 
been a little restless for the last minute 
or two. Knowing, without looking to 
see, what she had lost, I leant out of 
the window and gave fresh directions 
to the driver. 

“ The Yard ? ” enquired Miranda. 

I nodded. “ Yes, and you are going 
to tell the Sleuth that it was his fault, 
this time.” 

Miranda tried one of her smiles on 
me, “ And you are coming in to agree 
with me ? ” she suggested. 

“ No,” I said, with a note of revenge ® 
in my voice,.*' I am eoing to agree = 
with the Sleuth.” ^ ^ s 

“The same thing,” she prophesied C 
correctly. 




i\\ 






FEARFUL TRAGEDY 


Feantio scene in the home of a 

HAS BEEN PASSED BY THE CeNSOK. 


THE UP-TO-),.,™ 

’ Mb. Glazebeook, a Candidate in the 
South Manchester bye-election, who 
was at sea when the vacancy occurred, 

; by making use of the “ wireless ” to 
eixpress his views on the questions of 
the hour, has shown himself as up to 
date as his Committee, who sent him 
a Marconigram urging his return. The 
events which ensued, however, have not 
confirmed the following outline of Mr. 
Gjqazebboqk’s further proceedings ; — 

, Mr. Glazebbook, who arrived in the 
Bay of Biscay this (Wednesday) even- 
'ing, was met by express motor-boat, 
F/i 6 Slide, and, having dived into the 


sea, was taken up and carried up 
Channel to Southampton. 

Mr. Glazebbook reached Plymouth 
this (Thursday) evening and almost at 
once addressed, by tdephone, a large 
meeting of his supporters in Man-| 
Chester, each of whom had been pro- 
vided with a receiver. The meeting was, | 
however, delayed for a few minutes 
owing to Mr. Glazebeook’s mistaking 
the number of the hall where the 
audience was assembled and ringing un 
his opponents. o 6 P 

Before leaving the outskirts of 
Plymouth by monoplane to-night en 
route for the permissible landing-place 
nearest to South Manchester, Mr. 
Glazebbook, by means of the dupli- 
cate telegram system, wired his election 
address to each voter in the con* 
stituency. 


An urgent appeal for motors lias 
been issued by Mr. Glazebrook’s 
agent. The agent points out that, 
in all cases, the cars should be 1912 
pattern. 

Mr. Glazebbook, who reached 
Manchestei’ early this (Friday) morn- 
ing, had, within half-an-hour of ,his 
arrival, addressed twenty-five meetings 
simultaneously by means of gramo- 
phones. It is calculated that before 
retiring for the night he had explained 
his views to each voter in the con- 
stituency at least three limes. 

^ It is announced that, in the event of 
victory, Mr. Glazebbook hopes, by 
means of an electric connection/ to 
play “ Rule, Britannia ” on 500 pianolas 
at once, the piano-players being dis- 
tributed over different parts of his 
constituency. • ' 
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JONAH JONES. 

It is possible that you have reatl my 

TamaU »» .*7 7. T ^ 


, UJLAO CVUU 

‘Jonah Jones’ for suggesting it. His 
work is brightly \ratten. I am. Sir, 
Awbebittie Thtnne.” 
“P.Q,R.,** of The Orh^ is autobio- 
grapiiical : — “ I am ever on the look out 




f 


/ 




1 

I 


f; 


novel, “Jonah Jones.” Fossibk, I sa\'. 

You may even be one of the five 
hundred and seventeen gallant souls 
who bmight it, and who thus contributed 
to the £10 odd which Mr. Puffinberg, 
my publisher, has just 
sent me — payment, I 
calculate, at the rate 
of two shillings, per 
thousand words. 

Well, I ask you can- 
didly, is “Jonah 
Jones” a funny book 
or is it not ? If I am 
not a humorist, what 
am I *? I simply w'ant 
tolmow. For the re- 
views have left me in 
the dark. 

The ThiindereVy for 
instance, merely gives 
the book’s measure- 
ment with' scrupulous 
exactitude: “ 8 fx 74 -, 

287 pp.” ..That was 
all The Thnnderer 
said; but, this did not 
(I gathered from ‘the 
note at the head of 
the column) “ pfe- 
.elude a lengthier re- 
jyiew elsewhere.” 3 
!live in hopes. A 
lengthier review else- 
iwhere might settle 
the question once for 
all. Meanwhile it is 
obscure. The Non- 
conformist's review, 
which begins promis- 
iiigly, fails to satisfy 
me: "Sir, — Amongst 
the thirty-five novels 
which I read while on 
my fortnight’s holi- 
day in Banff — during 
my trip, by the by, I 
visited a number of 
manses, of wh'ch I 
propose to send you 
some notes later— I 
single out for special 
znention a story en- 
titled ‘Jonah Jones.* 

Sord^lLu?; ° mt? ' O? «?T I can encourage. 

Edwin at the comer by the Weslevan ^ of a tJn Mr. Aubrey Quentin, writer 

chapel.- The.sentenL arouses ^ an! We If \hK^^ 

to .Itmt tho ^ '«'■ 


bpWA^mS ’ if \r ;) •“ )' a^n'ays has some new volumes to show 

befoie modern Methodism is a serious ! me, knowing my tastes.' What nsveho- 

' tradesmen are nowsi^^s ! ” 

As for The Scrutiniser ; under caption 
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THE "WILD WEST: LATEST PHASE. 

F^kct r.iaia.^11 or a TArr-HcKTm iiELvcTAirri.v takisc to the isAm 


I youths and maidens towards non- 
I cnorchgoing? . . (Three columns 


telligent fellow, this barber of mine , and 


Beadabid Novels ” its sole x*emark is 
Jonah Jones, by Aubrey Quentin, ' S. 
^Puffinherg, We like Millicent. But 
^ surely her sister should have mamed 

f Percival ? ” , I deplore 

TAe Scrutiniser's dis- 
appointment, ' But if 
this’ cry of anguish- 
making a timely, ap- 
pearance at the 
moment when the 
superfluous stock of 
“Jonah Jones *’.is 
being finally sold as 
a remainder at four- 
pence apiece— induces 
the tantalised Scru- 
tiniser's" readers* (or 
The S cr is er' $ 
tantalised Yeadere), to 
clamour for a second 
edition, I shall not 
grumble. 

. My cousin, Mi's. 

ijne Key. James 
Wi'thgrby* of. Fram- 
linghame)- informs me 
that v‘STames liked 
the story, and asks me 
to tell 3 'ou, for your 
encouragement, how 
pleased he was to find, 
amidst the flood of 
dubious fiction now 
defiling our literature, 
a tale so pure and 
wholesome in its 
mirth.” Is it un- 
grateful of me to feel 
no flattery at . this 
encomium? 

And then there was 
my uncle George. 
Uncle George wrote 
(on a postcard): " Jolly 
good ! ” (A ‘ decent 
chap, Uncle George.) 
“Congratulations! 

I 'm posting my copy 
to Fred, in Australia.” 
(Bash it - 77 - his pre- 
n Tj . 7 ^ 1 7 s^xitation copy! 

Couldn t he have bought a new one?) 

I d be soiw not to have it on my 
shelf, to lend to friends, so you micht 
send me another; and' don’t forget to 
autograph it.” ® 

be back in Puffinberg’s till Do rela- 

^hom I have 
e^ectations, was frankly disappointed 
in Jonah Jones.” »I confess I do 







>S AS AWFULLY SAD 

^ ; 2ur I *VE GOT so USED TO IT NOW, THAT I DIDN’T MIND A B.T.” 


, 

i not care for these fanciful romances,” 
j she wrote. ^ “ Of course I am no 
critic, but it has always seemed to 
me that something human and true 
is required to ennoble a book, and to 
make it appeal to the best that is in us. 
Beal life — ^that is what I ask for in a 
novel. Writers like those dear people, 
Caroline and ikrthur Drivelle, or Coralie 
Lexington, or that American woman, 
Constance Eddy Eogge, who wrote 
‘Lawn Thoughts’ — writers who hold 
UJ^ the mirror to nature and who never 
jest at sacred things, — these are the 
models to which I commend you, my 
dear nephew.” 

And those precisely were the models 
I commended (when I was making 
“ terms ” with him) to Mr. PufBnberg. 
But he couldn’t see it. 

So you perceive my difficulty — ^bow 
hard it is to find out whether “Jonah 
Jones” is really funny. 

But one thing I have discovered from 
these criticisms — that whether a book 
has humour or not of its own, it may 
be the caim of humour (hotvever un- 
conscious) in others I That is something 
to be glad about in this vale of tears. 

Ifewmarket Kotes. 

“Slight iiijuiy to My Collar.” 

‘ ‘ Emiing News ” Hmlliae, 

\ It sounds as if it had left the stud. 


TO A STEOLLING PLAYEE. 

On Fridays when the ofiice clock 
Proclaims the hour of two, 

My thoughts with an unwelcome shock 
Betake themselves to you — 

To you who seek to make mankind the 
brighter. 

To gladden lives in carping cai*es 
immersed, 

Standing, with tliat intent, outside 
“The Mitre,” 

Where rude, rough men assuage the 
pangs of thirst. 

How often have I seen you come, 

Clad in grotesque attire. 

And pitch your chosen medium, 

1 The horizontal lyre, 

Whence you with clanging chords and 
keyless clamours 

Extract the ancient tunes that charm 
you still. 

Pounding the strings with two infernal 
hammers 

And, I must own, no small amount 
of skill. 

I wonder do you ever think 
How galling you can be; 

How near you bring me to the brink 
Of sheer profanity ? 

But never till to-day, when over-laden 
Wibli coiTespondence sadly in arrear, 
Lid I say things before the typist maiden 
That typist maidens never ought to 
hear! 


HAT I didn’t mind a b.t.” 

It miglifc have chanced to any man. 
For human ’tis to err; 

I took a letter and began, 

As usual: — “Lear Sir,” — 

Then you commenced to play and in 
the heat of 

My righteous anger (righteous, I ’m 
convinced), 

I thus continued : — “I am in receipt of 
Your blasted favour of the second 
insfc.— ” 

The maiden started when she heard ; 

A blush suffused heir cheek : 

She said (and she will keep her word), 
“ I leave to-morrow week 1 ” 

Thus often will the Fates with malice 
spiteful 

Make man, though innocent, their 
sport and play, 

Y^ou will return to make my Fridays 
frightful, 

She, on the other hand, will keep 
away ! 

====a=s 

We always go to the Uddingston 
I Standard for the latest news of the 
j Both well Literary x^issociation. Ac- 
, cording to a recent number : — 

“ Public business consisted of a debate on 
the motion ‘ That the Modem Olieap Press is 
Intoical to Cultm-e.' ... The motion was 
defeated by 23 votes to 21. IText week Connty 
Uouneillor PoUok will give an essay entitled 
‘ Ai*ma Veminque Camo.^ ” 

The price of the Uddingston Standard 
is one halfpenny. 
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THE PATH TO REALITY. 

(Eintsfor the representation of our everyday joys and 
sorrows in the Greek form) 

III.— THE ELECTORS. 

Persons of the Play. 
i A Candidate, a Chairman, an Merrupter ; Chorus of 
j Labourers, 

I Scene — A hall airanged for a political meeting in an 


„ V. » > . y VI vv VIUVI I lllttiK 

agricidtural village. Time, 8 p.m. 

Chairman. 

0 thotL who malcest even voters fair, 

Great Zeus, befriend me when I take the chair! 
Skilled am I in the garnering of sheaves. 

And highly .skilled in muttons and in beeves. 

In barley, oats and. wheat I stand supreme ; 

My cows give milk that ’s passing rich in cream ; 

1 know the due rotation of the crops ; 

My produce fills the market and the shops. 

And I abhor the foreigner’s devices, 

The freaks of weather and the fall of prices, 
Proposing still— a plan too oft rejected— 

That British farming ought to be protected. 
Therefore men came and added to my pride : 

“ To-night,'* they said, “ we want you to preside. 
You 11 make the village j'our eternal debtor, 

For none, be sure, could do the business better.'* 
Behold me, therefore, while I stand and wait 
Tlie longed-for coming- of our Candidate. 

CHoaxjs. 

We who work on the land, refreshing toil of the dav bv 
sleep at night, ^ 

Ploughing, pasturing, reaping, threshing, little we reck of 
the world's delight. 

Winds may beat us and rain defeat us, yet we labour from 
youth to age; 

SmaU is the guerdon of all our burden, narrow the house 
of our heritage. 

Nay, but they seek us now and speak us soft and pleasant 
and fair enough : 

“Blue,” saj-s one, “is the onlv colour”: “No.” save 
another, " Vote for buff.” ‘ ^ 

Laws may offer us plots for tillage, but the House of the 
Laws is far, ^Ye fear. 

And the agent watches the quiet village, yea, and the lord 
of the land is near. 

To us, t^en, deeply pondering it appeareth better not to 
utter words, for a word once spoken cannot be recalled 
and there are those that will use it against the speaker 
Therefore we call upon the fair mistress of weU-considered 
thoughts to come to our aid. 0 Silence, on whose rocky 
front impetuous rashness beats in vain, be thou ^Yith us 
.^^ight. Lap us in thy kind embraces, so shall everyone 
beholdmg our demeanour take pleasure in us, for thus 
pradence ordains. But what is that double light in the 
fiistan^ rapidly ajpproaching not without a swift pulse of 
reiterated noise, oil-scented and with four wheels wildly 
revolving? For us, indeed, it were wiser to sit down, 
reserving our judgment. 

, .[The Ca7ididate ^^arrives in a motor-car. Ee sJiakes 
! hands all round, and the meeting begins. 

Chairman. 

/^‘toused to public speaking let me say that there has come 
^ch a crisis to our country that no man can well be dumb. 
(W e.have got a very eloquent and teamed Candidate ; 

• He ^ speak to us, expounding all the evils of the State- 


He will scorch our base opponents at the furnace of his 
scorn, 

support a tax on many things, including one on corn. 
\\ e shall pass a vote declaring that we mean to get him ia; 
bo I think I shall resume my seat and ask him to begin. 

Candidate. 

Hem— Mr. Chairman, Ladies, Gentlemen, 

The one great object of my fond desires 
Has been — ahem — to speak to yoxi to-day. 

Hither on eager wheels I made my way 
From one large rneeting, and I shall go hence 
Even to a third — ^that ends my task to-night. 

Well now — ahem — this miserable Act, 

This so-called National Insurance Act, 

What is it but 

Interrotteb. 

an admirable thing. 

Candidate,'^ Don't turn him out 

Interrupt^ I ’d like to see the man 

Who 11 turn me out. 

Cand^U. ^ ^ Well, let ns pass from that. 

What of the Insh ? If they have Home Eule, 

Will there not come disruption to the State 
And loss of all our Empire ? 

Intemmter. there won't. 

Oamhdate,Let but that gentleman withhold his speech, 
And when my speech is ended he shall stand 
Here on the platform and address you aH, 

[Distiirhance. 

Chorus. 

^ Bash, indeed, is the man who interrupts, but for us there 
IS wisdom in his words, and from the words of the Oandi- 
date wisdom, too, is not absent. How shall a man decide 
and in what hiding-places shall Truth be found ? 

Candidate, Winged, in tiuth, is Chronos, but do thou 
restrain thy words. 

Eot so, for on my tongue no ox hath Yralked. 
Candidate, !!^ou weavest speeches as one not responsible. 

1 Eesponsibility is of many sorts, but the gods 

I punish the arrogant. ® 

Candidate* 1^’ate not of arrogance, being thyself a brawler. 
Interrupter, No brawler am I, but a free speaker in a city 
that IS not enslaved. ^ 

Chairman. 

Enough of this. I now propose a vote, 

A resolution, call it what you will, 

Pledgmg us all to back our Canidate. 

I put it. It is carried. All is well. 

Candidate. 

Thanks and farewell. This splendiimeeting puts 
New heart into my breast ; and now I ga E. 0. L. 

From a catalogue : — 

Yn-gil's mat poem, and on it he depended for 
‘Aeneis’ was onfinisheiand fell 
shot t of Homers Iliad, but like a true Roman he could brook no 
^perior, and in the ‘Geoigios’ he completely triumphed over the 
Greek poet It is the greatest poem on Husbandry ever written." 

It is only fair to mention that Homer, like a true Greek i 
tnumphed agam m the Final Test vrith the OfysseJ^he 
great^t poem on Husbands ever written. ^ 


The (hiaie. 


that. 
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I INGLISH AZ SHE IZ TU BE 
I SPELT. I 

I . (By A Maettb to the Cause.) 

Fired by a recent article by Mr. 
WiDLiAM Archer in The Daily Mail 
I have lately joined the ‘‘Simplified 
Speling Soesiety,” and, with the en- 
thusiasm of a convert, have just been 
trying it on the dog in the shape of 
various friends and relatives. The 
appended correspondence will show, I 
fear, the^ regrettable obtuseness and 
.conservatism of the recipients. 

Wenzdai, Feb, 21 

Deer Aant Looeeza, — riet tu 
encwier aafter yuer helth, az I beer yu 
hav been il laast weec.' I thine ft 
fafliet buc yu up a bit tu lum the nyu 
farthografi. It iz ewiet ecsieting, triing 
tu mate out whot loocs liec “Dubl 
.puch ” and iz reali yuer oen muther 
tung aul the whiel. Wood yu cair to 
.see sum pamfiets ? 

Yuer afeeshunit nevyu, Hours. 

P.S.—Thingz ar pot veri brilyunt 
jjwith me just at prezent. 


My dear Horace,— -I greatly re- 
gret to observe, after all your poor 
father spent on your education, Jiow 
sadly your spelling has deteriorated. 
Why, rny gardener's little boy, who 
is just six years old, can write a more 
intelligible letter than the scrawl you 
favour me with. I really cannot be 
bothered to decipher it. I think you 
had better take a course of evening 
lessons at a continuation school. As 
: regards your postscript, I have made 
it a rule mver to lend money under any 
circumstances whatsoever. 

Yours regretfully, 

Louisa M. Blunt. 

Tymsdai, Feb. 20. 

Deerest Filis,— Du sai yu wil join 
the nyu soesiety and simplifi yuer 
speling, which I no iz aulwaiz a trubl 
tu yu. Yu woen't wont tu yviez a 
di^unari eni mor. I am shuer it will 
saiv me poundz, and so thair iz a byue- 
tifiJ fyuetyur in vyu, if yu wil oenli 
naim the dai for us tu be spliest. Mai 
I cum tu te tomoro az yuezhyual ? 

Yuer luving Horis. 


Dear Mr. Spipjxyns, — I am obliged 
by your letter of even date, but feel | 
bound to say that I do not consider \ 
your allusions to my spelling to be in j 
the best possible taste. Shall we be i 
(ixiite able to understand each other in 
future if we correspond in two different 
languages ? Had you not better think 
it over very seriously ? I am afraid' I 
shall be detained at the office to-morrow * 
afternoon. Yours sincerely, 

Phyllis Smtthers.. . ' 
Mi deer Bobbi,— I fansi the encloezd 
speling ruulz ar in yuer Ifen. Tel yuer 
maaster I hav poot yu up for the 
Soesiety and aasc him tu join tu. 
Hoeping yu ar no longer bobom ov yuer 
claas, 

Yuer afeeshunit unci, Hobis. 

Dear Uncle Horace,— I shodeyour 
papers to old Wackham and he neerly* 
had a fitt. He said what do you mean 
by it boy why your spelling is vile enuff 
as it is. ^ He said stop in^affer scool 
and write it . all out into propper ! 
English. So don't send me any more. 

Yor affeeshant nepheTV, Bob. 


- OB LONDO N CHAM VABI. pu™. e, mu. I 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. I touch of novelty in^ $0 doijog • but it ’ 11 ' ij 

'ITb C^K r"' Clerks.) the“f^i£' 

ITe G. 1C. Chesteetos is a bowler of Hterary Mollies w^ the motor ndes at night, the bondoir 

jho IS apt on occasion to lose his length. In i?«,S always, with 

(Nelson) he has lost it very badly. Occasionally a stray ' at an v r Jtf f knowledge of sections 

“ smLtly, but cicumstaS’e thSVot“> 1^^7 describes ; but the 

for the most part It is very tame stuff that he sends down of wf 1 *“ t hut becomes fonder 

On page 264. <• Sir. Moses Gould . . . was undemtoXto ?rni « if ’ ® sufficient to redeem the book as a S' 
suggest that the reader should shorten the proceedings by woS- conamonness. Probably the best piece of* 

leaAung out aU the adjectives. Mm. Duk“whXdTkS wSl tf® ”®'’®^ “ ‘his wiirSh it 

up. observed that she was sure it, w,! .ii® .1. he straining meaning to caU her in We=fi4„ ^ 1 


^ ^ "■L'Joco vjroaia . . , -was underRtrin/l <■ Aoucem uae DOOiC as 

suggest that the reader should shorteu the proceedings bv wnS- commonness. Probably the best 

leawng out all the adjectives. Mrs. Duke, who had vroken wonV^o tf® ”®'®^ “ of this wife, tl 

Su®^®?r®T ^hat she was sure it was all very nice” ^ ‘o caU her interesting. 

.oboorj toS j ‘w 0&,. 


SrLitaS'vr, 'itS'si 

f r ~' -- - ^ ■ , 1 -.^ . _, n a^ow.®^ myself some pleasant 

UP my mind he IS unwise to i anticipation, because I have 

ioi-m. '' ^ C~ long held that for a certain 

Digressions which amuse in ' - - - type of confo—brief, rather', 

an essay mrtate when they ^ ^ “o^dant, impressioS 

^op the ^tion of a novel studies of modern life— Miss- 

Manahve IB simply an essay J P f. ~ Shabp is without her equal ' 

masquei'ading as a novel J ) ^ .fc I still think so; but I^am' 

AH the ^aracters talk at bound to say that not all S 

^at len^h and in exactly - •Lf^ ^aw iei3Biro6^ I%e '^^tories of Olivia showa 

the same way. There is ^ her at her bestlevel SevH 

material for a good short -gT-'--'- of the tales indeed descend 

story m tte central idea, of as nearly to i coiS^om 

an ec<^tnc and enei-getic I^Bai^^S c=r-f i J-i * I : place as is possible fnr 

mim who resolves to be alive 1 i ^ |a clever writer EevoIHnir* 

:<IaughtersXcapSlteop! 

th^^ ^® j position, school-girb who ffis- 

®^’1®*'' cover secret naasa,ve«_*w, 

through to where he started; -- are the merest dry sticK 

sp4s^:i2;£ W^miA- 

“hichUrit^peSS O ®SsMutS^^tl 

mord^tomaketbemthank- WI'^J ®®'“® t.^, or so “e 

cover the idea nicely. Mr. ^ whole 

Chbstb®ton uses sixty thou- U l;”- being the sort of at^f>,®f 

f^a ft mlf n » MIDDLE AGES anybody could write StiU 

a httl® dryness, a little "Abe the defenoss in coon covLon^ for about half toe boS T 

amusic-hSStn^liiearf «»‘rEi^'m ^ ^ Then I of ^®®PPoiuted 

a comedian, singing a ruS riuM ’ bent lv .mvA “s '■ ®®'‘ rmmE ^bf I came upon two things 

would lo™ uu .faM,iou„tto La-; S^iL7S'^T;StS‘ iSS 

SslsHai^iasiSB^s 

Btructing the main incident of toe ^ - ' 

^ ughfcer of "wealthy catenzig..coiitractor Tn shooting foll'y as it • 

[Wafer toe heroes of sexual studies that this book La « 5 v“k^®®®.P¥®® ‘o’give . ' 


school of_ thought. Adjec 
are a condiment. Mr. Ches- 
teeton uses them as a fluid. 
To my mind he is unwise to 
attempt the narrative form. 
Digressions which amuse in 
an essay in-itate when they 
stop the action of a novel 
Afaiiaiire is simply an essay 
masquei'ading as' a novel 
Au toe characters talk at 
^at length and in exactly 
the same way. There is 
material for a good short 
story in the central idea, of 
an eccmitric and enei-getic 
man who resolves to be alive 
and to make others live. To 
this end he tramps round 
toe world in order to win 
through to where he started; 
he prevents married life be- 
coming monotonous by ro- 
mMtically eloping with his 
wife at frequent intervals, 
and he carries a revolver 
which he fires at pessimists 
m order to make them thank- 
fol that they are not dead. 
Five thousand words would 
cover the idea nicely. Mr. 
Chesterton uses sixty thou- 
sand, Even in philosophic 
farce a little dryness, a little 
restraint, is not amiss. At 
a music-hall reeentlv T 


. • rt .'/ 


Th^yln^t ®®®® COSMTlOH?” 


ffiwrge ffirojtsmitS. 

March 1, 1912. 

PxEBW^L, G.G., with aim so true 
In shootmg folly as it flew ; 

Who brought so much whole-hearted jov 
p patrons of the old Savoy • ^ ^ 

“ A*N«hil®®®.^SP® *° gi^® 

A Nobody ” the power to Uve. 
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CHARiVARIA I lady residing at Graudenz, SUesia, In this country the words “Art" 

* WrrrTr f ^ i- 'i. ’ L • >» ’ poisoning her husband and ** Artist *’ are so often used in a 

T).*— Ti._ -r^ -i , I 


The Lambeth swimming batlis, it is j A tortoiseshell buttei-fly on the wing ELyal^sIciety o?lr£ ^ 
announced, ^11 be closed dmmg the j and a ladybird were seen near the eliffi ^ ^ 

Coal Strike. The effect of this wiU be to at Ventnor last week. It is presumed 

give Lambeth the appearance of having : that they were on their honeymoon. PEIZES POE ALL. 

a large collier population in its midst, i TTtT>-o^ r i 

to »».,sht m to Coddi.p.1.. <0«.dt4^a^teb..^<.lI»h™“CZl to 

obvious Suffragettes was heard Lk- ~ ~! ^ 

ingforticketsfortheCrystalPalace. U . . S 


PEIZES POE ALL. 

^Ie. Habet Laudee, who, as we 


It is being asked : Why did the - 

Suffragettes choose the London . 

Opera House for their meeting last 

week? It is forgotten that the \\ 

name of the proprietor is one cal- |I' 

culated to make a quite exceptional 'Mnmw^l f * 

appeal to them. Translated it 

means Hammer and Stone. JBIilMi' Ik 

As The Mind the Paint Girl is 
proving such a success, it will per- 
haps be followed by The Keen off the 
Grass Widotc, * 

The Chinese troops in Pekin are '"^5; 

evidently suffering from swelled 

head. They have been looting the ^ 
city as though for all the world 
they were the representatives of the ^ ^ 
leading European armies. 


tlL. 




C 3 *u...w JUIMJA 9 

~ powered us, in his name, to offer the 
following valuable xsash and other 
prizes with a view to establishing 
I Peace, Prosperity and Happiness 
j both at Home and Abroad ; — 

30/- to anyone who so explains 
the Insurance Act as to make it 
palatable to both the Doctors and 
the Doctored. 

£1 to the man who brings about 
a better understanding between this 
country and Germany^ (N,B . — Any 
bust or statuette wbiA the winner 
may receive to become the property 
of the prize-giver.) 

10/- to anyone who stops the 
Turko-Italian war within the next 
fortnight. 

Two PEIZES of 5/- each to the 
persons who frame (1) a HomeEule 
. Bill that will be acceptable to Ire- 
land and unobjectionable to Great 
j Britain ; (2) a Home Eule Bill that 


tis i -d unobiectionable to Ireknd. 

beenltwop^iUs^^brcrsucL^^^^^ 

a difficulty in suppressing the “ego." manner ofsSSch^^LTtoess so hJft T Photographs of Harry 

We have never ^apbologised Sur- in«^ and Sfe that LiUDER to any man, woman or child 

reives, but we cannot help thinking him, boxed his ears, and than left ^ *be Trouble with 


^^Ttot^lTh^Xrctt?^^ hiSi,boxedhiselrs,^audCi:ft“^ 

man who is well known must present We have not to wait lon-» for - Oohsouatioh Prizes, con- 

fewer difficulties than in other cases. the inevitable reaction against the swtmg of 12 Coloured Picture Post- 
m. rr- u > ^ . EussianbaUet. A party of elephants 

The T%iim has been drawing atlen- is now appearing at the AlhLibra Seat at Dunoon, will be presented to 
iion to the difficulty of getting a and the stage has had to be speciallv *^® unsuccessful competitors, 

motor-bus to stop for the individual strengthened to bear their weight. ■“ 
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THE SxMOKE NUISANCE 
ABATEMENT, 
r. 

As Charles has said, “ It is an ill strike 
that brings nobody any good/' and, 
if we do run out^ of coal eventually, 
Hfe in London* may be cooler, but it 
will be a deal cleaner. It is tobacco 
smoke, however^ thalt we ana engaged 
in abating at this period. 

Charles and I share a room in pro- 
fessional chambers. When he comes 
in the morning, he brings his father's 
Times with him, I my own Mail. 
When we have lead our own papers we 
change ; when we have* read each 
other's papers we have finished for the 
morning. (You know now* what the 
majority of barristers mean when they 
talk importantly of their ‘ papers.") 
It then becomes necessary to go out 
and look for lunch. It was on ’the 
Tuesday before Lent began that the 
resolution was forfiaed: 'I had had a 
heavy moniing's work'‘(there‘had teen 
no fewer thanthreesupplementsto T/ie 
Times) and I went out to have a heavy 
lunch, to even things up. Fortunately 
for my purpose I discovered pancakes 
on the memt. I ate them, and later on 
in the afternoon they discovered me; 
but I have forgiven them, because 
they were very good pancakes, and, 
moreover, the mention of them enabled 
Charles to identify the day as Shrove 
Tuesday, and to draw the deduction 
that we were on the verge of the self- 
denial period. 

“We. will," we said, coming at once 
to the point, "give up smoking in 
Lent," and we shook each other’s 
hand proudly and congratulated each 
other warmly. But Lent, of course, 
did not begin till the next morning. 

II. 

The worst of life is that next morn- 
ing always comes. 

" I have an idea,” said Charles, i 
fingering his porfeh affectionately. 

"So have I," I replied, "but it! 

I would be hardly decent to broach it^ 
thus early in the proceedings. Let us ] 
hang on to our resolution for one day, 
at any rate." 

“I was not going to suggest alto- 
gether giving up the giving up, but 
only to remark that wa must not bo 
over-jmching even in our virtues. I 
have been in communication with a 
man who does this sort of thing every 
year, and he tells me that No-Smoking- 
before-Dinner is the more orthodox 
practice. Let us be good. Lumpy " 
(that 's me), " but let us not be osten- 
tatious in our goodness." 

I widr€[;'th^ n^peairance of a man who | 
is abandoning his dearest and most! 


loved principle in order to oblige a 
friend, as I replied, " "^’’ery well, if your 
heart is set upon it. No Smoking 
before Dinner." 

iir. 

Any legislator will tell you that the 
really tricky pai't about his business ip 
getting the definitions right. For 
instance, if a law is made forbidding 
smoking before dinner, there will be 
trouble for a cerfcaintj", unless it is very 
particular- to say exactty what it means 
by "dinner." Of course, if it simply 
does not attempt a definition at all, 
it is bound to be evaded. I should 
have been a poor lawyer if I could not 
get round a law like that, even at two 
o'clock in the afternoon, siesta time. . 

“ Everybody knows," said Charles, 

I as a last protest against my learned 
; argument, "that dinner is the meal 
: you have about seven-thirty or eight.'’ 

" You think only,” I retorted, " of 
the upper class, t prefer to think of 
the ruling class, which dines at mid- 
day. The mass is always right now- 
a-days. Therefore, I have dined, and, 
in accordance with the terms of my 
contract, I will now smoke." 

Charles tried once more before 
giving in. "You'll be in a fix for 
I something to do when you get to 
I seven-thirty. Having dined now, what 
will you do then ? " ! 

" I shall sup," I said. 

"So shall I," said Charles, pro-i 
ducing a pipe. 

IV. 

About a week later, "I hate break- 
fast without the after-breakfast pipe," 
said Charles tentatively. 

".Then give up breakfast,” I sug- 
gested. 

The idea did not appear to com- 
mend itself to him at the time, but 
later on it occurred to him that it was 
at least an idea. 

V. 

Charles is conscientious, undoubtedly 
conscientious. In coming to the re- 
luctant conclusion that dinner, after 
all, may be eaten at any time of the 
day, in accordance with the tastes and 
needs of the consumer, and that it 
will still be dinner even at 9 a.m., he 
has insisted on the restriction that it 
cannot honestly consist of tea (or 
coffee), poached eggs and marmalade. 
So, ^nmg first thing after getting up, 
he insists on eating a chop and 
drinking cold drinks. He buoys him- 
self up with the prospect of his 
rapidly approaching after-dinner pipe. 

In adopting his line of argument, 

I fancy I 'have materially improved 
upon it. It occurred to me, while 
I was lying in bed this morning and 
watchmg my man Morton filling my 


bath, that something must be done* 
to mitigate the shock of this cold water 
in the mornings. 

“By the w’ay, Morton,’* I said, "I 
will take some coffee after dinner in 
future.” 

I went back to sleep and had 
another idea. 

"By the way, Morton,” I said, 

“ when you bring in the meal, you 
might as well bring it all together. 
It will ^save you journeys to and fro. 
Bring it all in, and put it all on the 
table at once — all, including the coffee 
and the — er — dessert.” 

"The dessert, Sir?" 

"Yes, the preserved orange,” I 
explained ^ with, I fear, something 
approaching a* wink.* 

Lent is all right, if you treat it ' 
properly . , : The chop I never ' 
objected to. 

THE BELGIAN. PIN AFOEE. 

'Twas .bought in Bruges; the shop was 
poor, ' - . 

One read " Au Bebe ''‘flourished o’er 
The ancient lintel; to that door 
'No English guinea 
Had ever come nor travelled gold 
Gladdened her gaze, that woman old, 
Who tottered from the gloom and sold 
The Bdgian " pinny/' - 

I mind me choosing in the place 
A cap with frills of little lace ; 
"Thattao/" I said, "shall come to grace 
My Small and Sweet.” 

Prim in her pinafore arrayed 
I pictured Betsey while litrayed 
Wher^ all tlie' time, 'the proud bells 
played 

Above the street. 

I And now upon the roguish sprite 
; Who in the yard with such delight 
Partakes the ancient sunning right 
I Of stable cats, 

The Belgian "pinny " flaunts its hue, 
Still the same stripe of white and blue 
As, Betsey, when'twas dyed for you 
In Flemish vats. * 

Still of its old lost life it tells 
And alien provenance; there are spells 
And glamour of the Town "of Bells 
About it shed, 

And when my Belgian Betsey climbs 
My knee I 've heard a hundred times 
The clash and ripple of the chimes 
Around her hes^d, 

As though the child herself did play 
Without some white estaminet 
S’nuttered and silent where, all day 
In sun and shower, 

Two little lions with stone grins 
Hold 'scutcheons under paws and chins 
And their divine appellant dins 
The honoured hour. 
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^ CV^TOME WOT COME ISTO IBIS SHOE SAYS TO ME, SHE SAYS, ‘ASE >OW 


TO A MARCH BROWN. 

Once more come clarion and blue-hearted dawns, 

And Springtide plays her yearly hocus-pocus, ' 

Her magic of high March that decks the lawns 
With those her floral fays and leprechauns, 

The.yellow daff and the green sheathed crocus — 
W^hen through the city softer winds enyoke us 
To where the streams run down, 

And the stark fells above the bhch-woods frown, 

And you firs't move upon the waters, Mr. Brown! 

A coy bacillus, fair ephemerid, 

^ iPor some weeks past I "ve felt you in my being. 

Till lately I have come on you amid 
My daily toil, and softly .you have slid 
Across the half'writ page, till to my seeing 
Have come green fields, and bosomed clouds a-fleeing, 
And mill-stream's foam-flecked fuss, 

And banks of primrose, rathe, auriferous ; 

“ And thus/’ I’ve said, “ I ’d cast your counterfeit, and 
thus ; ” 

And, rising, I have taken to me rods 
From the retreat where they have been reclining 
(Waiting your whisper, best of naiant gods,) 

And idly I’ve withdrawn the brass-bound wads. 

And built them up, the supple and the shining, 

As men build hopes, and felt my fingers twining I 
In that whole-hearted squeeze, , 

Kept for tried friends and mates of ancient ease,. 

Bound handles ardent from the Southern corkwood 
trees I I 


Thus then I yield me to your influence, 

Shy flutterer of the hill-stream and the river, 

Thus does your primal message thrill each sense, 
lour wings susurrant seem to call me hence 
To grey keen waters where the catkins quiver, 

And I, responsive, do acclaim you giver 
Of these right god-sent spells 
Of dancing streams and far-off waiting fells, 

And stop to look up trains and write about hotels. 

a 4 :- 

When other men shall have the mind to praise 
June’s jovial bug of carnival and riot, 

That blossoms wdth wild roses and red mays, 

He the green-drake, who sets whole streams ablaze 
With mottled monsters taking change of diet, 

By pool and shallow, osier-bed or eyofc, 

I ’ll swear by Mr. Brown 

Who, in his chill wan water’s sober gown, 

Is yearly first to bid me forth again from Town I 

From The Arrival of Antony ^ by Dobothea. Conyebs: 

/Wlien Marcus Au^lius spun*ed Iiis horse into the chasm he did 
it in no more heroic spirit than Antony made answer/' 

In the . circumstances it would have been nice of Antony 
bo have quoted Maecus AuBEriius— a line or two from his 
I funeral oration over C-sesab, say. » 

Literary ahosts. 

‘^^Since writing my. last notes on the Boat Kaco the crews have left 
their respective Universities.” ‘ • * ■» 

. ^ Mr. Gire Nioealw in r/w 

This IS mde^ getting the news straight, from the Btable.» 
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A PARIS 

article of our family 

pouoy that— with an exception which sinea if- ia 

PaHs^for B^ter are aU going to 

S **^®^® for a weefor ten 

temWact>'^?li, wSnt T;- 

fK that we »e^^ to gi 

Shi St T‘^ 

issa=-*sws^" 

^e day -for ingoing, you know.” 

Going where?" Tasked. 

" Going to Paris.” 

Ptap md IS' Sd t?LSdZ*W^.®“?' */“’ ? 

’'■■ B^d^-fris!” “SMS'** 

“Halloa! *’ said 1. 

“ Are there lots of hotels in Paris ? ” 
jes, any amount.” 

“ What are their names ? " 

Which is the nicest ? " 

*°'^' i° '’”° "‘‘I °b nootlar." 

‘°otS“”“t* 4 ‘^^ ^ S?S“* “'"' 

Ibi^loteexuajj^ “"ortoouE iv«^ j„ ^ 

I been doing.” ^ ®sson. Guess what we ’ve 

f '‘Grammar?” I said, 

” Yes, and something else ” 

“Beading?” 

“ And something else/’ 

“ Writing?” 

" SL-tegT^ISS.’S* “ 


" How clejOT you are, Dad 1 I always say you can euess 
We TO bwn crating letters to hotds in Pans ” 
What on earth about ? ’ 

“Or^ng rooms, you know. Here 's my letter. Made- 
mois^e hasn t corrected it, but if it’s aU right you can 
^h/fhfl« We like to save you trouble, you know, Dad.” 
She then prefaced a soiled scrap of paper and laid it 
before me. “M^emoiselle said some of tL things ’’she 

“ Moh^s,— J’ ai lintention de passe huit on dix iour 

®V® ^ “® oonnetre le tarifi de 

une chambre a couche a deux lit et une chambre ef- 

famme de chambre de madam. 

Va„ ” T mes sinsare salutation.” 

|Pai-k?% LTft’ •’ if ^® ^«e goii to 

' » that lete and no other. But we ’re not-—-” 

Not going to Pans, Dad ? ” she interrupted. 

No, certainly not.” ^ 

T Slifi* ^ * ^■ P^tending ; ” and away she danced 

a description of the overwhelming 


t /I - T 1 uuuaren s neads. 

TO A VACUUM CLBANEE. 

(On the Occasion of an Annual Visitation ) 

Wtth ^ greet 

With ofcher than the most opprobrious titles 

^iigh men have just installed you in the stSt 
Nay. even now unooa in countless feet ' ’ 

Xour dnst-extraeting iiidii-rubber vitals. 

And so I fly for were I to remain 

Tnn y’®” continual clatter. 

shades descend again. 

EeduTO my never too prolific brain ^ 

Xo the consistency of molten batter; 

^'‘uSn benignant sway 

waitmg earth was gently stealing 

t 'r ®“ ®®“® sppofotsd 

lo b.“ Si S£ 'SilSJg. 

And tell her of this latest visitation. 

She not marvel if my mood be glum 

She ’ll ikfn** ^ fo whom I oVeii 

Bor Nof f®y“P^*i‘®*i‘^y dumb: ’ • 

L^/ »hhors a vacuum 

And wiU commiserate a pestered poet ! 
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drawing the line. 

TJic Chalk Line — ^by Eabux Wabb 
and Noeman MacO^^an at the Queen's 
—is a melodrama of the sort which 
makes you want sometimes to laugli 
and sometimes to sink out of sight 
beneath your tip-up chair. It is all 
about our Dear Old Country (C/ircrs 
from the patriot^) and E'dreign Spies 
{Qroam from the patriots), and what 
the ^yar Office (Hisses from iliepatriots) 
is going to do. 

It is at this sort of drama that my 
admiration for actors reaches its ex- 
treme height ; that tliey should be able 
to play these unreal parts with such 
a complete lack of self-consciousness 
astonishes me. In their case you or I 
would go through the play with a fixed 
sheepish expression, stopping occasion- 
ally to apologise to the audience for 
having to do it at all. j 

^ Take Captain Giieg, for instance. lie 
IS the gallant soldier who saved England 
in the Boer War and is now going to 
save her in the threatened war between 

England and X , When he is off 

the stage, he is spoken of continually 
as a hero and the man to save the 
Dear Old Country. « Trust the 
Captain," says everybody to everybody 
else; “he 11 pull Old England through." 
When he is on the stage he spends 
his time clasping people by the hand 
— not to say “How do you do?" 

I or “ Good-bye," but to pledge them 
to help him in his task of saving 
, England. Now, how impossible for 
us to believe in ourselves when playing 
Captain Grieg, How impossible not 
to remember that we were quite 
ordinary people, with a handicap of 24 
or a waist of 36, who, in the absence 
of any more remarkable “biisiness” 
than handshaking, simply couldn't be 
taken seriously as Empire-savers. But 
Mr. Kenneth Douglas plays it with 
ease and conviction. It is wonderful. 

There is no need to give the plot of 
The^ Chalk Liiw ; and, on my part, no 
ability to explain why it is so called. 
The “ chalk line ’ ' was the line which one 
of the characters walked along as a 
test of his sobriety, but how that pro- 
vides the motif of the play I do not 
know. Most of the acting is quite 
good. Best of all was the performance 
of Mr. Chaeles V. Eeance ; he was 
the old laird who had invented a gas 
which would slay an army, and when 
he first came on the stage a sudden mist 
of reality descended for a moment 
upon it. M. 

Topical Riddle of the Month. 

Q, What is the favourite confection 
of the W.8.P.U.? 

4. March-pane. 
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“ExCr.SE .VE, SlJl, BUT ARE YOU READING THE PAPER YOU'rC SITTING ON?’ 


* A PDNIO WAE. 

To outward appearance Morris and 
I are on the most friendly terms, but 
it is nevertheless a fact that verbally 
we ai ’0 in a state of incessant and 
barbarous warfare. 

“I see The Shire Advertiser has 
printed a quotation from Old Pilking- 
ton’s speech in capitals," he remarked 
to me this morning. “ That man will 
be past all bearing now." 

“ He is a conceited ass," 1 agreed 
unsuspectingly. 

“ The curious thing is," continued 
Morris musingly, “ that he can’t see 


what an egotistical humbug he is. 
It 's stranger still when one remembers 
that he has always been noted for his | 
capital I’s." 

I admit that the ai!ack had been 
very skilfully disguised, and for a 
moment my forces were disorganised. 
I rallied them quickly, howevex', and 
hurriedly considered the position. 

“ At the same time," I remarked, 
glancing at the paragraph in question, 
“ it is even more curious to reflect that 
small caps, should produce a swelled 
head." 

Even as I dealt the blow I couldn’t 
help feeling sorry for Morris. 
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THE QUESTION. 

I in really a remarkable quandary, 

A dilemma unexperienced before ; 

It *s a case in which I have to be particularly wary 
Lest I do what I might afterwards deplore ; 

And, although the breach of confidence is much against the 
gi'ain, * 

With permission, I '11 endeavour to explain. 

There 's a lady who has gloriously taken 
The advantage'that the present year confers 
By proposing, with a force that one can hardly read un- 
shaken. 

To — excuse me if I blush — ^to make me hers. 

As my own attempts at marriage have been very much 
amiss, 

I should like to ask you what you think of this. 

She 's a person of most excellent endowment, 

If she 's hardly the ideal of one's dream ; 

' And, you '11 understand, although I 'm undecided for the 
moment, 

She 's a lady whom to know is to esteem, 

I may add that, with a fervour one would hardly like to 
damp, 

She encloses me an envelope and stamp. | 


To accept, decline, refer her to my mother. 

Would of course provide an answer, ay or nay ; 

But an awkwardness arises from the fact that there’s 
another, 

And I ’m troubled as to what I ought to say ; 

As a fact, the other lady hasn't made the least advance. 

But I 'd like to wait and give her every chance. 

For I love her. With an ever-growing hunger 
I have found her ever sweet, but often cold ; 

It 6 undoubtedly the case that she 's considerably youn^’^’er 
And may look on me as elderly or old " ! ^ 

And, indeed, it 's on the cards that, if acquainted with the 
fact 

Of my passion, she might think that I was cracked. 

O my lady, I am hopeless, I am silly, oh, 

I may be all that isn’t to your taste, 

But I love you, O' my ladylove, I worship you like— billy-oh 
Appeals to me as accurate and chaste ; 

But— 4o-finish the apostrophe— the lady doesn't speak, 

For she lacks the inclination, or the cheek. 

I So you see it. There 's a claim, which seems the stronger 
From a lady whom there ’s much to recommend ; ’ 

prudent to be waiting any longer 
With my youth and beauty drawing to an end ; 

While you can't postpone an answer to the distant bv- 
and-bye ^ : 

When a lady sends a stamp for a reply, | 

Yet the Other who *s away, if she were willing, 

If that Other, whom just now I can't get at,' 

^^loo may— oh, that would simply be 

Oh, my readers, what a tragedy were that ! 

Yet suppose I found she didn't, it would mean a heavy loss • 
To the gods I give the matter. I shall toss. ^ " 

Dum-Dum. 

A Prox)liet — ^in another Country, 

‘^The ceremoi^ was performed by tlie Dean of Westmiustei* in the 
of the Primate (Dr. 


THE LAST BESOET. 

Extract frmn “ The Daily Boast" March 5 : — 

At a specially summoned meeting of the Gooseage Bate- 
payers’ Association held at the Town Hall a few days ago, 
it was unanimously decided to take the whole front page of 
3 The Daily Boast for one day to advertise the attractions 
of that delightful seaside resort. 

This enteiprise— entailing as it does the expenditm-e 
of £6(X) ^not 50s., as one of the speakers at the meeting 
stated) is sure to attract the greatest attention, and in 
anticipation we give a few details of this beauty-spot. 

Situated ’twixt moor and sea, the air is stated by the 
Town s Publicity Eept. to be found in great profusion, 
j The temperature is kept uniformly between 60° and 
70°, while a Bye-Law requires that all rain should fall 
Mtween the hours of 10 p.ii. and sunrise. But perhaps 
the greatest attraction of all is the bathing, the water 
here possessing that degree of salinity which the upper 
reaches of the Thames just miss and which the Lead Sea 
so overdoes. Indeed, for some years the only drawback 
to Gooseage has been the fact that The Daily Boast did not 
appear at breakfast time ; bnt this will now be remedied. 
In view of the probable rush of visitors we have decided 
to run a Daily Boast Special, which will bring The Daily 
Boast mto Gooseage in time for delivery with the mornine 
rasher. ® 

Extract from “ The Daily Boast," March 6 

The nation’s interest in Gooseage is growmg. All day 
A ® yesterday we were kept busy answering enquiries. 
A weU-known Harley Street physician rang up to ask if 
Ml. Li^td Gbobqe had ever lived at Gooseage ; the answer 
IS in the negative. Another enquirer asks ; What are the 
ap^ments like ? A gentleman who spent a week there 
last year says they cannot be bettered. He changed his 
rooms seven times, yet at the end was unable to say "that 
he was ^y more comfortable than he had been at first. 

X et another, a City man, asks : Is there a good telephone 
connection with London ? To test the matter, we rang up 
during the busiest time of the day 3127 Blackpool, and 
we got on to 4127 Gooseage (the number we required) 
m less than ten minutes. 

Gooseage is not without its mention in Ittmture. 
George Bopow says : “By making a ddtour we avoided 
Gooseage; Sir A. Conaji Dovlb writes: “Ten milAa 
to the right, covered with an impenetrable fog. lav 
Gooseage; while Bradshaw, in his bright little monthlv 

from Eugh Jones, Esq., AdveHising Manager, 

Daily Boast, to John Scattergood, Esq., Secretary 
Ixooseage Eat^ayers' Association, dated March 7th : 

Db^ Sie,— Adverting to the resolution passed by vour 
Associafaon to secure the whole front page of this pwier, 

1 shall be glad to receive your application for space. The 
only days vacant the next five years are March 16 
1912, and Januaiy 27, 1914. ' 

Yours sincerely, Hugh Jones. 

LetUr frmn John Scattergood, Esq., Secretary Qoaseaqe 
Bateyayers’ Association, to Eugh Jones, Esl ^ 

Sm,— At a roecially summoned meeting of the Gooseage 
Eatepayers ^s^iation it was unanimously decided (1) 
That owmg to the enormous demand for ap^ments during 
season far exceeding all anticipation, the advert 

Sf TO ^ a letter of thanks be 

sent to The Daily Boast for its efforts on our r^hoit 

Xours truly, John Scattergood. 
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THE WHITE ELEPHANT SALE. 

My dear Elaine, — I wonder if you 
have heard of the latest device for the 
alleviation of life — the White Elephant 
Sale ? Used with discretion, it is really 
great. The idea is this. Every one 
has one or two things that they don’t 
want — not exactly^ rubbish, but some 
article or other which fights with one’s 
own taste. Usually these are wedding 
presents and are kept hidden away, 
except when the persons who gave 
them come to dinner. But after a 
while, as time goes on and memories 
become dim, it is safe to get nd of 
them, and not very difficult either, 
because what one person hates anotiier 
likes. For example, you yourself can- 
not endure the sight of an djpergiie, and 
you have a very handsome one. Mrs. 
Mackinder at the Laurels thinks no 
house complete without an epergm, 
but the parlourmaid has just broken 
hers (having had some bad news about 
her married sister in Durban which 
upset her nerves), and if your dpergne 
were sent to a White Elephant Sale 
Mrs. Mackinder would most certainly 
buy it ; while it is on the cards that 
she has something in her house that 
offends her commonplace eyes — a 


Sheraton wine cooler, say — ^which you 
would make every effort to ac(]^uire if 
you saw it in a White Elephant Sale. 
Now you understand what a White 
Elephant Sale is; and, used with dis- 
cretion, as I said, the institution can 
be most valuable. 

But you must exercise discretion. . . 

Let me tell you what has just 
happened here, where our first White 
Elephant Sale has been held. Mrs. 
Oawston, whom I fancy you once met, 
a little fluffy expensive woman with 
a titled aunt, sent an embroidered 
hand-bag which that aunt gave her 
last Christmas. It was one of those 
costly things which no one could 
possibly use and which are made for 
exchange among friends at that terrible 
season. Looking at it, ninety-nine 
persons out of a hundred would say 
that it came from Bond Street and 
' cost foui- guineas. The tragedy is that 
it didn’t, and that Mrs. Oawston’s 
titled aunt motored over unex- 
pectedly — that ’s one of the awful 
things about motors, that they do 
things unexpectedly— a distance of 
eighty-five miles, on the day of 
the sale, and, arriving when Mrs. 
Oawston was at the sale, went on 
there to find her. You see what hap- 


pened. The very first thing that the 
titled aunt saw was her Ghristmas 
present, with a half-guinea ticket on it, 
and she knew it was hers because, so 
far from coming from a Bond Street 
shop, it was made under her own eyes 
by a Russian refugee in whom she took 
an interest. . , . 

Nothing that Mrs. Oawston could ; 
say helped matters in the least, and 
now the titled aunt has another ' 
favourite niece. | 

So you see you will have to be care- 
ful when you start White Elephaflt | 
Sales at Crowborough ; but start them 
you certainly will. 

Your affectionate Mollie.- 

“ The jagiiai* has j)reseut«d the Society ^Yith A 
cub, urhich seems healthy enough if the squeals 
and squeaks coming from the darksome corner 
\Fhcro it \Fas bom may be taken as evidence, 
and a wild-cat from Ross-shire.” — Glvhe, 

The Jaguar: ^^Angthingj dear old 
Chalmers, that you want in the cat 
line, be sure to let me know.” 

Roused by the news that a Suffragette 
has made a speech from the interior 
of a lion’s cage, Mr. Lloyd George has 
decided to give an exhibition of even 
greater courage. He will speak from 
a den of doctors. 
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THE “OOFY” GOLDBERGS ABROAD, 

hwxp (hi Boyal Grand JSim'era Palace Bptel. 


A STAB IN TEE NIGHT. 

[It appears tliat the Allreton miner who was 
the first man to come out on strike Ilos been 
engojged.to appear at London music-halls at 
a salarj of £'20 a u'cek. The foUomng lines 
are an attempt to catch the spirit of thankful- 
new with wiiich the jioorest portion of tlie 
audience will pi-esuiuably witness his perform- 
ance.] ^ 

Thebe 'won*fc be nothing for dinner, 

!For there ain’t no meat to carve ; 
And the missus is looking thinner, ' 
And soon we shall probably starve; 

And it ain’t (my use proposing 
As I ought to find some work, 

For the factoiy doors are closing 
And the skies are all pit-murk. 

But we must have fun and laugliber 
So long as our breath is drawn, 

And so long as beneath this rafter 
There ’s anything left to pawn. 

I They say there ’s a rare sensation 
At the old Frivolity Hall 
That *8 “ elicitin* acclamation 
Nightly ” from one and all. 

And I think, by putting the table 
And the badstead up the spout, 


And a pair of boots, we'll be able 
To go for a last good shout. 

X It *s a brighter turn and a jollier 
t Than Ihagson or Little Tick, 

* And they call it ‘‘The Comic Colher,” 
j Or “The bloke.wbo struck if rich.” 

He was only a Derbyshire miner, 

A slaver up there by the Peak, 

And thrifty with every shiner 
Of his four-pound-ten a week. 

Till the strike came on that 's dammin* 
The stream of the nation’s luck. 

And has brought despair and famine, 
And he was the first wot struck. 

And they said to him, “ Be an artist ” 
And he \\Tote back, “Eight you are” 
(For the best jobs go to the smartest), 
And now he ’s a blooming star. 

By all accounts it 's a grand turn, 

He comes in his mining togs. 

With a sort of a pick and a lantern 
And dances a dance with clogs. 

And he looks ri^ht up at the gallery 
And tells in his feeling way 
How he climbed to his present salary, 
i Which is six-pounds-six a day. 


He is a regular piece of quality, 

So as soon as we’ve pawned them 
things . 

We ’re oft* to the old Frivolity 
To hear what the new star sings. 

, Evoe. 

“He gets the iuterestiug result that an 
upper- upiier-lower-iipper (low'or- lower- upper- 
M semi-eontinuc.5/ ftiiction is an S- 

' We had a rague idea that this might be 
so, but we didn’t like to say anything. 

mil I'fSi’oom, use of sitting-room 

and breakfast. —Advi. m ^'British Jrchh/ " 

^yone usmg the breakf^t for more 

exto minutes wUl be charged 

Xhe Blackleg. 

Advertisedmder “DomesticServants 

W anted m The Evening News : 

“Cob, 7 jears, 14.2,” 

Bekoes of the Strike. 

Passenger : Why are we so .late ? 
(Pu^d .- Well, Sir, the train in front 
WM behmd, and this train was behind 
before besides. 







commonplace. Enjoyment 
rn^d by repetition. Here atos pro- > 
raise of playtime that must oertaMv 

3Xt6Dd 0V6r Qi wx^aTt J ' 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT 

(EXXEACTIiD PBOM THE DlABE OP TobT, M.P.) 

Eolise of Commons, Monday, March 4 
—In crowded House, silenced by in- 
tose int^st, PBEMiEn made expected 
statement with respect to current eon- 
dition of Coal Strike. Was himself 
evidently impres^d by momentous 
character of crisis that not 
only leaves wageless half a - 
million men but paralyses 
trade of the country with 
certainty that in particular 
instances it will irretrievably 
ruin it. Statement a mastei^ 
piece of lucidity, animated by 
spirit of absolute impartiality 
between contending forces. 

Model of summing up from 
judicial bench of intricate, 
nicely-balanced case. Related 
step^ by step cautious well- 
considered movement of 
Ministers as mediators. With- 
out complaint or criticism 
snowed how full development 
of plan had been arrested by 
dead wall of miners’ ultimatuni. 

^ As Pbemier told them in 
interview at Foreign Office, 
fo-day in a position 
which six weeks ago they 
would have regarded as un- 
attainable. Sixty-five per cent, 
of the coal-owners agree that 
a reasonable minimum wao*© 
shall be established. This the 
miners ready to accept. But 
their idea of compromise being 
that they take everything and 
*?ive nothing, they insist upon 
ixing amount of the minimum. 

This too much for employers ; 
so Oonference broke up, masters 
gomg off one way, men the 
other. 

“This conclusion of the 
matter,” says the Member FOR ^ 

Sa^. “was inevitable from the 
tot. More than a month ago apologise for me, 

Z*?™ ^ » ““take. 


^ And who are w*e that rebuke or com- 
plain of this attitude? Anyhow, there 
It IS, and it has much to do with a coal 
famine that starves a nation. A school 
(^pnved at the last moment of itsEaster 
Hobday would not he movA hif.fAvKr 


extend over 

tod „d .*0*4 b» .tTbS 

successful,” 

F«5/7Z^,S.5£7o72tf.-.SBELYeXplainS 
Array Estimates of comingyear. 

Tuesdat/,-^1^0 one can fully 
realise the importance and 
variety of interests affecting 
an Empire on which the sun 
never sets till they have sat 
through the Question Hour. 
Under direction of Hadji 
Baba Morrell, Persia leads 
off. Hadji Baba rather 
depressed owing to little diffi- 
culty in connection with sump- 
tuary prejudices. Conceived 
happy thought that since he 
knows more about Persia than 
any other man who has never 
lived there it would be ap- I 
propriate to present himself in i 
the flowing and becoming cos- ' 
tume of the Eastern race. 
Idea perhaps not original. 
Remembers how in heat of 
last summer Don’t Keir 
Hardib presented himself in 
a reach-me-down suit of white 
drill, clad in which he was 
accustomed to pace the bazaars 
of ancient Ind. No objection 
taken to that interesting ex- 
hibition. But when H. B. 
hints at appropriateness of 
Persian garb whilst heckling 
Foreign Secretary the 
authorities frowned dissent. 

So here he is in ordinary 
British costume, masterpiece 
of a Burnley tailor. Nothing 
can permanently damp his in- 
ouisitiveness or curtail his 
_ iyclopasdic knowledge about 
Persian affairs, foreign and 
domestic. Fires off eleven 





complete surrender would take place. 
Accordingly holiday was assured. It 
has been eagerly looked forward to 
week by week, day by day. It pre- 
sented unexampled opportunity. The 
coal-miner, even when wages are low, 
is apt to lengthen his week-end by 
taking in Monday. In prosperous 
times such as have prevailed of late 
m the coalfields, he finds that at 
current wage-rate four days and a-half 
per week bring in sufficient for beer, 
baccy and manly sports, leaving some- 


baccy would be all right. Besides, look 
at the glory of the thing. The coal- 
miner finds himself acknowledged as 
the^ Bunty who Pedis the Strings of 
national nrostjerTtv. ATTAH AVietfzivi 



VT j,uu. uuiuuQ ^A«yiug, nags 
dyinffj and he the hero. Hard, of course, 
upon hundreds of thousands of chums 
in other trades. That’s the masters’ 
faiflt. For the miner, let him eat, 
drink, and loaf round the comer of 
public-houses, for to-morrow or the day 
after he will be at work again. 


with signs of 
/ n , . ^^^scious guiltiness success- 
fully hidden under official phrases that 
convey minimum of information. 

Next comes Dr. Fell wanting to 
know (the reason why I cannot tell) 
where the various orders of decoration 
distributed at the Delhi Durbar were 
manufactured ? 

This natmally suggests to Rowland 
Hunt khaki collars. Insists upon 
^ELY explaining “why, in view of 
the^ fact that the officers of the Guards 
regiments are allowed to wear turn- 
down khaki collars when in khaki, the 
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** Seely ma'kes liglit aiis'wer designed to turn 
aw wrath.” 

(Col. Seely.) 

officers in other regiments of the Army 
are not allowed to do so ; and why they 
are compelled to wear stiff stand-up 
collars either with or without the 
addition of a stiff linen collar ? ” 

SEEny makes light answer designed 
to turn away wrath. Thoughtful Mem- 
bers take more serious view. Was not 
the Indian Mutiny traceable to distri- 
bution of greased cai‘tridges ? Who can 
say that the spectacle of the pampered 
Guardsman sporting his turned-down 
khaki collar may not lead to mutiny in 
other regiments where officers are 
compelled to wear stiff tiumed-up 
collars with or without the addition— 
and here is the sublimation of refine- 
ment of cruelty that recalls the Spanish 
Inquisition — of a stiff linen collar. 

In the order of the Army Council 
forbidding horses to be either clipped 
or groomed during the winter mouths, 
with intent to save expense of horse- j 
rugs, Lane-Fox discovers another in- 
fluence gnawing at the vitals of the 
Army. O’Down puts pistol to head of 
Postmaster-General, and insists on 
knowing ** whether he can explain bis 
reasons for discontinuing the mail-ear 
service between Ballymote and Tubber- 
curry,, and substituting therefor the 
services of an ordinary rural postman." 

Lane-Fox returning to the charge 
wants to know what about Mr. Dodson 
of Sprotborough's pigs, upon whom the 
Board of Agriculture have imposed a 
term of eight months* quarantine? 

Harassed Ministers eye the dock 
with feverish anxiety. Sigh of relief 
hepd from Treasury Bench when hand 
points to quarter to four ■ and the 
inquisition is over. ^ 


Business done . — After two days* talk, 
House resolves itself into Committee 
on Army Estimates. 

Friday . — From time to time hear of 
land erosion round our coasts. More 
serious news comes from the far 
Pacific disclosing fresh iniquity on part 
of doomed Government. They have 
posithely abandoned Palm^ura Island, 
and ^ it is reported, though without 
official confirmation, that United States i 
have snapped up the treasure. It was 
George Lloyd (very different thing 
from Lloyd George) who flashed dis- 
covery on perturbed House. 

Acland replying on behalf of Foreign 
j Office weakly explained that British 
protectorate over the island had been 
declared in connection with Pacific 
Gable. Finding more suitable quarters 
in neighbouring island Palmyra was 
abandoned. 

“ Has it any value, and is it inhab- 
ited ? " sternly asked another Member. 

“ It was once sold for a dollar,** Ac- 
land admitted. And it could not be 
said to be uninhabited since it was 
peopled by crabs. 

“ That ’s all very well,’* said Banbury. 
"But this is what we have occasionally 
heard alluded to as the thin end of 


the weflge. If this Government lasts 



^ "What about Mr. Dodsou of Snrotborough*s 
(Mr. G. E. Use-Fox.) 

another twelve months we shan't have 
an outlying island left. I can scarcely 
sleep in my bed for fear that one of the 
halfpenny morning papers will bring 
me news with my^ breakfast that the 
German flag is flying over the Isle of 
Sheppey.” 

Business done . — ^Confirming Mr. 
FuncFs private information (Cartoon, 
28th February), Prime Minister 
announces that Welsh Church Dis- 


establishment Bill will take precedence 
e of Home Buie Bill, 'the former to be 
introduced before Easter, the latter 
f standing over, 
e ================== 

I MY GRIEVANCE. 

3 I HAVE read IT for many years. 

^ With IT (in spirit of course) I have 
b defied at various times France, Russia 
3 and Germany to mortal conflict. I 
3 have shuddered with IT in anticipation 
r of the great wars of 1902-— 1910. I 
. have eaten ITS bread, and last spring 
I painfully cultivated sweet peas at ! 
I ITS behest. With IT I have groaned | 
I at the prospect of food taxes and also 
I at the prospect of the lack of food 
I taxes. With it (in spirit, again) I have 
; flown the Channel and soared over 
t the British Isles. At ITS command I 
faced the Chancellor and with calm 
courage declined to lick a single stamp. 
IT has made me take rooms at 
Swanage for the summer, and IT 
forced me into a front seat for The 
Mirada. And why not ? Is IT not 
the Dailj’’ Miracle ? 

And now IT has deceived me. 

For months IT has warned me against 
the purchase of coal. IT showed me 
the greed of middlemen and the im- 
possibility of a strike. My neighbours 
hurried to the coal-dealers, whilst I, 
confident in IT, scoffed at them. 
Brown has even his attics stocked with 
coke. The coal sacks of Jones are to 
be found even under his billiard-table. 
Robinson has a mountainous pile of 
cobbles in his back garden. Smith boasts 
to me that his truck-load will last till 
midsummer— by which time he predicts 
we shall have Tariff Reform with higher 
wages for miners and consequently 
cheaper coal, or else red revolubion, 
when w© shall be able to warm our- ] 
selves by the embers of our neighbours* | 
houses. They sneer at me for trusting 
IT. Brown, who reads The Daily 
Express, warns me against the sensa- 
tional press. Whilst Robinson, a weird 
person who says he reads The Daily 
Neios, tells me to put no trust in papers 
whose proprietors pander to the 
gambler. 

And I, who trusted IT so confidently, 
am left with an empty cellar. The 
only illumination in my grate is the 
flame of a burning Daily Mail. Am I 
to burn a thousand copies per day so 
that I may be able to defy the rigour of 
m English spring? Has that been ITS 
diabolical design all through ? 

I am, I hope, a humane man ; but if 
it were feasible, I should like to roast 
ITS staff over a slow coal fire. 

Only I doubt whether any of my 
selfish neighbours would lend me coal 
even for such a laudable purpose. 
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bbeaking-up song. 

Now, -when the ties that lightly bind us 
Sl^en awhile at the call of Home 

Leavm^ourktter-daysoieucebehiZs, 

Wug the ove of ancient Eome- 

freedom from regular work and ru^es 
Come let os all in rhyme and reason ’ 
Honour the best of schools. 

Postered the youth of his native county 

hS^s T to bea^; 

maka-8,^ foUowei-s, wise gift- 

Piiends who helped when our num- 
bers were few, ' 

enlarged our 

Stablislied the school anew. 




® on the ladder of 

p% up?® 

A]', and to play the game. 

seasons of trial 

I S-asons of joy when our ship arrives ■' 
Ye^ whatever be writ on the dial, 

Now IS the golden hour of our lives * 

VT*, «s— 

Rone but slaekei-s or knaves or fools 
Ever shaU fail to sweU the choims, 

-tleie s to the best of schools,” 


Here’s to our Head, in whom all 
centres, 

Ruling his realm with a kindly swav 

mm?oS® 

Helpers in work and comrades in 
pfay; 


CiS w ^ Concert-Goers’ 

*‘£VEXI>*0 UltESJ?, 

^ XOT TRAJffcFEKABLn.” 

*’^® safety of our 

reversible Richard, we shall attend. 

stoniig of soch objects and their 


THE COLLABORATORS. 

f The beauty of criticising a play in a 

’ w ®®'y it and I 

then point out how ridiculously wrono 

0^^ “wn yo'i— as MKCfmtel- 

to explained in French 

- 1 to Kims^^ ^oint d appuL Qo ' *’ 

' from Kipps). So I begin by i4:ordintr 
criticism that 
Kqps of the play is not the simple 
byable soul which Kipps of the book 

A^'i ^ even more lovable 

As played by Mr. 0. B. Clabejtce he 

thro7,<Th'^tf?“^®'^*'y affection 

throughout the evening; indeed tliere 

were times when I could hardly keep 
ftjomcrymgout, “Oh.youdear!" fS 
Mr. CxiiBENCE brings laughter and 
tears very close together. hIs 
never simply a figure of faree, as i^the 
hands of another actor it might easily 
hay e become. And the technical skiU 
[ of the perfoi-mance is amazing. Every 
gesture and movmnentis right; every 
fleeting expression of the fa^ is a con^ 

2^ “ ‘f^® «al Kipps 

and the play is therefore a SMoaesa. 
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Bufc I doubt, somehow, if Mr. Wells 
and Mr. Besier will collaborate again. 
I think they have each made a discovery 
by this time. Mr. Besier has dis- 
covered tiiat of all the difficult authors 
to dramatise, Mr. Wells is the most 
elusive: the explanatory and paren- 
thetic author whose dialogue is im- 
plied by dots and made lucid by a run- 
ning comment of analysis. Delightful 
for the librai'y ; but for the stage — oh, 
no 1 And Mr. Wells has discovered 
that a play isn’t allowed to be a play 
until it has submitted to a score 
of absurd conventions; that there 
are parasites of the theatre, named 
‘‘technique” and “ stagecraft,” which 
suck the blood out of a living situation, 
and leave it what is called effective. 
All right for the di-amatist who is 
inoculated ; but for the poor novelist — 
well! 

I figure to myself the struggle be- 
tween Mr. Besier’s dramatic instincts 
and Mr. Wells’ literary and parental 
instincts . . . and the triumph of Mr. 
Bezier. In this way : — 

The Book: Kij>ps does not meet 
the grown-up Ajui until after he is 
engaged to Helen Walshivgliam. 

The Play: He meets her just be- 
fore he comes into his money, 

;CMr. Wells: Tlieu he wouldu’t have got 
engaged to Helen. 

;Mr. Besier : Yoa don't luidcrbtand. Wc 
have A7m on in the livHt Act.] 
i The Book : Mr. Coote was a house- 
agent with no financial interest in 
Kipps. 

The Play : He is the solicitor who 
has charge of Kijjps’ money, 

[ilr. Well'J: But /'•/»/? 

^ Mr. Besieu : It gives ’liiiu a rwisoii fur comin^^ 
mto the sho]) in the Einst Act and iiitroducin" 
himself to Htjips.} " 

The Book: Zyjps, sick of society, 
comes into Aim's kitchen late at night 
and makes her run away with him. 

The Play: Mr, Coote comes in a 
little later on a different errand. 

[Mr. ELLS : But ho couldn’t posaibJij come ! 

^ Mr. Besiek : Ah I but think what an eiiective 
situation you get— defving Coofr /J 
And so on. Yet, you know', Mr. 
Besibr has really done his work quite 
well (except for the final kitchen scene) ; 
and I doubt if there could be a better 
dramatic version of Kijyps than this. 

I have already spoken of Mr. 
Clarence, who is indeed the making 
of the play. Perhaps he might have 
shown a little more development in 
the six months between the Second 
and Third Acts ; surely he would have 
learnt the limitations of brown boots 
in that time! On the other hand, I 
may be wrong in supposing that six 
months did elapse. I certainly thought 
Ann said so; but as against this it 
^must be recorded that in both Acts it 
was summer. Ann was very piettily 


played by Miss Christine Silver, 
W’lth an accent rather too refined and 
a manner which invited more sympathy 
than Ann of tlie book would have 
sought. Mr. Budge Harding w’as 
perfect as Mr. Chester Coote ; he had 
a good deal to do and did it uniformly 
well. Of the small parts, a word 
should be said for the excellent Pierce 
of Mr. Gilbert Yobke, a capital 
picture of a draper’s assistant. These 
players and others help Mr. Clarence 
to give us a delightful evening’s enter- 
tainment, which no lover of Kipps 
should fail to see. M. ^ 


HINTS ON THE OAEE OF THE 
PEESON. 

A COLUMN FOR MEN. 

The Hair. 

When the hat requires force to fix it' 
in position, it is time to consider the 
question of getting the hair cut. If 
desired, a professional maybe employed, 
but excellent results can be obtained 
by grasping each hair between the first 
finger and thumb of the left hand, 
stretching it to its full extent, and 
severing it by means of a fretsaw 
manipulated by the right. This pro- 
cess takes time. Do not be alarmed 
by falling hair. The fall is brought 
about by the normal action of gravity, 
as a little quiet thought will show. A 
good way to catch flies is to smear the 
hair thickly with a mixture of honey 
and treacle. 

Shaving. 

Deep cuts inflicted while shading 
should be carefully filled up with rubber 
solution. 

The Elbows,. 

Eougliening of the skin at the elbows 
be treated by holding them in 
boiling %yater for ten or fifteen minutes. 
If the joints creak, the injection of a 
little good cycle oil will form an amateur 
surgical operation of great interest, 

The Waist. j 

It is advisable on the whole to leave! 
this to nature, and to accept the result 
with resignation. 

The Gomrlexion. 

This is an important matter. The 
cheeks should be scoured with good 
sandpaper each evening for ten minutes | 
and afterwards rubbed with a hare’s 
foot. Hares require careful training 
before they can be tnisted to perform 
this operation intelligently, and a really 
capable animal cannot be too highly 
prized. Before retiring to rest, cover 
the pillow to a depth of one inch with 
melted tallow. Sleep face downwards. 

It is necessary under these conditions to 


breathe through the ears, which requires 
practice. Use only the best soap for 
toilet puiposes. Every kind of soap is 
the best. 

The Nails. 

These should be trimmed from time 
to time by means of scissors, knife, J 
clippers or an ordinary grindstone. It * 
is a prettj’’ practice to have the nails of * 
the index fingers carved into silhouette j 
representations of one’s fiancee. 

The Ears. 

I In cold weather tliese sensitive organs I 
j should be protected by means of red 
flannel coverings ; in hot, a small piece" 
of ice should be inserted in each and 
renewed when necessar5\ Earache 
cannot be cured by extraction, and the 
operation, though frequent in the Middle 
Ages, is not now attempted. The ears 
should not be used as pen-racks or 
cigarette cases, nor is it in the best of 
taste to gesticulate with them. 

The Teeth. 

Grinding the teeth is not often re- 
sorted to except upon the stage, where 
I the care bestowed on personal appear- 
ance is sometimes carried to excess. It 
is satisfactory to note that the need for 
imiversal military training is becoming 
recognised, and the drilling of teeth is, 
according to dental statistics, largely on 
the increase. Chewing coke was at one 
time considered to promote a healthy 
condition of the molars; but it should 
be discontinued during times of Strike. 

The Eyebrows. 

These should occasionally be singed. 
The best way is to hold them over a gas 
jet until a sizzling noise is heard. 


AEE SECOND THOUGHTS BEST? 

In the coarse of a vivacious inter- 
view with a representative of The 
Standard, Signor Mascagni recounts 
how the illustrious Verdi conceived a 
strong repulsion to Cavalleria Bnsti- 
caiia, but, on making a second trial, not 
only modified his hostile verdict, but 
was converted to admiration of its 
melodic beauties. His remarkable ex- 
perience has prompted a well-known 
spiritualist, who for the present desires 
to preserve his anonymity, to obtain 
from a number of other old masters, 
famous in the spheres of art and action,* 
estimates of the work and achievements 
of their living successors. The results 
we are now in a position to lay before 
our readers. 

His first experiment was with Pales- 
raiNA, who thus delivered himself on 
subject of Elgar's Qerontkis, 
“Elgar,” remarked the eminent Italian 
m^st^, “is a very brainy composer, 
and I have studied his score with great 


March 13, 1912.] 


PUyCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAEI. 



r"’ *"•" ”)■ AB..OUTElr A-OTWW To' SHOW POR AIL THE MOKET I 'VE 

l^rngliter. "How g.iy yoi-, ITatber, when- yoh knw thet say that At.r. the bloods copy his socks asd walstcoats ! " 


interest and satisfaction. At first I 
own that some of his harmonies and 
progressions struck me as rather odd, 
but in the end I have gbt to think them 
just lovely.”^ The talented composer 
concluded his message with the in- 
teresting suggestion that if any of his 
works were performed at the Palace 
Music Hall, it might be re-named the 
Palestrina, or the Crystal Palestrina. 

Beethoven's criticisms on the 
poetry and compositions of the Gbb- 
M^N Emperor were extremely vivid 
and complimentary. Indeed, he 
went so far as to place him above 
Dante and Bach, as he was a better 
conductor than the first and a better 
rhymer than* the second. Very in- 
teresting, too, were his comments on 
Strauss's Elektra. On a first 
perusal of this score I came to the con- 
clusion. that it was the most hoggish 
(schoeinisch) performance that had 
ever been perpetrated. But further 
study has induced me to revise my 
jud^ent, and I now unhesitatingly 
declare that it is at all points an 
enormous advance on my own Fidelia, 


After all, how infinitely more stimulat- 
ing is the spectacle of triumphant 
revenge than that of insipid virtue 1 " 

Lord Macaulay was next invited to 
give his views on the letters of Mr. 
Algernon Ashton, and with his usual 
gusto complied. “ At the first blush,” 
he observed, “I own that I was 
flabbergasted by what I considered to 
be the monotonous futility of these 
amazing documents. But a second 
reading has brought home to me the 
beauty of their lapidary style, the 
subtleness of their humour, the nobility 
of their philosophy. Happy editors, 
to whom your modem Cicero addresses 
their priceless gems of epistolaiy 
magnasininity I ” 

Addison's acclamation of Mr. Filson 
Young b,s the essayist par excellence of 
the twentieth century is no less con- 
vincing in its enthusiastic sincerity. 
“ To read ‘ The Things that Matter,’ ” 
he says, “in a modest sheet that creeps 
into the light of day a little before 
noon and never leaves it again, is not 
merely a liberal but an encyclopesdic 
education. At first, I own it with| 


contrition, I thought these essayettes 
were the most unmitigated bilge. But 
I know better now. Nothing more 
poignant or soul-shaking in its grasp 
of the eternal verities has ever been 
said than Mr. Filson Young’s wonder- 
ful comment on the Channel: ‘The 
Channel is very narrow, but all the 
traffic of the world goes across it.^ 
That verily is well said. I have 
only to add that my old and not too 
pecunious friend. Sir Eichard Steele, 
says ditto to these remarks.” 

Hannibal’s tribute to Lord Haldane 
is marked by the generosity which was 
one of the most characteristic traits 
of the famous Carthaginian. “I be- 
gan,” he observes, “ with a rooted pre- 
judice against him as a lawyer and a 
philosopher. But when I lear^ied that 
he had declined to mount * any other 
steed but an elephant — that noble 
beast to whose assistance I owe many 
of my greatest victories — mj views 
underwent a complete change, and I 
I now welcome him as the greatest 
strategist, organiser and' man-scdut 
since myself.” 




OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. BmiclCs Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

I THINK that Miss Una L. Silbeebad ought to have 
^16 vote. I say this without prejudice to the question of 
Women’s Suffrage ia general, and not because her latest 
novel, has anything to do with the subject, for it 

hasn’t; nor again, because it is published by Constable. The 
fact is, it deals mainly with engineering, and the authoress 
discourses so learnedly cn the technical details of this very 
^feminijw science that she leaves a mere man aghast. 
Yes, I think she should certainly have the franchise under 
a special Act. Success is the story of Michael Annarlij, 
a genius who had invented, amongst other things, an aerial 
torpedo, and was dismissed by his firm nominally because 
he had made overtures for the sale of certain other plans 
to foreign companies, but reaUy 
because his own employers 
believed that they *had sucked 
his brains and could dispense 
with him. He went after this 
to live with his cousin, Nan 
Barminstcr, and her father, who 
kept a second-hand furniture 
shop in Soho ; and in creating 
Nan Barminster the writer 
has performed that very diffi- 
cult feat of evolving a heroine 
not only plain but insigni- 
ficant in appearance and yet 
thoroughly attractive and in- 
teresting. There are other good 
characters in the book, and 
considering how small a space 
is given to them, the members 
of the Annarly family in par- 
ticular stand out with a wonder- 
ful distinctness. I don’t exactly 
know wliy Miss Silbebead 
called her story Success when 
she wrote it, for it 'svas only 
by means of a chance legacy 
that Michael was at last en- 
abled to regain his reputation, 
but ^ I hope that the title will 
justify itself as a piece of 
prophecy. 


I word. There are two charming portraits of the' hero 
diawn by his master. Let dog-lovers all the world over 
read this book. They will be as grateful for it as I am. 


I am grateful to Major 

G ambieb-!I^rky for having written, and to Messrs. Sjjith, 
Llder & Co. for haying published, Murj^hr/ : A Messaae 
to Dofj-Lovers. I include myself, without definite classifi- 
cation, among “ the good, the gi-eat, and the insignificant ” 
m that vast host in the human family that loves dogs ” 
and to whom the book is inscribed by its gallant 
and gentle-uuuded author. I assure him that in one 
case at least his message has gone straight home. In 
truth this IS a most delightful book. It is the simole 
history of an Irish terrier, a beautiful and supremely 
incelhgent animal who devoted to the service and ioy of his 
master an unsurpassable genius for love and fnendsbip. 
ills span of life was of five years only, but great natures 
cannot be mepuved m terms of time, and Murnky could 
Jiave b^n no better had he been a centenarian. In these 
pages Murphy s master pays a noble and touching tribute 
to ins dead ejnipanion. Sympathy, tender insight and 
restraint mark eveiy line of it. Nothing is here for 
inawkishness, and in Major GAHBitea-PABBY's kind and 
generous and affectionate book there is not a mawkish 


I have written one opinion of Mr. Gilbert Oannan’s 
Liltk Brother (Hbinemann), but have torn it up because 
I did not consider that my praises were sufficiently explicit 
I compared it with Tristram SJiandij, not nnisiivomMy and 
remarked that Mr. Gannan was obviously under the in- 
fluence, but no mere imitator, of the great Sterne. TJiere 
may be those to whom my Uncle Toby and 2 Ir. Shandy are 
not the perfect thing, and, so that all may be fully informed, 
the pupil must be judged without further reference to the 
master. • He writes the history of Stephen Lawric, an 
individual from the beginning of things at war with himself 
and the rest of humanity; his mental and sentimental 

experiences of the world- 
Cambridge, more pariiculaiiy, 
and the orthodox undergraduate, 
London and the soZ-rZ/saw Select, 
At the back of it all there is 
something very like romance ; 
in the foreground constant 
caprice and artful jests; and 
spread about it is philosophy, 
original but not artificial, 
satirical maybe, but only once 
or twice degenei-ating into 
personal resentment against ! 
life. I don’t know which is 
more diverting, his observation 
or his deduction ; he has the I 
intellectual woman, the eccen- 
tric and the poseur to perfec- 
tion, and his analysis of a 
** scene is positively deadly. 
Head it, and you will never 
again stoop to hypocrisy or 
resort to effect in your deport- 
ment in crises. Lastly, the 
reader must not be put off the 
book because I say that it is 
undeniably clever. I do not 
mean what he means, for 
thpe is not a suspicion of 
priggishness in the whole; it is 
just that brilliance of writing 
which never calls attention* to ^ 

. - ^^self and must prove a welcome 

w ®®y intoxicant, to every 
mind but that of the stick-in-the-mud. ^ 

The •Toumalistic Touch. 

“A c^l Mine is a vast i-amificatioii of daik rassases hundreds nf 
thonsands of feet beneath the surface." * “ 

bnght spirit of exaggeration wo could say that 
this was a dark passage in an article by one of the 
hundreds ^ thousands of Hands” above the surface— 
namely Mr. Chables E. of The Daily Mail. 

Tact. 

«/«/ in front of Messrs. Bobinson<6 Crusoe’s 

plate gla^ mndow. There ^s a sudden crash as Percy 
saunters by ; and he ttims round hastily, and sees to hu 
/wwr that the lady tcith the hammr is cm acquaintance 

Percy {nermus.but always the gesitleman)-. Oh— er— it’s 
Miss Jon®! . . Er-good morning . . Can I-er get you 
a — — ^pobceman or anything ? « ^ 



llousc - hunier . ‘‘N'o, I don’t tbink this would do. I 

SWING A^ CATKIN HOUSE LARGE ENOUGH TO 

Agent {to clerk). ‘*Patikins, jr.vr step acros'^ to Mtsc 
SINGLETON'S^NUMDEII aWENXY-TlVE-AND BORROW A 
ANY AVERAGE KIND WILL DO.” A CAT, 
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CHARIVARIA. 

“ South Pole Dash ” 

hiandaid to ita account of Captain 

that »I>rh We Ley 

that Dash wiU prove to be a euphem- 
istic \eision of Captain Scott’s remark 
on iieariing the news. 

*'*;■:*“ I 

is said to bei 

wnsidermg whetlier he sliaU 
have reached the South Pole ' 
before Captain- Amundsen. 

,, Amundsen has named ' 
toe South Polo plateau after 
&ng Haakon VII., in evident ■ 
ipiorMce of the fact that it 
had already been named after' 
hJNG Edward VII.— a fact' 
which we should have thought I 
any local guide-bock would! 
have mentioned. ■ Still, in any i 
event it is only a mistake of ' 

°h®.wor<l. and a purely family 

Whether the South Pole 
district will ever atti*act colon- 
ists in any numbers remains 
to be seen, but we would very 
much like to see Votes .for 
Women and other attiuctions 
held out as an inducement. 

Dr. Doyn? has been elected 
a Vice-Pi-esident of the Reich- 
stag. The peace party are 
of the opinion that Mr. 

Churchill cannot have been 
aware of this fact when fram- 
ing his Navy estimates. 

“Is IT Peace or War?” 
asked The Fall Mall Gazette 
M one stage of the coal crisis, 
ine answer to the conundrum 
was, of course, ** Yes.” 

When it became known that 
owing to the restriction of the 
tram service rendered neces- 

*^® Liver, 

pwl football match could not <:aVq 

Til ^■eS'iisedloeaUy that the 
strike would have to be end^. 

3li 

— have been endeav- 
ourmg to dwide what are sardines 
The problem IS ariiflScult one. During 
^Pflrif service many crea- 

ZZ T ^®®“ ^ ‘hem who 

yet stoutly deny that they are sardines 

tj: :Js 


PL!NgE3 ^ OR the L QNJDQN CHARIVARI. 


and Robert Burns would go down tITt - 

■eigner. but if l>n 1,0.1 ^ 

Extract 


‘a foreigner, but if hViiadVeen^irol' Me 
oul own countrymen the misfcat^i tv-oviT,! ' f aT canaom 



pJwf dinner to Lord 

Sv^' said the names 

of Mr. Eugene WAsoN.Lord Pentla^ 


VOL. C.VHI. 


“La soukce.” 

With apolooies to Isgre«. 

Many curious things liave from time 
to time been sent by post. The limif 

^ S<iffi-agette scare, when 

poh^men were posted at many post 

W' 

A publisher announced in The Times 
the other day, in regai-d to a certain 
HOW poem that he lould repSase 

''®^®®’’ ‘welve months 
after pubhcation. if desired to do so 
subscribed for. Fancy if 
tois had been done when Tennyson’s 


— i tiie at. 

I topical events on the Bioscope.” 

, It is ramouredthat theSuf- 
jragettes now contemplate 

lembarkmg upon an ingenious ‘ 
method of raising funds for 

the cause They are, it is said, 

about to foi-m a company for I 

, The productions, now on 
view, of the paiutei-s calliDg 
.themselves the Futurists, ar? 
said to be pictorial represen- 
fcaiions of “states of mind.” 
Lnfortunately, the majority 
I of these artists seem to have 
j been out of that article when 
' painting their pictures. 

s{:^* 

By-the-by. we hear that 
there IS no love lost between 
the Post-Impressionists and 
(the Futui-ists. The former 
! openly accuse the latter of 
I coolly sneaking their idea that 
^ a picture to be really good 
. must be thoroughly bad. 

f ils sj: 

’ tliat a portion 

of the Panama Canal is built 
over a volcano has caused 
_ some disquietude. But surely 
I e ever American engineers 
will be able so to arrange it 
that, 111 tne event of an explo- 
, Sion, the water in the Canal 
will autom atically extinguish 
the fire ? 


(13 ycai-s of ago) 

to be received as PAYixr 
good laiuily,*’ * ' ^ 

M rt. U • • Smiderlmitl JOnihj £cJio. '* 

il? ®®“®,’®a8on comes under the 


"The constable now inxjferred a fnvMi«v 

„R , S’®*! two omamental iudses 

which he found on the top of a wwdrolxsm ^ 
tedroom lu thchotel.’’_WiS!j^S 

We always search the top of our ward- 
robe for judges before going to bed. 

Good Brassy Xiies. 


PUKCH, OR THE LONDON CHARn^AEI. 
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THE CONVERT. 

I FOUND myself in the same clra-«’ing- 
room with Celia the other day, so 
I offered her one of my favourite 
sandwiches. (I hadn’t seen her for 
soma time, and there were plenty in 
tile plate.) - 

■ “If you are coming to talk to me,” 
she said, “ I think I had better warn 
you that I am a Militant Suffragist.” 

. “ Then you won’t want a sandwich,” 
I said gladly, and I withdrew the plate. 

“I suppose,” said Celia, “that what 
I really want is a vote.” 

“ Have mine ,* I can never do any- 
thing with it. The’ other man keeps 
slipping in by about three thousand.” 

“But it isn’t only that, I want to 
see the whole position of women altered. 

I want to see— ^ — ” I 

I looked round for 'hea?. mother. 

•. “Tell me,” I said gently when did 

• this conae over you ? 

[ “ In the' last few weeks,” said Celia. : 
;j“ And I don’t wonder.” - ’ * 

'I I settled down with the sandwiches - 
.fco listen. ' L ? ^ ' t 

* * * * 

Celia first noted symptoms .of it at a 
•fcncheon party at the beginning of the i 
j (month. She had asked the young man j 
?? her right if she could have some of ] 
his salt, and as he passed it to her he s 
Icovered up any embarrassment she s 

• !migl^ be feeling by saying genially,— i 

I , “ W®”* how long is this coal I 
: jStnke going to last ? ” { 

: ” I don’t know,” said Celia truthfully, t 
; “I suppose you’re ready* for the < 
'^lege ? The billiard-room and all the 
spare bedrooms w-ell stocked?” 

Celia saw that this was meant c 
•humorously, and she laughed. s 

“ I expect we shall be all right,” she ^ 
said. 

. - Tou 11 have to give a coal party f 
on, and invite all your friends, t 

‘‘What a lovely idea!” said Celia, I 
smUmg from sheer habit. “ Mind you I 
come.” She got her face straight again -n 
with a ]erk and turned to the solemn 
old gentleman on her other side. ti 

He was ready for her. ^ 

“ This is a terrible disaster for the t< 
doxmtty, this coal strike,” be said. ti 
■ “Isn’t it? ’’said Celia; and feeling that k 
that was inadequate, added, “Terrible! ” 

" I don’t know what ’s happening to ss 
the country.” ^ 

. Celia crumbled berbi-ead, and having as 
i renewedasuccessionofpossiblerepUM m 

.each more fatuous than the last, 
'.decided to remain silent, 
f “Eve^hingvriU be at a standstill 
.di^tlj; her companion went on. do 
^Th ^ leaving the country. 


" I suppose so," said Celia gloomily- 
“ Once stop^ihe supplies coal, you 
g- see, and you drain the life-blood of the 
so countrj’/’ . . 

te Of Voj«w,” said Celia, and looked 
pi-’ very serious, 

iii After lunch an extremely brisk little 
man took her in band. 

»” “Have you been studying this coal i 
'll strike question at all ? ” he began. 

“I read the papers,” said Celia. . 

> “Ab, bub you don’t get it there, 
e. They don’t tell you— they don’t tell 
I't you. Now I know a man who is 

actuaUy m it, and he and he 

> knows this for a /oof— that from' the 
»s mmient when the first nian downed 

tools — ^from the very moment when he 

0 doivned tools ...” , „ < 

nervously. 

Her face had assumed ah expression of 
wild interest wHich she was certain 

1 couldn’t last much longer. 

“ Now, takecpal ab the pit’s month,” 
he went on— “at the :pifs mouth**— 
he shook a forefinger ather— “at the 
5 ])iVs mmitli — and I know this for s,'fact 

— ^the royalties; the royalties are ” 

“It ’s awful," said Celia. “I fewnc.” ■ 
I* Celia went home feeling a little dis- , 
J turbed. There was something in -her 
I mind, a dim sense of foreboding, which , 

t kept casting its sh^ow across her plea- 
1 santest thoughts;* “Just as you feel,” 

1 she said, “when you knoto you’ve eot 'I 
to go to the dehtist.”., But they had a 
“g dinner-party that evening/ and ] 
Celia, full of the joy of life, VSlis not 
to let an jifhing stand in tfie way T 

> of her enjoyment of it. - 

> Her man began on the stairs. j 

“’Well/’ he said/. “what about the 
coal strike ? When are you going to 

start your coal parties ? ‘ Fire, 10 2.' I 

They say that that’s going to be the 
newri^e.” He smiled reassuringly at I 
her. He was giving the impression 
that he could have been very, very seri- ^ 
ous over this terrible business, but that 
for her sake he was wearing the mask. I 
In the presence of women a man must 
■make light of danger, ^ 

Celia understood then what was ® 
troubling her; and as, half-way through n 

dinner, the man on her other side turned ^ 

to talk to her, she shot an urgent ques- t? 
tion at him. At any cost she must ^ 
know the worst. 

“iToM'IongwiU the strike last?" she ^ 

said earnestly. 

“That s just what I was going to B 
ask }ou, he said. “I fear it may be 
months.” ^ a. 

Celia sighed deeply. 


y- “ It has been the same ever since ? ” 
>u I asked, beginning on a new plate, 
le “Every day. I’m tired of it I 
shrink from every new man I meet, I 
id wait nervously for the W’ord ‘ coal,* feel- 
ing that I shall scream wdien it comes, 
ie Oh, I want a vote or somethin^'. I 
don’t know what I want, but I hate 
li men! Why should they think that 
everything they say to us is funny or 
clever or important? Why should 
>. mey talk to us as if we were children? 
.1 Why should they take it for granted 
3 that it ’s our duty to li$te 7 t always ? 

3 I rose with dignity. Dash it all, who 
i had been doing the listening for the 
1 last halfahour ? 

3 “ You are run down,” I said. “ What 

you want is a tonic.” 

. . Quite between: ourselves, though, I 

P really think r : V . 

i B,ut no. We- men must stick to- 
, Sotber. A.A.M. 

I THE -SPBING TROUT. ' 

; Now that wintry clouds haveUfted 
To the joy of waiting "herds, ' 

March-scene has been sliiftod 
Mid an orchestra of birds, 

You may see me through the rushes 
■ " doggo " by the brink,' ' : 

wp to scare the thrushes 
Which are coming down to drink. 

Though it ’s not for me to boast, I ’m 
Like no other fish 1 know, 

For I find the yearly close-time 
Most unconscionably slow. 

While my brethi-en hold it treason 
For the which I ought to die, 

Just because I greet the Season 
With a twinkle in my eye. 

Though my parents hint of foemen 

And the tricks that they deyise 

I How they tickle your abdomen, 

I Hoiy they tempt you with their flies : 
Though the sadness, of the. platter 
Dims the gladness of the pool, 

Do’ the perils really matter 
If I ’m free to play the fool ? 

Should I see the portly Vicar 
Silhouetted on the stream, 

Oh I my scales begin to flicker 
And my eyes begin to gleam. 

For he ’ll track my merry gambols. 

Never dreaming that he ’s ty^inA ’ 

Tul I ’ve lured him to the brambles, 

Till I ’ve heard him foul his Haa 


I took the last sandwich and Dut 
down the plate. ^ 

And that, said Celia, “was‘thi*ec 
weeks ago.” 1 


Bt^ when summer brings an outlet 
To the raptures of the burn, 

And the fancy of the troutlet 
Takes a sentimental turn, 

should ne’er deceive me 
Though the splash should damp mv 
zeal, ^ ^ 

Love may land me, love may leave me 
In the Vicar’s daughter’s creel ! 
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Wile you’ve been waywxo oct S ? " I'ors the matieh wmi veu, iueliso? ’Ai-e yek fell io^vs 

' “ GAMBOL.” Gambol was stretched upon a truss of haj', 

I STOOD among the rapturous kennelled pack, known. 

Bejecting love from many a slobberin- jaw That snarlmg terrenst of many a fray 

Caressing many a twisting mottled back ^ ’ Th^n ^“0. 

And gripping here and there a friendly paw. j rn^slowly shakmg free 

But yet a well-known white-and-liver stem lound shapra that piped a puhng twitter— 

' I sought in vain amid the dappled scrambla. ^ “ fawned, half shamed, half proud for me to see 

A sudden apprehension made me turn biand-new litter. 

And say, “ Where *s Gambol ? ” 

Gambol-~a nailer on a failing scent, THE PATEIOT. 

Leading by fifty 3-ards across the plough 1 so bright, so gay, and is now so pensive. 

Gambol, who erst would riot and rex)ent, eyes—those large luminous convex eves— have new 

Who loved to instigate a kennel row I depths of melancholy in them and only*' with an effort 

Who ’d often profit by “ a private view ” presence of things of interest, such as a 

“ Huic-ing to him incarnadined from cover, passing cat or ,a piece of roast chicken. His tail, once 

And when a “ half-cooked ** hare sat squatting, who ^^iiried so proudly, like a plume in a victorious knight’s 

Through roots \vould shove her! helmet, now droops forlorn, and is even sometimes 

I turned with mute inquiiT in mv eves «nntT».c ground. He does not keep himself so 

TTk' £ '%• L ^ n*** spotless as he used, nor is his sleen so sound 

A,a»lh.i.hi„h 



THE BLUEBOTTLE. \ nmiiy i “J^lv dpar ’» T en,M i*t 

Tt .v,-n 1 i* , on a hairo n I'lrtinf. k*. ^ ., X ^ said, “I 

11 \ull ahvays be one of my saddest 

reflections that but for the interferen^ ‘ © uiutjicy oi ic. i 'rn a humane 

o a hibernated bluebottle, in a coma- ! “ How manv r)nt^- iiJ ] i i i o >» t besides, I don't know how 

toM conditiou. I must have won the; asked. ‘ ^ I’o take ? I.mueh strength to allow for a bluebottle 

Biahmapootra \ahz (or Vehz, or even I •< l ’m not sure bII^ ho r i < i i i ‘ ^ threatening its life first ’’ 

JrTire Cl Secretary calls : in seventeen/' ’ ‘j ‘‘ that 

It,} The Biahmapootra Trophy (let “Well if vnn .vr^n’f i #. 4 l , j ^ be obliged to claim the bole if 
ns say) is of test E.P. sUver. stands Ithis fly with 1 1 ttirwi- } yoVtouch that bluebottle.” 

2 ft. 9 in. and is heavUy iUustmtedibaC to Cft S if S C 1 ‘ere.” I said, “if 

bn.f << 11* . ^ 'vaio till it g03s away, ” 


sav) 
ft 9 1 

— I**. JIJ 3 iicaviiy 1 

“golfing 'announced'.’ 
scenes. It would te on my 

sideboai-d now but for that 
bluebottle. 

It interfered on the sixteenth 
green, when I was one up, in 
semi-final, against Major 
Tarbut, who bad never teen in 
^ semi - final before, and was 
feeling his position veiy keenly 
--all the more so as he had 
played the odd from the edge of 
MO green and was not nearly 
dead, whereas I had a twelve- 
foot putt for the Jiole. While 
I was looking at my putt from 
the wrong end, because Bb. 4 id 
always does that, and also 
tecause I was funking it badly 
the bluebottle settled on my baU 
exactly whei'e I ought to hit it’ 

1 gave It time to find out that 
a Magenta Dot Minor is not 
edible; but it seemed to 
stupefied. 

Major Tarbut twiddled bis 
putter' and looked at me im- 
patiently. 

" There ’s a big bluebottle on 
,my ball, Major. I suppose 
can remove it?” 

“ Certainly not,” the Major 
said sharply. ••You know as 
well as I do that you can't touch 
your ball while it is in play.” 

“I don’t want to touch' my 
ball, I said mildly. “But if 
the brute w-on't fly awav, I ’m 
sm-ely entitled to touch it. am 
I not ? ” 

. _N0i the IVfojor answered. 


on 


aaswereti, 1- 

with decision. “The bluebottle becomes 
nart of Koll f„„ iu* 



Stui'ff 
•STAllT."* 

Ukoii,/ ‘• ■Wii.vr! Win-, I do.n't ot 
Oil/ rmr jwj.lv two LsyaTHu 


Xuw, YOU (avu jiof j,i:notii!s’ 


1 11 ■' r “ — * a crow sat 

my ball and would not go awav 
^Yould you make me play the ball witli 
^1 the crow on it ? ** 

,, “Certainly. You must play 
hole ^ ** fi®s. or give up the 

laydown on 

“ That would depend -on tlie 
age of the cow,” the Major said 
.cautiously. “You mi^t be 
j allowed to remove a three-year- 
'old, but you could, not touch a 
young cow, because you are 
prohibited by the rules from 
removing anything that is 
growing." 

“Well, there's nothing like 
understanding one's position 
clearly, I said. “Anyhow, the 
ny has gone away now." 

“Play the like," said the 
Major, failing to conceal his 
disappointment. 

Unconsciously I must have 
aUowed for the bluebottle, for I 
ran the ball five feet beyond the 
hole, missed the return putt, 
Md the Major won the hole. 

^0“ the 17 th, because I was 
, atill thinking about the blue- 
I bottle, and be halved the 18 th 
tecause I was thinking what a 
tool I had been to let the Major 
win the 17 th, through thinkinsr 
about the bluebottle. that 

YalT ^ Brafimapooti-a 
The Major was magnanimous 


part oFtte ball to wait 

yon touch it, you constructively touch siid time,” the Major 

the ball, and I must claim the bole ” ' bottin +? tor a blue- 

“ Kot. my dear chap!” I said. “This' MD^f M 8® away is constractivelv 
beastly fly is an agency outside the i S V ^ 

goodness it wouldn’t watch mv lv' 5'®“ win.” 

quite so closely,” ^ ^ ^ l>e cheaper to touch the 

:;f^^?f^■-Pi^^Pa€ency outside the! itV-Ta^S" '"®^dn't 

atch ? tJie ITaior aaWl ,, t T i 

if I were at all a stickler for rules "f 
would claim the hole now. You Ve 
abked my advice about how to play so 
you ve lost this hole ahready. But I *11 
waive that point if you 'S “ 

Without any more fuss.” ^ 


I iUB jiajor was magnanimous 

T.vYjo Av eautjua' ! (ei j houi’ of victoiy. 

.V 0* TJIE /»' I “I hate having. anv disam-p.p. 
: “ meiit about the rules," he said. 


“Id far rather lose a match than 
mfibuT’' ‘ “ 

I murmured 


■pense pas. 


match ? " the"Uoj;; SdS 
“ c®*!!;®® ft ft,” I said. “ But we 

are not talking ateut hairpins. This 
18 no time for sentimental reverie ” 

*fi® Major 

said that Tommy Andrews or Bobby 
Bobh onee found at Prestwick that Ms 


quibble. 

“ Jg ne 
dreamily. 

You sse, ' said the Major, as if 
m-^iing with himself, “ I had the other 
semi-finalists to consider. It wouldn't 

' that flf " 

abouVit!” I Sr® 

. . “ .isn’t the telling. It ’s the fact of 
it having happened,” the Major said 
hr ^ ' A " P ^ allowed you to 

And I 'W®“' 

®i*^“ Uaynor or Loftus- 
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as 




in the daily press : — /mio wn i /% 

“There was a large and distinguished » j , , , • VILLAGE, 

memblage last night at Lady Tweedle- w.Nxmlf roiw lo -'■ J-J:"’ 

aum s soiree. Guests were received at ^ ^ 

£)Mh.°joS£(oSSSt".‘ ? 5 ?-o?^ouo» 1 ^A‘SS'Si:' 

hostess (W'igson), who, standing grace- ' Oooipanv') ■ bronzed /Flinfr WhioVv ® c^istmguished company m 

Phdeesy Boot p^pot, Stubb’s Corn | son’s Whalebone Waistbeltsl, with his "TheiT^f K? n w, • 

Ldler, and The Horal Decoration Com - 1 beautiful daughter Mona ^ (Madame at ilresLrnovel ^rn-,?m w 
pany), and chatting agreeably to each i Massage and^ the Eureka Toilpfc ' ti^atment of Court 

newcomer (Manc/nlwt QuJiom. and Commny). iS. ?®“°“ 

Earl of Ger-stow-s brilliant and 1 “ nvLS/nVSr ! 


OUR VILLAGE. 


4.1^ Tn T m M . • j^Lcuiumeuij oi. UOlirc 

and the Lureka Toilet ; and fashion news lends piquancy and 

j t n ' I .1 -iv ■, ! io an otherwise bald and un- 

®w ! po“™C“g nai-rative. It is ea-tain to 


made everyone at onee^el quite accomphrhed dlu^rEWm ^ is ca-tain to 

home(Wilson’3DepositoryandBrown’s| Knapp, L.E.\M TheBuniisnColle»ei the up-to- 

presentweretho Countess of Torpenhow, of Shorthand and Typing) was one ofl ^ =■= ■ ■ , '? : = -. ■ -r- 

with evident charm (Nodont the Bridge play ei^ (Cavendish & Com- 1 ** The Chancellor ofthe Exchequer, in response 
and the American Tooth Trust) at the panv, and Maolsaac’s Note-of-HanfV?®”*P®®'’^A®“J'®®“’'®’®P®'®'‘-«‘»^^®«o«l'tiiever 
elderlybutstillsvelte and sWer Lady LanBulS: brthe 


4L Ti • /cii. > T^y T >viiu vvutciAci. vjcieuraiiea i'aven great; poiincaiciiior. ' — uiasgow JS^eics, 

*^'® “®'^ (^‘PP’® 27ic Chancellor: And how ai-e vou 

Dowager Duchess of Appledorf (Adder s Indelible Hair Dye and Bind’s Curlers) to-day, Sir ? 

Hunt-the-slipper. Young The Premier: Thank you, I am in 

i«rl« ??. Moore s Mmnack) and I^rd Sleaford (Eton, Oxford and thi unfailing health. 5 

l^fff^i|Lf®^^^^,“|,®^®®^9?5?'’ School of Economics) was in The Chancellor: Good! Then I can 

logue). Major-General Slapton, ^ .0,, particularly arresting conversational go on with my Insurance Bill. 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Mahoh 20, 1912. 


THE PATH TO REALITY. 

{Hints for the representation of our everydaij joys and 
sorrmcs in the Greek form.) 
ir.— THE BAZAARIAXS. 

Persons op the Peat. 

-1 Member of Parliament; his Wife; an Opposition 
Candidate; a Messenger; Chorus of Stall-holders and 
Buyers of both sexes. 

Scene — A large hall arranged for the jmrpose of a Baxaar. 
Member op Paheiament. 

I When first I asked my countrymen to make me an M.P. 

I Pull many were the great afiairs that they discussed with me. 
: Tariff Reform, the Pension Act, the Publican, the Peer, 

, Our Navy’s wretched weakness and the proper strength of 
j beer, 

I On these and many other things they over-taxed my strength 
j Witli lists of cunning questions frahied at formidable length, 
j To Crickot Clubs and Football Clubs they forced me to 
suljscnbe 

' (Which is a clumsy spelling of the obsolescent “bribe”) ; 
j They spoke their mind on corn and coal and 
and cai-s, 

Rut never said a single word-to indicate Razaars. 

12et now, where once I lived at ease, I shudder and suspire ■ 
My days are spent in purehasing the things I least desire. ’ 
I smile and pay, and pay and smile, and still I must prepare 
To open every new Raraar and make my pockets bare. 

The Wipe. 

But I, an M.P.’s wife, an M.P.’s daughter. 

Take to Razaaring as a duck to water. 

Curbing my thrift, I join in eveiy raffle. 

And ride exti'avagance upon the snaffle. 

Last week I bought a coverlet of green, 

A kitchen dresser and a boudoir screen, 

A picture of my husband done in full size, 

A 10-lb. plum cake and a bag of bull’s-eyes; 

A book on Duels and the force of honour-laws, 

Two ties — one new, and one of Mr. Bonar Law’s, 
And (of such implements the prince and pith) 

A hunting crop once cracked by P, E. Smith. 

Half Chorus op ST-iLE-HOEDEEs. 

Lo, now the stalls are dressed with wares for the selling 
and all IS prepared. And behold the crowd is trooping iS’ 
ardent for the purchase. Whence have ye come, ye much- 
desmng ones, ^d with what spoil shall ye return, deceived 
and boasting of bargains ? Por to us last night as we slept 
toere came a dream, yea, to all of us alike it came and 
Hera stood beside us bidding us duplicate the cost of all 
wis^uWd the word of the goddess is a 

Half Chorus op Botees. 

For us now the hour of the sacrifice approacheth ; yet 
aie we not afi-aid, having enough of gold and silver in our 
purees. Make ready your stalls, ye that are to sell, yea 
make them ready, for a wild desire of many things useless 
IS coine upon us, and our hands hardly witlihold themselves 
from the purchase. But, lo the many-voted, the beloved. 

IS nigh, ho who is all things to most men, but the 

envy ofthe few puraueth him. Let us all, having shouted 
loudly be still and listen to his words of opening. 

M.P. O Mr. Mayor, and ye thrice worthy folk, 

My duty is to say taat this Bazaar 

Is, 01 ’, when I have finished will be, open 

Opposition Candidate (stepping forward and interrupting) : 
Stay, for my story has to be revealed 1 


M.P. Story, forsooth ! Thou pratest foolish things. 

O.C. Folly is meant for fools ; no fool am I. 

Chorus, Shall we not tear the interrupter down, 

Who keeps us idle and defers the spoil ? 

21.P, Nay, let him spsak, since such a course is best. 
O.G. Friends, I disclose a dreadful tale of crime. 

This man so honoured and so oft acclaimed 
Did with fell purpose in his early youth 
Maliciously destroy a cricket-bat ! 

[-4 general cry of horror arises. 
Yea, with a clasp-knife he defaced the bat, 
Wreaking his rage upon the willow wood. 

Then, piling crime on crime, the bat he took 
And thrust it on a burning rubbisli-heap. 

Nothing emerged save ashes. I have said. 

Chorus. Wee is us, woe, woe ! Dreadful things we are forced 
to hear. Surely the gods were far when this 
crime was completed. But now they will punish, 
yet we know not how their vengeance will fall. 

31. P . ’Tis true that at the early age of eight 

Who knows what things at such an age betide 
*Tis true my father struck me with a bat. 

That was his favourite form of punishment, 

A good old man, but thoughtless in his wu’ath, 

I being punished knew not what I did, 

And when my father went I took the bat ’ ' 
And cut and burnt it in a blazing fire. 

_ , , . [Cri^5 of anger from the •multitude. 

1 had forgotten it, but now I go, 

Since there is no forgiveness for such sin. 

[Rc goes out. 

Choeus. 

What refuge is left to such a producer of iniquity ? Yea 
where shall such a man hide his wickedness ? For the 
pleasant haunts of men cannot endure him, and the very 
caves inhabited by night-wanderers will reject him. Sm'ely 
^ lesson to the young, for a crime once com- 
mitted cannot be effaced, and punishment with heavy 
weight crushes those that have exalted themselves above 
their fellows. 

Messenger (rushing in). From the river-side I come, bearer 
of dreadful tidings. 

Chorus. Speak on, for of terrors it seemeth there is to-day 
a supei-fluity. ^ 

Messenger. I beheld, him that was our Member stridin<» 
swiftly river- ward, and holding converse with 
himself. 

Chorus. Doubtless he spake words of iU-omen. bavins 
been convicted of crime. ^ 

M^senger. That I know not, but what I saw I wiU relate. 
Uiorus, Yea, to relate is best for those who have been 
witnesses. 

Messenger. Thither as he strode, the River- god, risin<» 
fioui the waters, seized him and dingved him 
down. (Sensation.) 

Chorus. 

Now is the doom prepai'ed of old accomplished. 

LfrSr® T gods whom naught 

escapeth. Rut for him, since his seat is now vacant, %t 
there be obhvion.. E C L 

W Weekly News in order 
to le^ what Leekhampstead has been doing, we are dis- 
appomted to read only the foUowing 

CtoxcEiiT.— Oiiiiasion was nuforttmatdv made in tlie 


1 It seems almost more of a pity to omit his 




Br.EAD.AXD-KrrrEu to pinish rr with? 

util (rUesL l^Oj THAXJi YOU. 1 WILL HAVE SOME CAKE TO BE GOIXG ON WITH ” 


SPEING AND THE MAN. 

Young maii,I have news to depress you ; 

For years you have sat on your shelf, 
But now is the time when, I guess, you 
Will find that there falls to youi*self, 
However improperly fitted, 

The role of the amorous dove 
(A rhyme which is rarely omitted 
When broaching the topic of love). 

She cannot be kept at a distance 
Unless you are happily dumb ; 

A fig for your powers of resistance, 

For Sprung has undoubtedly come ! 
And now is your time to be carried 
Away by a slip of the tongue, 

And find you ai’e booked to be mamed, 
(Young men are so painfully young.) 

Ah, when it was snowing and rainin'^, 
You practised the arts of restraint,'^* 
Nay, dreamt of for ever maintaining 
Your methods of tactics and feint. 
And “ Never,” you said, “will I do it ! ” 
But this^ a thing which occurs ; 

The truth is, if only you knew it. 

That all of the doing is hers. 


Your laugh, it is boastful and airy. 

You venture a sceptical “ Pooh I ” 
You say that you Ve woi’ldly and "wary, 
Such things cannot happen to you. 
The safety in which you are basking 
Is, putting it vulgarly, rot. 

My boy, she is yours for the asking, 
Nay, whetlier you ask her or not. 

A sniile and a couple of kisses 
Will squash you for ever. Bub there ! 
So much I forgive you. Yet this is 
The worst of the sordid affair : — 
Where shame might be fairly expected, 
You (such is the poison of Spring) 
Will strut as a man who’s effected 
A very remarkable thing! 

THE SEPAEATION. 

It seems only the otlier day that he 
and I fii'st became acquainted with 
ieach other. He was so bright, so 
polished, and presented so film a front 
to my gaze, that I took to him at once. 
He has long been my bosom friend. 
Many a happy social evening have I 
spent with him. We have appeared 


together at dinners, dances and the 
thousand natural crushes that flesh 
is heir to. He has, of course, occa- 
sionally met with reverses; he has, 
in fact, been so badly crushed himself 
when fulfilling his public engagements 
that I have felt sorry for him. 

But no one can say that he has not 
led a clean and spotless life, and I for I 
one have never liked “to take him i 
off'” for any slight blemish that 
may have appeared in him now and 
then; tiie best of us have our faults, 
but the only bad fault I ever found in 
him was that at times, perhaps, he ! 
was a trifle too stiff. 

And now his day is done. I noticed ; 

I a short time back that he was lookinof ’ 
worn and thin. I felt that it was not 
fair to compel him to undergo the 
rigours of another London season. I 
made him stay at home, Alas! he 
looks like a rag. I think, in fact, I 
shall use him as such. 

Eequioscat in pieces! I decline to 
wear him any longer; in fact, I ^ust 
buy myself a new dress shirt. 



*^TheyVe bcixed their cause >fAi^ Albeiit, Tiieil'ye LOrJST 3fr SYMPAFY. I’ve Dosrs Wl’ WIMMIX 1 *» 


THE PEACEFUL END. . 

(Or thou^jlits ou being veiy neai'Iy run over by a four-wheeler.) 
That was a shave, a very narrow shave ; 

Act if 1 should be doomed to die bv tumbling 
Amidst the Babylonian traffic s wave", ° 

I would the honour might be thine, thou rumblim^ 
Antique affair, ' 

Thou venerable cart, thou curio rare! 

Think of the pathos. 1912 a.d. 

The air with petrol ever growing fouler 
Ohiit EnxEST Smith (well say that’s me). 

Through misadventure with a mouldering growler. 
Biffed in his bloom, — 

les, I should like those words upon my tomb. 

With flying coat-tails from the taxi’s bleat 
^ All day we scamper madly ; motor-buses 
Sniffle at every corner of the street 

ith dreadful snorts, like hippopotamuses, 

And landaulettes 

Start from their ambushes like Suffi*agcttes. 

And none knows when an air-ship from the blue 
May smash us into unexpected jellv, 

But thou — thou almost gentler to the view 
Thau ox carts in a bioscope of Delhi, 

And far less swift, 

Under thy calm assault from life to drift 

That were full well. How tranquil was thy steed * 

A wagon-load of apes would not make him shy ; 


Hollow his ribs were, he was broken-kneed, 

And very maudlin was the son of Nimshi 
W ho drove at me 

Not (as things count in these days) furiously. 

Yet,^ drowsy as he was, I think a gleam 
Lit in liis optics as he saw me double 
Back to the saving flag-stones : oil and steam 
Have seared his heart and bowled his head with 
trouble. 

Yet even thus 

He keeps strange pride in his Bucephalus. 

And when he nearly got me, I can sw'ear 
He said, ** This life of ours ain’t extra juicy, 

The taxicabman collars every fare 
And all the joke of accidents ; but, Bucie, 

Cheer up, old son, 

We *11 smite some party j'eb before wo ’ve done.” 

And so, I say, I had been well content, 

If bate had willed just then to hoist mj’ number 
JNot by a rude uproarious taxi's dent 
To perish, but to pass to poppied slumber. 

Genteelly slain 

Under tby lingering wheels, Victorian wain 1 

Evoe. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

(Extracted from the Diary of Toby, iLP.) 

Monday, March 
11.— bister suddenly smitten with fit 
of deep depression. More marked as 
foUowmg upon buist of high spirits. 

Mt week Pbemieb, questioned on 
subject announced that Welsh 

introduced 

before Easter, Home Rule Bill rele- 
gated to the dark beyond, 

Ha! Ha! Ulster saw it all. Aftei- 
bug wresthng with Irish Nationalists 

2tioro?Ar®l ^“^’ 

^imstenahsts who draw aj 

hue at fixed points (notably at control' 

of Customs), the Minister, ^aU fSn i 

self-appointed i 
task. Introduction of Home Ede BiU ! 
mdehnitely postponed. j 

' i® ‘>^>6 Pbejiier in' 

J matter-of-fact tone and manner suitable 
I reference to Gas or Water BiU 

submit his 

Home Rule scheme immediately on 
Easbr^*'°° adjoummenf for 

“ There has been no change of plan 
by the Government in regard to this 
matter," he quietly added. “ The date 
I have mentioned is a date always 
Mntemplated and intended by the 

seS." of the 

^ “ Impm-turbable as ever." said Sabk. 

of time when I lived in 


Hggr^JB TO E j.<Sdoncham^ 
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•THE \REAL) mtlXiTV OF L.ABOL'15.'’ 
“Apiai;twal, siniiilp, energetic uuii. 

\TIio Rt. Hon. Jons- Bviink.; 

fare pleasant now and then to come 

patriotism. 

Theie s Cathcabt Wasoji, for e.\ample 
for whom the Islands of Orkney Sd 
Shetland, still spared the fate of| 


^ ' to 1^ had for the asking, Shetland and 
1 :gi*“ey wiU. hke the gentleman who 
I I had a. sample of fine cognac served to 
film in a liqueur glass, “take some of 
To-nigbt Cathcabt 
i^toited promise from Secbetaby to 
Thrasubv that a Lecturer should bo 
I forthcoming at earlier date. 

, Then there’s Chablie Bebesfobd. 
;bomethmg brought unwonted tear 
.to stony S^on eyes in tribute inci- 
jdent^y paid to native talent of his 
countrymen. 

. Talking about varied form of rifle 
.trajeotoiy, he said; “In Ireland they 
.are very good at throwing a stone to 
jhit a man on the point of his nose or 
, to break a kmp ; but,” added Chablie, 
.drawing Imnself proudly up to fidl 

■ height, “ that was all done with the eye.” 

T(o trajectory needed for your true- 
born Irishman when, half a brick in 

■ hand, fie desires to blunt the point of 
a neighbour's nose. 

■ . In course of speech Chablie dropped 
into charmmg reminiscence. Person- 
aily, he said, he had considerable 
experience with the rifle since, fifty- 
Wiree years ago, he joined the Service. 
Hegmmng with a sling and a stone and 
practising on all the lamps in his own 
and adjoimng parishes, he next took to 
the bowandan.-ow. Thence passed on 
to the old muzMe-loading rifle, the 
Snider, tba TVrfl.rf.inT..TTAw.-..„ t 


du Tr6ne, where 
stood the statue of 
Philip Augustus, 
we used to sing in 
chorus : 

Car il est cu pieiTo, 
en pieiTc ; 

PoTn’ hii ce ii'est pas 
amubant. 

Nothing upsets 
equanimity of our 
StonewIll As- 
quith.” 

Business done , — 

Vote on account 
Civil Service esti- 
mates submitted. 
Administration of 
Local Government » a 
B oai’d attacked by ni,,, .j I 
Labour Members! 


, tne I; 

Balmyra, are centre of universe 41^,’.^ • cT Vr rifle, the 

'to see they do not miss^air alfnfml ^artini-Henrv, the Leo- 

^od the statue of 'K, ' ' ' ' ~ .**^®’* 




EYE”j or., TRAJECTORY BE BLOWED' 


ui vimautt — by tlu 

for by visitation of small- 

as Cabinet Jlinistei- and hki?n^°Qi! « 


—I uuu juma 

. -- year. Johh, ever ready for 

Ti bits back straight from 

shoulder. Incidentally commends him- 
self to kmdiy consideration of House 

as“ap^tical. simple, energetic San-’, 

— ^Amid clash of party war- j 


— 'vw4.wiuva OUULUU 

share of the plague. 

Failing that, there are these Ex- 
^sitors of the Insm-auce Act of whom 

conntay delivering free lectures. If 
there s anything which costs nothing 


Matter ’’ more than | 
usually worthy of 
italics. For example: 

Nothing will better 
secure jmee than a 
good automatic rifle. 

Every officer on 
Ml pay ought to 
Keep his mouth shut 
and his pen dry. j 
TlUirtt ’s the use of 
rapidity in rifle- 
firing if you don’t 
hit your man i 
Fibst Loed is 
considering desira- 
bility, in interest of | 
the Service, of hav- 
ing these axioms 
printed in large 
, . type, framed, glazed, 

and Iiung in every ward-room of His 
M.uESTi-’s sliips. 

Business doHf.— Having voted army 
pay exceeding w ^ trifle seven million 
steihng, the pleased House got itself 
counted out at 9.20. ° 

T;i««<Zny.-_During one of the drear 
quartm-s of an hour of the sitting 
Peikce Aethor, with chai-aeieristicaUy 
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“BROTHEK EUGENE.” 

(The Rt Hon. Ecgene Wasox.) 

Ccisual air, strolled, in, seating liimsGlf 
on almost empty Front Bench, just as 
if he had been there every day since 
the 25th October, when last seen on 
the premises. 

Chamber nearly empt}'. But both 
sides heartily joined in cheer of wel- 
come. Did not stay long, and no 
wonder. Something sepulchral in dul- 
ness of House just now: 

Bnshiess clone. — ^Army Votes passed 
Beport stage. 

Man and boy, as the old 
sapng inins, I have known, the House 
of Commons for forty ye^’s. Always 
struck by its quick sympathy with 
anything deserving. Is particularly 
tender towards young Members more 
or less timidly feeling their way alona 
Vhilst regardless of hereditary rank 
caring naught whether one is a Duke’s 
, son or a cook’s son, it has slight ten- 
; dency to preference for tbs former. 

' That is, if ho be equal in ability to a 
competing commoner. 

narrative of the re- 
building of the walls of Jerusalem 
, there fiashos across the dun mass of 
j detail illuminating spark that momen- 
I tarily lights up the scene. Doscrib- 
i ing how the Fish Gate was builded, 

! recording the names of those who 
laid the b:>ams thereof, the doors 
thereof, the locks thereof and the bars 
thereof, the Prophet adds, “But their 
nobles put not their necks to the work.’* 
We of this generation have heard! 
unconscious echo of this cry of the* 
Democrac 3 ’. “They toil not, neither 
do they spin.” 

When in the Commons exception to 
alleged rule is attempted it receives 
p^mmpt, kindly cncoui’agement. Thus 
Tulmbaedinb, lieir to a dukedom 
bej'ond the Tweed, has, more especially 
this session, commanded attention by 


activity at Question Hour. Enlightened 
curiosity of late centred upon action 
of Treasury^ in engaging lecturers to 
explain intricacies of Insurance Act, 
When opportunity i^resented itself, 
Tullirardine joined in chorus of 
denunciation of the Act from Opposi- 
tion Benches. Occurs to him that 
perhaps if he were acquainted with its 
provisions and their bearings he might 
be in a position to exercise even more 
intelligent criticism. 'SYhy should he 
neglect provided opportunity ? 

Accordinglj-, asks Secretary to 
THE Treasury “whether in order that 
the public ” — note modesty of 
this way^ of putting .. ; does not 
obtrude his own pereonality ; it *s the 
public he *s thinking of — “ may take 
full advantage of the lectures that are 
delivered bj' the experts under the 
National Insurance Commissioners for 
Scotland, he will cause the dates, time, 
place and names of the lecturers for the 
ensuing week fo be published every 
Saturday in the press.” 

Masterman, Beady as usual, sees 
point and courteously concedes it. 



Mastek^vx Ready— for jiartyrdom at 
Quustiox Time. 

** It would not,” he said, " be possible 
to make the ordered arrangement sug- 
^sted. But when the lecturers visit 
uest Perthshire the uoble lord shall 
have private information of the details 
he particularises, and so be able to 
attend the lectures.” 

Blush of pleasure mantled Tuelibar- 
dinb’s ingenuous countenance, whilst 
murmur of approval ran round 
crowded benches. 


Bmhiess dmie.—^he Housing of the 
Working Classes Bill, brought for- 
ward by Opposition and branded by 
W'edowood as “ the first-fruits of Tory 
Democracy, ’ read a second time, and 
leferred — against the advice of the 
practical, simple, energetic one — to a 
Standing Committee. Bare and re- 
freshing victory for first-fruits. 

THE LONG ABM OF COINCI- 
DENCE. 

Dear Mr. Punch,— I feel it is only 
fair to mj'self to tell you how much 
more surprising ony coincidences are 
than TJie Daily Mail lady’s, who is only 
interested in sevens, because in my 
case there are two remarkable things ; 
everything is first, and last, too. I am 
the first and last child of a first and 
last child who was also (probably) a 
first and last child, for I believe in 
heredity, but cannot trace my grand- 
father. I was born for the first and 
last time on the first day of the last 
month in 1889, a year whose first and 
last numbers are the first and last 
numbers there can be. (After 9 yon 
have to begin again, don’t you ?) The 
fimt and last letters of the alphabet 
come in both my first and last names 
— Zara Mackenzie— and are the first 
and last letters of my first name, and 
the first letter is the first and last letter 
of my middle name — Ada. • I live .in 
Baselby (pronoimced Ba^elby), and the 
first and last letters of its name are 
also the first (but one) and last (but 
one) of the alphabet, in the first house 
(of any importance), in the last street 
(of any size) which Mother let me 
change from Beau Site to Zaza Lodge. 
In my own snuggery, which is the first 
room on your right as you enter the 
liall and the last on your left as you 
leave it, everything fits into the coinci- 
dence. I have pasted up a cunning 
frieze of asses and zebras, and insisted 
on an .4a-minster carpet. (X is so near 
Z and so uncommon, I let it count.) 

I left school (my first and last) when I 
first put up my hair, and brushing it 
is the first and last thing I do every 
day. My first and last uncle (on my 
mother’s side) came to see us, and he 
helped too, for he said it was the first 
and last time he ’d ever do it, and that 
a brewer’s house was the first place 
you’d expect to find decent beer in 
and the last place where you would. 

Of course I could make a huge list 
of things I Ve done for the first and 
last time ; for instance — 

Had my twenty-first bhthday. 

Got a present from my god-parents. 
Eaten caviare. 

Gone roller-skating. 

Been to Fanny's First Flay. 
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' 0 / Pomjieii. 

(ilo s one ot my favoui-ite authors.) 

Oi course I am a first- and last- 
mghter at aU the reaUy nice musical 
comedies, and my favourite places of 
amusement are the Academy and the 
Aoo. It makes life awfuUy exciting 
domg everything, like going to TI^ 
Mmde ioi- the liret and last time: 
1 wisli I had eoiitiniied tlie sequence 
by marrying for the first and last time 
the first and last man I ever loved ; but 
actors with 55 in their names are very 
rare. I always make coincidence the 
first and last subject of my conversa- 
tion and my list of people I'vo met 
for the first and last time is m-owini? 
splendidly long. ^ ^ 

Now I hope I ’ve proved from first , 
to last that my coincidences are tro- 
mendously interesting. 

0 :JE who H.iS .IDUIKED VOU li’HOH i 
THE first; one who will 
A nniRE YOU TO THE LAST. 

P.S.— I forgot to say that quite mv 
favourite serious book is 3ilr. H. G. ^ 
Wells s Piyst diid Last Tliintjs, 


THE BABY GOAT. 

Four aldsi-s guard a bridge of planks 
And waveless waters filmed with 
brown, 

A ^gged lawn’s uneven banks 
Slope gently down, 

AM there, still chafing at the chain 
Xhat givds his slim pathetic throat, 
picketed our friend again — 
The baby goat. 

Treading alone the watered vale, I 
Betsey and I, beside the marsh, 

Often we linger to bewail 
Ilis durance harsh ; 

What plaints allure my baby’s feet. 
What tethered struggles claim' her 

Tcn ‘®.’ 

nhat shrill protestant whinnies greet 
Her long good-byes. 


I Once we repassed the lonely ground 
; Below the aldem where he feeds 

„ horns girt round 

With now’ring weeds ; 

Two merry wenches and a child 

his grey ill-fitting coat, 


I beguiled 

Ihe baby goat. 

, Now, for long days companionless, 
His soft blunt nose, his agate eyes. 
His raised mmonsti-ant brows e.vpress 
iiie sad surprise 

Wherewith tlie desolate green, waste 
O erloads his heart who, at the edge 
Of^agnaut waters, kneels to taste ^ 
Abe thankless sedge. 

“Other is his ehiefest lack 

“plaod place. 

Tidied his sturdy socks of blacfc^ 

And licked his face; 
lie turns to sea us saunter by 
T 3®. highway hand-in-hand— 

I think the baby goat knows why 
We understand. 

I- 1 1 * "'Iw do not possess scales the 

ollovjm. of use: 1 penSy^ and ^ne 

tlire.pemiy j,ie«o together wewfi {oz • l llorin 
jnth one sixiienuy il^.e J,«. j-’s fee' “S 
. IJ pennies TieigU llb.’.’-I/iffi/ Scie^, ® 

WM® should be poised carefully in 
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FRDGALITJ^ A LA FALLlilEES. 

The French journal Gil -Bias is re- 
sponsible for the announcement that 
at the end of. his term of office eai’ly 
next year, President Falli^ibes will, 
on leaving the Blys^e, go to live in a 
small flat of five rooms in the Boule- 
vard St. Germain, a cook and a house- 
maid sufficing as the staff of this 
unimposing residence. 

In this the esteemed President is, 

, after all, only reflecting the spirit of 
j modesty of which our times are re- 
I dolent. On all hands there is evidence 
I that the blatant public life of the 
' twentieth century is telling upon its 
victims. Several coal-mine owners 
. have already unwillingly contemplated 
j the advantages of the * President’s 
scheme, hut more revelative x^erhaps 
are the enthusiastic avowals that 
follow, called from eager adherents to 
the Falli^res Frugal Fraternity, as the 
movement is to be called. 

Mr. Asquith's recent purchase of a 
maisonette at Golder's Green, for ex- 
ample, is not without due significance. 
The Premier wishes it to be distinctly 
undemtood Iiowever, that this does not 
point to any immediate catastrophe 
such as the more sanguine amongst us 
might be led to expect. 

Sir Herbert Tree: ‘‘Forme, quite a 
minor blackamoorish palazzo in A’^enice 
will suffice: or perhaps a small but 
efficient blasted heath somewhere in 
Caithness. I really haven’t decided 
yet: come and see me again after the 
Second Act." 

Mr. Clement Shorter: “Yes, I 
give you full authority to make the 
important announcement: a hut in 
Bucks. Kindly add that the biggest, 
fattest and brightest of illustrated 
papeie will, notwithstanding, go on 
absorbing all others.” 

Mr. Bonae Law: “Not for a long 

— O 


j poultry run and only a few motors, 
j Shall habitually wear 'only plain Court 
^ dress in future." ‘ 

j Mr. Arnold Bennett : “Iliaveonly 
j sixteen plays and four hundred and 
j forty-five commissioned novels to dash 
oft— then^ hey for Potter’s Bar and 
a bed-sitting-room.”. 

Mr. Winston Churchill: “I want 
to feel at home after the rush and 
struggle of public life. A smalt shebeen 
in the Norili of Ireland, or furnished 
j apartments at Brighton, with a* good 
jview of our glorious shipping, will 
, content me.” 


THE NEW MOTIVE. 


time yet But, if and when, it will be 
something unostentatious in the Golf 
Pavilion style, with a spacious out- 
house for the cold storage of Press 
cuttings.” 

Mr. G. K. Chesterton: "A small 
flat? .... Yes, I like the pai’adox.” 

Sir Joseph Lyons: “The buzz and 
thebrilliapcy of theTrocadero certainly 
palls. Am going caravanning— strictly 
01* the table-d'h 6 te system through- 
out.” I 

Mr. H. Hamilton Fyfe: “ Now that 
tho^ age of^ Miracles is past, have 
decided to lie low for a considerable 
period.” 

Mr. John Burns : “ Fully agree with 
yoTi that we live too luxuriously. Am 
retiring to a little place in Surrey; 
cutting down staff of domestics to 
fifteen at the outside; with small 


If your countiy is involved in a 
crisis, it is your duty to step round 
to your local debating society and 
speak out your mind like a nian. ' There 
is one of these in our street, and it 
fulfilled its appointed share in the 
great task o£ public discussion on 
Friday' last. One member moved “that 
the prevalent unrest, dissatisfaction 
and chaos are due to the class hatred 
deliberately fomented by the political 
aspirant.” Another member opposed 
this motion, and the rest of us sat 
round and looked extremely grave. 
We are a W'ell-trained assembly^ so 
that a speaker had only to. wag his 
finger and ask, “ What is the cause of 
it all, gentlemen?” for us to respond 
in a solemn and pessimistic chorus. 
“ Class hatred ! ” 

The Suffragists, of course, came in 
I for some severe and damaging criticism, 
j One cannot smash thousands of pounds’ 
[Worth of windows without incuiTing 
jthe displeasure and rebuke of the 
Wimbledon and West Putney Intellec- 
tuals. It w-as, we felt, our duty to 
refer to their outrages, but beneath our 
dignity to mention them at the inordi- 
nate length which Johnson thought fit 
to adopt. To show our disapproval of 
him and his subject, w'e all ceased 
looking extremely grave and went to 
sleep. 

We w'ere woken up by a shouted 
string of rhetorical questions, ending 
with , a general “What, gentlemen, 
what, I ask yoju, is the cause of it ? ” 

“Class hatred!” w’’0 chorused auto- 
matically. ■ 

“ No, gentlemen, Glass hatred ! ” and 
he sat down not a little pleased with 
j himself. 


A coal strike item in T/ie Evenina 
Keics ^ 

“ Alfreton (Derliyshii-e) magis,trates adjourned 
rate summonses for a moth." 

A caterpillar wdio had neglected to pay 
his water rate was, however, refused 
relief. 


A STOEY OF A,B,C. 

When I ’m going to towm of a morning 
Every day 1 meet 

Three little girls with grace adorning 
The long, grey aisle of a London street 
(The Saints bo kind to their class- 
ward feet), 

And I don’t know' what their names 
may be, 

Never a one of all the three, 

So we ’ll call them A and B and G. 

And A *s as slim as a w'illow', 

And B s as nice as a bun, 

And C ’s as pretty' as sixpence, 

And liow' shall the story run ? 

They go in orchard, apple-green dresses 
(Best of Pomona’s hues), 

They w'ear the sun in their pig-tailed 
tresses, 

They’ wear the wind in their walking 
shoes ; 

You wouldn’t know which of the 
three to choose. 

Each of them fresh as an April clay, 
Each of them bright as a roundelay, 
Each of them, C and B and A. 

And A ’s the grace of a x^rincess, 
And B ‘s as sweet as a rose, 

And G, she 's pretty as sixpence. 
And that 's how the story goes ! 

Now that s as far as our knowledge 
reaches, 

Fancy finds the end, 

“Sugar and spice” for all and each is 
Always there when ifc^s “Let's 
pretend ; ” 

So tis settled that Fate 's to send 
Sugar and spice to all the three 
(Letting them know it comes from me), 
Each of them, A and B and C. 

And A shall marry a marquis, 

And B shall marry' a squire, 

And 0 (who 's pretty as sixpence) 
Whomever her dreams desire ! 

DYNAMIC ART. 

It is very gratifying to learn that the 
Italian Futurists who are now flabber- 
gasting London with the exhibition of 
their works at the Sackville Gallery 
will be succeeded during the coming 
summer by' some even more wildly 
sensational Schools of Painting. 

These consist of three groups (or 
speeds), the Present, the Imperfect, and 
the Pluperfect Subjunctivists, all 
hading from the banditti-infested 
regions of Sicily, and they will give 
their performance at Olympia just after 
the horse show'. They have thrown 
over the obsolete and archaic traditions 
of the Futurists, who “stand upon the 
summit of the world and cast their 
challenge to the stars.” 

The Subjunctivists “ sit upon the stars 
and bite their thumbs at the moon.” 
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THE NEW SPIRIT. 

\\IIAT WE MAY SEE THIS YEAR AT BURLINGTON IIoUSE IF FuTUUlSM rREVAlL-?. 



Portrait or Misss Guijdxieimer. 

J. iifW/v/tfrt/, J?. j. 


•‘The ix-d orb sinks, the toiler’s day is done.” 


The Futurists, in their own 
words, “ create a sort of emotive 
ambience,” they reproduce on 
canvas “no longer a lixed mo- 
ment in universal dynamism, 
but the dynamic sensation 
itself.” 

What these old fogeys have 
failed to observe is that there is 
no reason why a work of art 
itself whilst being contemplated, 
nor the spectator who is gazing 
at it, should remain static. 

Speed before all things, say 
the Subjunctivists, but let us 
not represent “the dynamic 
Eeisation,” “the emotive am- 
I bience” on the mere canvas 
j alcno. 

; In accordance with this 
theory the temerarious visitor 
who enters the doors of their 
exhibition will be gagged, bound 
and blindfolded and carried 
roughly to the first Star 
Chamber. 




















The Youxo Squire’s Wedding. 

JSylf, H. JUt Thaugiic, A. It. A, 


B. ir. Leader^ Jt.A, 

p, ■ — — — 

j In the Second Chamber he 
I will be fettered to the floor and 
{a pistol placed at his head, 
.whilst the canvases by an in- 
genious arrangement of chain- 
pulleys are hurled round and 
round, up and down and from 
side to side with astonishing 
1 violence and velocity', 
i In the Tliird Chamber the 
pictures will be placed in the 
centre of the room, and two 
-enormous malefactors, seizing 
.the visitor by the waist, will 
{ hurl him bodily through tliefront 
of the canvas, to be caught by 
! their accomplices at the back. 

! AH that remains will be sent 
here in a cab. Meanwhile it is 
instructive to note that jig-saw 
puzzles still hold their own in 
. the provinces. 

1 ===== 

i “At the Pole itself we were on a 
jVast, apparently level a^-ea, with a 
- sh'glit slope away sonnhwaui.” 


There he will be plac^ on a kind of the permitted to gaze at the paintings Caj/t 
switehbtusk railway, and, the handker- r whHst travelling round the walla of the He must have got to the North Pole by 
chief bemg removed from his eyes, will room at a rate of forty miles an hour, mistake. ^ 
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MUSIC. 

Mr. Punch has great; pleasure in 
making room for the following profes- 
sional notices of eminent musicians. 
But, as the subjoin^l announcements 
will sufficiently indiczate, the privilege 
can be extended only to artists of 
established position and widely re- 
nowned accomplishments, 

Mr. Vospbb Jowles (Basso), at 
liberty for Oratorios, Opera, At Homes, 
Bazaars, Cantillations, City_ Dinners, 
Baffles, oie. -Fees moderate. 

Mr. Vosper Jowles is a sane and 
reliable basso. The range of his voice 
is colossal, extending from the low 
B flat (below the bridge) to the high A 
(above the St. Lieger nut). His reper- 
tory consists.of German Lieder, French 
Chaiison^ltaAiQixx Canzone and English 
songs, ^ballads and chanties. • ■ 

Mr. -Yosper Jowles was born in 
\ ancouver, but has studied in France, 
Germany and Italy, as the following 
synopsis will explain : — . ^ 

M. Bouhouhy (600 lessons), Voice 
production. . ... 

M. CjesAR Blum (450 lessons), Lanm- 
gology. 

Signor Squarcione (500 lessons), Bel 
canto. ' ^ 

Signor Arrigo Puolpi (200 lessons), 
the shake. 

■' Professor Marcus Blass (100 les- 
sons), breathing. 

Hon. Charles ParsOxVS, F.B.S. 
(correspondence lessons), Hydroplane 
song. 

Sir James Crichtox-Browne (150 
lessons), Diet and dress. 

Professor Quasind (6 montlis), Gym- 
nastics and weight-lifting. 

Sir H. H. Ho WORTH (3 weeks), the 
ethics of controversy. 

Professor Beppo deTruefitt, Capil 
lary attraction. 

Professor Hokusai, Ju-jitsu. 

' Mr. Vosper Jowles is 6 feet in heiglit, 
and his chest measurement, fullv ex- 
panded, is 45 inches. 


the Bunny ” (Dora Bibby), of which he 
gave a magnificent rendition. — Western’ 
super’Mare Courant. 

Mr. Jowles, who made his dehut last 
night, achieved an immediate and 
electrifying success. In an Italian 
buffo song he displayed a humour that 
was racy of the Eternal City and 
evoked enthusiastic plaudits from the 
audience, amongst whom we noticed 
Lady Bagge and ^liss Dorothy Bagge, 
Sir Joshua Dodder, and the Bev. Dr. 
Mallabj^ ^to^s.--C'hoivhmt Herald. 

Mr. Vosper Jowles has a bass voice 
of extraordinary power and penetration. 
This is a type w'hich is all the more 
pleasing because it is only met with 
oncein a hundred times. . We went 
home with his tones ringing in our 
ears. — Dtint&n Green Sentinel. 


Some Press Opinions. 

" The vocalist of the evening was Mr, 
Vosper Jowles, a thorough bass of the 
first water. Mr. Jowles is fortunate in 
possessing a voice of remarkably rare 
quality, and he is a reliable expert in 
all branches . — Stahjhridgc Sentinel. 

Mr. Vosper Jowles ‘is the happy 
possessor of a voice of altogether ex- 
ceptional timbre, which he employs 
with the requisite verve and gusto. 
His songs yyei'e “The Diver 7 (ip 
costume), which he gave with a volume 
of tone that was quite encyclopaedic; 

Love is a Borstal Girl” (Amy 
Eludyer Boole), and 0 Chubbier than 


^ Nasmyth Tonks, Pianist. Only sur- 
viving favourite pupil of Rubinstein. 

Some Press Opinions. ' 

Mr. Nasaiyth Tonks’s playing is a 
boon to all who are hard of bearing. — 
The Aurist. 

The profile of Mr. Nasmyth Tonks 
stronglyrecalisthatof Liszt. . . . His 
pianistry has a stentorian glamour that 
is quite uuique.-’-Cnckfield Sentinel 

Mr. Tonks’s playing of Chopin’s great 
Polonaise in A flat is the richest in 
dynamic contrasts that we have ever 
heard. He is the Jack Johnson of the 
keyboard . — Sidciip J oiipia 1. 

A cJioyelure equal to that of Pader- 
ewski in the zenith of his hirsute 
efflorescence . — Ea i rdresscr's Gazette. 

His butterfly tie is far larger than 
Sir Henry Wood’s. . . . The best 
dressed pianist since Thalberg.-— 
Tailor and Cutte?\ 

Nasmyth Tonks, the great All-British 
Pianist. Sole agents. Concert-direction 
Nathaniel Elfenbein. 


SIMPLE ALL AT SEA. 

^ The child lay half asleep— the flames 
flickered and kept the shadows dancing 
on the wall, ^ He had been ill, and the 
days seemed interminable. 

Suddenly, out of the twilight a 
shadowy castle appeared, and from it 
stepped a tiny grey man no bigger 
than your hand. 

“Boy," said he, “my name is Simple, 
and I have come to find out why you 
are so weary. You seem to have kind 
rich parents, a doctor to make you w^ell, 
and a warm bed to lie in — w’bat more) 
then, do you want? " 

“ I don’t want any more," said the 
boy. “I am only tii^.” 

And as he spoke his noiouth di'ooped 
at the corners as if he were about to 
cry 


“I^ should like to make you less 
tired, ’ said Simple. “Look what I 
can give you to play with;" and he 
W'ent into the castle, and returned with . 
a small tin soldier,' arms stiff and ! 
musket shouldered. 

“What a ridiculous jperson!" said 
the boy. “ He has no colour left on 
his uniform and he cannot even move 
his arms. Why, I have a complete 
regiment of Life Guards in my toy 
cupboard, another of Grenadiers, be- 
sides about three hundred odd soldiers 
of Infantry regiments." . , .1 

“ Perhaps then," said Simple, rather 
sadly, “you would like to see a little 
tinder box I have here, from which you 
can make ?val sparks. Think’ of 
that!" 

But when the boy saw the tinder 

box, he only sneered and said, .“I 
don t think much of that dirty 
old thing. Why, I have a dry cell 
batteiy . from which I can work an 
electric motor, and my ^sister’s doll’s 
house has got electric light, besides an 
electric lift ! " 

“May I show you my boat, then?" 
said Simple. “I have made it of reak 
newspaper, with a wooden mast, and a 
little painted flag at the top. It floats; 
too." 

“Thank you for nothing,” said the 

boy. “I’ve got a super-Dreadnought 
mox’c than two feet long, driven by 
electricity— besides two model sub- 
marines ; and. Father has promised me 
a toy fire-engine big enough to ride on 
for my next birthday, if I promise to 
take my medicine without crying.” 

“ I can think of nothing, then, to : 
amuse you,” said Simple. " Yes, wait i ' 
There is still Miss Tinsel Eoze, whom 
you have never seen — the most beauti- 
ful dancer in the whole world.” 

He opened the door of the castle, and 
out tripped the daintiest lady imagin- 
able, dressed in pink gauze with a rose 
in her golden hair. ' 

“Pooh!” said the boy, “That! Why, 
that is only a silly paper doU! We 
have dolls called Kids, wifcli composi- 
tion faces, glass eyes with real eyelashes, 
who speak and walk. And then we 
have the Greedy Gobblers, who open 
toeir mouths and eat— real food' 
Gr^dy Chuggj', and Festive Froggy, 
and Bunkawaia — don’t you know 

“I fear not, my little friend,” said 
simple. “ But you seem happier now 
than when I came, so I shaU leave 
you. Good-bye ! ” 

And as he -slowly vanished, his 
mouth drooped at the comers as 
though he would cry; but the boy 
never noticed. He was smiling at the 
thought of the ridiculous toys, that 
Simple had 'thought amusing. 
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ttostlcss {at ffte eoncMun of a Sulimr,nMiii/Jit if„mc of hiitac') *‘Oir r.ri,. r,.Tnv,.r . r 

KISCTJSS rjUfT WELVE ; SCXHAY MORXIXO i.N FACt'! ” '' ^ ^ VOC I>0.\T MIN'D ; IT ’ij TEN' 

ColoHef {a »trlct Sabbalarian). “N’ot eealu' ! De\I' deif' <5Tiri ic . r 

KIN'CTES." »'IW, AS A MAHER OF FACT I M'.VS Dl'MMY DPlilXO THE I..V.sT; TEX 


j KIN'CTES." 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned CUvhs.) 

1 Were it not that Mr. G. W. E. Eusseijo is one of those 
distinguished folk pdulged by prescriptive literar\' right in 
the dangeroM habit of gathering into a %'olume eveiT now 
i and agam his scattered obiter scripfa, I should brin» in a 
■j verdict of “ wilful bookmaking without extenuating nfi-n nm . 
stance m the case of his After-Thoughts (Ghant Eichabds) : 

circumstances aggra- 
vated the guilt in that he has been disuigenuous enough to 
make occ^ional pretence of applying the .name of chapter 
to the quite discrete members of his pleasant, unblushing 
miscellany of essaj^, appreciations, reviews, obituaries, 
jnsats gmts, reminiscential occasional articles and arti- 
■ S‘®“'®^; “ “ manner that wouldn’t deceive even the elect 

so slender thread of a 
‘r®— are sti-ung some goodly pearls. 

1 “®'® known and written about most of the 

know- worthy people for many decades ; you have glimpses 
of the ’niters laige-souled enthusiasms and fugitii’e tof- 
traits of his friends and heroes and teachers. There is a 
notably fine tribute to Fhedehick Denison Maubice • and 
of more modern studies there’s a jolly sketch of one Tommy 
wuire, good fellow and deservedly M.P., extending over 
thi^ (or f^) “chapters” more or less, and a pleasant 
’^ter quoted from his morning budgets “ Sm,— We are the * 
tfrass Band of Frogmarsh and wo played when you was' 


elected but a little girl sate down on the drumhead and 
stove it m. May we ask you to give us another? ” I see 
a lurcher volume, One Look Back, announced (shortly) by 
the same author, and in spirit I have a vision of him bmd- 
mg inexorably over the tnink labelled Panlo-Post Impres- 
SMWs, and making no end of this kind of a book ak a 
Uttle too much of an. excellent thing. 

I suspect The Wottian Hunter (Stanley Pacl] of bein" ' 
two books. I fancy that Miss AhabeliiA Kenbaly, finding 
that the story of Nerissa and the Bee. Alan Hortland only 
panned out. at a Imndred-and-thirty. pinted pages, in- 
troduce Clarence Bellairs with the laudable intention of 
giving the public— in quantity, at any rate — their four-and- 
sixpence worth. Of the two sections the first is the better. 

1 can swallow Hartland, the ascetic Bast-end vicar, who 
^ds his eccentric career in a Trappist monasteiT. I 
do not say I do it easily, but I do it. Friend Clarence, 
ftowevOT, bold, bad, strong, sardonic, passionate Clarence. 
straight from the three-volume novels where the Mav. 
nificent Ugly Men come from, wiU not pass. Still, Kerism 
likes him. Of course, in a way he had a sort of claim 
upon her. She cannot help remembering that in a previous 
existenw he had walled her up in an underground chamber 
and left her to staive to death. It is these little trifling 
Mts of personal attention which win a woman’s heart. 
Ctorcwee rememlwrs the incident too, and has the decenov 
to be somewhat disturbed. (“Anathema! Anathema! ’/-..he 
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muttered, in a broKen whisper. “ Nor reste nor peace I must add a very lionest protest, for my gratitude to the 
have L O hearte of me! 0 hearte of me!”) But he collector received a rude buffet on pages 236-7. Here we 

gels over it, and the inamage takes place. Whether it are given some verses written by a child, which were born 

mil be a happy one, who can say ? Probably, before the and ought to have remained — in the nursery. The inclusion 
honeymoon IS over, Clarence will have thouglit out some of these verses is in itself a mistake, but the situation 
other ingenious practical ]ol^. He is that sort of man. becomes positively absurd when one turns over the ra^^e 
But I wish Isenssa luck. She is a nice girl. And, if and finds Henley’s lines • — ° 

tenancies do get the better of him '• It mattm not how simit tho gate, 

and he does put an end to her cliequcred existence, I rather How charged with i)uuishineiit the scroll ! 

fancy tliat her last words will be, “ Death, where is thv ^ ^hp master of my fate, ^ ! 

sting ? ” *' I am the captain of my soul.” 

rr, ,1 . J. T" 'I am mclined to think that Hesley must have had bTiddinji 

Ihc (juest oj Glory (Methoee) seems to me to be a poets in his mind when he m-ote these lines 
beautiful, and quite hauntingly sad, story. I am wondering 1 

hero much^i^7"Tid^T^- L unhappinesses of Ireland as a whole, 


liero as much as I did. I - 
fancy so, or she could hardly 
write about it in just the way 
she does — a kind of dignified 
tenderness that never de- 
generates into sentimentality. 
The result is a fine sense • 
of distinction, without which 
this tale of tlie young Mar- 
qnU (h VauvenargueSt and his 
early death in Paris, broken, 
poor, and disfigured, would 
be almost intolerably painful. 

It is the Paris of 1740, 
whither Luc has come to seek 
that gloiy denied to him on 
the tented field. I shall not 
tell you more of how he fares, 
or how so much promise and 
beauty came by so hard a 
martyrdom. That you must 
read for yourself, and if the 
printed page can command i 
your tears, prepare to shedl 
them in the process. There I 
is fortunately no need tol 
praise Miss Bowen’s mastery ! 
of the historical novel. Her i 
stj'le has just the colour I 
and movement which such a j 



-j there would seem to be some 
(districts whose entire popu- 
lation is so devoted to conver- 
sational humour on the subject 
of horseflesh that no reforms 
would be of any interest to 
them unless they provided 
stiffer fences and more hunting 
mornings* in a year. In her 
knowledge of these things 
•Dorothea Conyers shows 
herself a quite formidable rival 
to the joint authors of The 
Experiences of an Irish 
and the successors of that 
wonderful work. The Arrival 
of Antony (Hutchinson) is 
the story of a young man 
brought up in Germany, who, 
having never climbed upon 
the back of a horse before, 
comes to Bally Ennis to live 
with his supposed uncles, Tivi 
and Tom, purveyors of hacks 
to the surrounding country- 
side. His adventures provide 
some very amusing reading, 
and I need hardly say that be | 


I away f 

j added touch of sincerity that enforced is London the adoye will be the' prob.\ble What else would 

redeems it from mere '^'^^ayeli^r on im return home after afther doing? With 

“tusherv” and swashhnnV- chiefly on motor-'bu.se.s and tra:^.cars. a book so racy I am loath to 

ling. Manyfamouspersonageshavetheirpartinthem^^^^ me to ^t^th^t honesty compels 

— Louis the Well-BeloveiLH\e hiicdcBicheUe 7 L and V°/ 7 /» f i ® authoress does not negotiate the 

Voltaire, this last a finely-studied portrait For one thin<^ disnkvq^nwr ^ 

I was a little sorr^^ Why, I wonder Zuld tKeroe^^^^^ ^ upon 

historical novels invariably meet the contemnorarv kiu^ A?L another, is a trifle antique. 

md mistake him for somebody els^ SX^ if s! already ootio^^ 

univ^al that though, both LiJ and Louis carried it off ef enuSn of Ihif W “ 

0 »cefully and with as much originality as possible I was iSiv (who 

thought the incident unworthy both of &em Ld of the S- tc^u eelS mndSf'' was 

lady who has written such a dever and otherwise uncon- “°^®st a young man to be compared to a 

ventional story. o*neruise uncon ( conceited bounder like Mettus (or Mettim) Gurtiw. 


_ Without shame I confess that the first thing I look for 
in such a collection as The IVhite Wallet (Fisher Unwin) 
IS the index. Let me say at once that Lady Glbnconnbb 
has been at pains to direct her readers clearly, and that 
those who dabble m her book will be ha^d *to please if they 
do not &d prose and poetry to their liking. Moreover, 
so, nothings have been rescued from oblivion which were 
crying for somebody to save them. To my thanks, however, 


, 11^ wse and clicked his heels to. 5 ether, making a profound how. 

1 ^^'Anlcin 3far, that I Iiave it the honour to meet?* he 

demanded pompously in M 

One can quite understand his being pompous. 

. »u«y 

We were wondering how these coal dealers were emplovinir 
their time just now. -c j & 
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CHARIVARIA. 

The lesson of the Coal Strike : — You 
can fuel all the people some of the 
time, and some of the people all the 
time, but it is impossible to fuel all the 
people all the time. 

Dr. Rudolph Diesel declares that 
tliere is enough oil in the world to 
supply all requirements. A small boy 
who is dosed every morning with cod- 
liver oil confirms this, and would like 
to see it more evenly distributed. 

It is really scarcely fair to say that 
most people have failed to think of the 
interests of the na- 
tion during the 
Coal Strike. Every 
nerve was strained, 
and help came from 
all quarters, to pre- 
vent the Grand N a- 
tional being aban- 
doned. , , 

Tlie Sufiragettes' 
taunt that the Gov- 
ernment only dares 
lay hands on wo- 
men has now been 
answered. A Mann 
has been arrested. 

•I" "i* 

9jC 

The oj3&cials who 
are enrolling names 
for the City of Lon- 
don Police Reserve 
hope to raise five 
companies of ahun- 
dred men each from 
the newspaper offi- 
ces of the Fleet 
Street quarter. We 
should have! 
thought this policy 
rather risky. Will there not be somo 
danger, if the men should be called out, 
that a natural desire to make news might 
lead them to incite a little fightins ? 

‘The Oppositionllousing Bill,” says 
TJie Observer, “is a practical effort to 
remedy defects in existing housing 
legislation.” But surely tho Upper 
Chamber still houses the Opposition ? 

* * * 

Mr. Allan, ^ the Englishman who 
was arrested in Germany last month 
as a spy, has, we are informed, been 
released, the authorities having been 
unable to prove anything against him. 
One would have thought it possible to 
obtain his birth certificate, and thus 
prove him to be an Englishman, 

Upon the leader of a gang of bandits 
being sentenced to a term of imprison- 


'menfe the other day at IlilUville, Vir- 
i^dnia, U.S.A., his colleagues killed the 
judge, the public prosecutor, and tlie 
bhsriff, and wounded nine jurors, the 
clerk of the com*t, and three spectators. 
It is supposed that they were dissatis- 
, lied with the verdict. 

* 

; One of the new regulations drafted 
by the French Boxing Federation, at 
the request of the Prefect of Police, is 
to the effect that no boxers under 21 ' 
j years of age are to be allowed to enter > 
j the ring without the written consent of ' 
1 their parents. It is now pointed out ; 
that orphans will find themselves in an 


^ t JLtl 

iiinfair predicament, and it is proposed 



LONDON BY NIGHT. 

(Se/aies the ^(^ogmplier could not give goa,) 
Tree roAcirixo ly Regent^s Pauk duiiing the CoaIj 


that in their case the consent of their 
nurse shall be a sufficient substitute. 

:;s 

;*5 

” While a hydi'oplanist stays in the 
water he is not within the jurisdiction 
of the Home Office,” Mr. Ellis Grif- 
fith informed a deputation which 
came to London to protest to the 
Home Office against hydroplaning on 
Lake Windermere; “you will have to 
look to the Board of Trade.” How the 
deputation could have made such a stu- 
pid mistake passes our comprehension. 

Instead of being sold by auction with 
the other animals recently appearing 
in The Miracle, the smallest donkey 
was purchased by a lady, who intends 
to let it romp at will in the fields. 
Upon learning its good fortune the 
little beast is said to have remarked, 
“ Miracles will never cease ! ” 


^ A new' cure for baldness is announced. 
A Budapest professor has discovered a 
means of fixing, by means of small 
hooks of gold wire, any number of hairs 
■ jn the scalp. This opens up the possi- 
, baity of landscape-gardening on one’s 
head, for variegated colours could of 
course be used, and lieds and winding 
paths and other pretty fancies could 
easily be arranged. 

* The outlook for the Newfoundland 
^al fishery is unfavourable,” says The 
Daily Mail, “The whole fieet has 
missed tho main seal herd.” We are 
able to amplify this statement. Ac- 
cording to oar information tho main 
seal herd experi- 
enced the gieatest 
^ difficulty in not re- 
I vealing its hiding- ! 
I place by roaring * 
! with laughterwhen 
' the fleet had sailed 

Iby. . , 


I Firemen in San 
'Francisco have 
been ordered to do 
' a twelve-mile walk 
once a w'eek to 
check a tendency 
to corpulence. Tho 
effect of fat on a 
fire is w'ell known, 
and the I'egulation 
seems a wise one. 

s!- s;: 

!)*• 

Mile. Jeanne 
Provost has been 
chatting to a re- 
j presentative of Le 
[Jozirfial about her 
, meeting with the 
jKaiser at the 
French Embassy in 
Berlin. “ He I’e- 


Stkike. 


cited to me,” she reporis, “Rostand’s 
I * Hynm to the Sun,’ and said what a 
jpity it could not be translated into the 
.German language.” In view of the 
anxiety of the Geiunans to have a place 
in the sun, it certainly does seem 
rather regrettable. 

“ Wanted, Beer Cooler— old but sound for 
gaideri—also one day's services ; good piofes- 
sxonal rat-catcher.” 

Met. i,i ^^/{creford TLiiAs.” 

Q. Where is the old but sound rat- 
catcher? 

A. He is cooling beer in the garden. 

From a public-school entrance ex- 
amination : — 

TranshUe : — Avez-voiis mange la pomrae 
. entiere ? — Non, j*cn al donn^ la nioitU h Joan. • 

I Aiisioer {by Tommy, who Juts a gniaXl Im^er 

I ^ Aojwtf). — Have you eaten all the aimle ? — No, 

I I have given the core to John, 


YOL. CXLlI. 


o 
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CHARADES. 

{Connminieated hy a Charader.) 

We have had a good many “joyments and ioicings” 
lately. That s what John calls them, and he ought to 
know, ^eause he 's generally in the middle of them all the 
time. He 's not very old yet, but he knows a good deal of the 
alphabet, and he always makes more noise than aU the rest 
excited. Dad calls him the steam-roller. 
v\ ell, first of all, Mr. Bennett came down. We thought 
all Members of Parliament had grey hair or bald heads mid 
were rather fat, but Mr. Bennett has got nice, smooth, fair 
haired pink cheeks, and he 's just like a boy. Before he 
bad been here an hour we made the Pire-fly League. I am 
President, and Hosle is Secretaiy, and Paggy is the 
MessengOT. We ’ve got lots of rules, and there ’s going to 
be some Fire-fly note-paper, and all our meetings, are to be 
solemn and secret. J ohn ’s an honorary member : "110 may 
attend meetings, but he can’t vote. Dad and Minn are not 
memb^ yet, but they have “ the right to pay subscriptions 
tone shilhng) pendmg good behaviour.” That’s Eule 24. 
T^re was a lot of discussion about Dad and Mum. John 
said Mum must be a member, and Peggy wanted Dad, but 
Eosie and I voted against them, because, if they were 
members, there wouldn’t be anybody to keep secrets from. 
If Dad talks about the Lea|pe now, we all say “Hush ! ’’ 
andjput our fingers on our lips; and the same with Mum 
That s half the fun of it. 

A little later on the same day Mr. and Mrs. Chalmers 
came down to stay with us. He’s Scotch, and takes salt 
with, his porridge.- He did something for Cambridge a 
good many years ago before we were born, but he *s 
maiTied now, and his wife’s name is Muriel. John calls 
her Mooim He *s fallen in lore with her because slie reads 
to him. \\ e like her verj’’ much too. 

After tea it was raining a little, but we hadn’t got to 
go out again because Dad had taken all the dogs out and 
some of us had been sneezing, so Mum said we were to 
stay indoors, and if, we kept very quiet we could sit in the 
Dibrary and not disturb the grown-ups. We beffau bv 

long. Mr. Bennett and 
Ml, Chalmers got talking about politics, and Mum put in 
a word, and then Dad had to say something, and then some- 
body said, “Bother politics; let’s have some charades,” 
and we all yelled for joy and danced about the room, because, 
when we ’re by ourselves, charades are no fun at all but 
when the grown-ups join in they 're splendid. Grown-ups 
do all the nice silly things that chilch:en would like to do 
but mustn’t, and Dad *s generally the worst of the lot. 

The first wwd was “Champagne.” Mr. Chalmers and 
Mcorel and John and Mr. Bennett stayed to do the guessing, 
and the rest of us went out. In the first syllable it was m 
the morning, and I was the mother of the family, and Mum 
was «ie old Nurse, and fiosie and Peggy were my daughters, 
and Dad was my only son, and it was to be his tirst day at 
school. He said, was he to creep like a snail unwillincriy 
to school, but Mum said, No, he was to pretend to have a 
tooth-ache so as not to have to go to school. That was to 
be the sham part of it ; so we all went back into the room 
except Mum and Dad, and we began talking about wdiat a 
beautiful place S 9 hool was, and how we hoped that Adolphus 
(Ddd) would be a good boy and learn his lessons; so that he 
could support his mother (me), in my old age. Then Dad 
cai^e in leaning on the Nurse (Mih) and howling like any- 
thing. He d got a bath-towel wrapped round his head,and 
both his cheeks were swoUen out. and he said he 'd just got 
the most awful toothache. It was in two of his favounte 
molars, he said, and he was afraid it was quite impossible 
tor film to face the terrors and the dangers of school life 


with such a tooth-ache. He said he couldn’t do credit} to 
ms dear mother (me) like that, and people would say, ** This 
boy has Hot been well brought up; what can his mother 
nave been thinking about ? ” So he was going to stay at 
home. Then Nurse said that Master Adolphus was a tender 
plant, and when tender plants had pain they had it worse 
than ^anyone else. * But I said, “ Adolphus, whv does the 
swelling go down wdien you talk? Beal swellings stay 
riiere all the time ; ? and I tore the towel from bis head, and 
Dad put out his tongue at me and said, « Yah.” So I said, 
** ^ sham; ” and ordered him to be flogged by 

the Nurse; and that was the end of the first syllable. Mr. 
Chalmers said it brought back his young days very vividly, 
and he had always thought school was a great mistake. 

^ second syllable was splendid. Dad was a shopkeeper 
m Bond Street, and we were the shop-girls, and Mum was a 
Suffragette. First we dressed out all kinds of things on the 
sofa in front of the glass door, and Mum came along with a 
hammer and smashed the glass. Of course she didn’t really 
smash it, but Dad seized her and rolled her over on the sofa, 
and Peggy trundled a footstool at her, because she is very 
much against Suffragettes. Then somebody told John what 
it was all about, because he was looking anxious about Mum, 
and J ohn cried out, “ Votes for cakes ! Don’t hit her, or only 
a little hit, because I want her to read to'^me; ” and Dad 
said it was his best window-pane, and he was a mined man. 

In the whole word we all dined in a restaurant, and Dad 
was a French waiter and gave “iis all champagne. The 
others guessed it pretty quick, which shows how clever 
they must be. We had lots of other words. Dad said 
some of them were funny without being "refined, but I 
haven’t time to write any more. Only we all enjoyed our- 
selves immensely, and didn’t go to bed till half-pasb eight, 

NEBVOUS NATIVES. 

This fact which science tells us, that an oyster really 
When threatened by the snap of human jaws, 

That its little nerves are throbbing and its frigid blood 
congeals, 

May fairly give a bivalve lover pause. 

Though a generous lon-vivant, I hate inflicting pain, 

My taste I trust is not entirely selfish’, 

So it ’s up to me, or rather to my conscience, to refrain 
From stimulating shudders in a shellfish. 

The future, I admit it, looks a trifle blank ahead. 

O’ershadowing my cravings like a cloister, • 

For w-hen I see my lunch of stout and bread-and-butter 
spread, 

I shall have to say, “ No, thank you,” to the oyster. 

stay ! A welcome postscript to the scientist's report 
Believes the gloom andjrouts my moody cholers * 

No oj'sfeer could desire, it says, a death so sweet and short 
As that bestowed in mercy by our molars. 

tln'ough^^ P^ospect brightens— the sun comes peeping 

The mid-day hour W’itb appetite is spiced ; 

In kindly tones I order half-a-pint of darker brew, 

And life, the staff of, brown and thinly sliced. 

^ natives, all as juicy as a peach 

T »ii 1 their sense of obligation, 

mi , 7 ?? pmctising What men of science preach, 

ilie task of philanthropic mastication. ^ 

. a Whittier and you wiU be able to tell whether he is 

a SSI -if outward from himself, whereas 

a savage whittler ^riU cut towards himself Chrovddc, 

Wealways employ the test now before asking a man to dinner. 









THE LONDOx^ MUSEUM. 

That tho collection of articles illus- 
trating the history of London, just 
opened so successfully at Kensington 
Palace, is representative and of fasci- 
nating interest every one agrees ; but 
Mr, Punch would fail in his duty to the 
public if he refrained from pointing 
out^ that there are some very serious 
omissions. What are we to say of 
the curator of what purports to be a 
comprehensive London museum who 
offers for view not one of the essentially 
Londonian curiosities in the following 
list ?— 

The first H dropped by the first 
Cockney. 

A Eoman dog muzzle found in the 
Thames at Barking. 

A mastodon’s tooth, much decayed, 
dug up in Long Acre. 

fi’acsimile of cheque for &5Q, being 
the ordinary tip to a lunch waiter at 
the Automobile Club. 

I Thomas Stow's umbrella. 

Jig-saw puzzle made by Guinlikg 
Gibbons. 

A case containing Dick Whitting- 
ton’s cat, stuffed. 


A silver tankard made of 3,000 three- 
penny bits saved by not going up the 
Monument 3,000 times. 

Gold button torn from the uniform 
of a Coldstream Guardsman when 
engaged in dispersing mob of the great 
unwashed in Cold Bath Fields. 

A series of placards bearing facetious 
or opprobrious legends, as used in tho 
Stock Exchange to affix to members’ 
backs. 

Sir Chkistopher When’s pocket 
camera. 

An old print of Gur Fawkes laying 
the foundation stone of Guy’s Hospital, i 

Magog's skull, when a boy. 

Album of Confessions belonging to 
Edwabd the Confessor. 

A gold paving-stone from Thread- 
needle Street. 

Specimen of blotting-paper for pub- 
lic use from any London post-office. 
1912. 

[ A chained psncil with practical-joke 
lead, from the same place. 

A slice of mutton preserved in spirits 
offered to the Head Beefeater of the 
Tower by the Merry Monarch, but re- 
fused. 

Fossilised new-laid Boman egg dis- 


covered during excavations in the 
Poultry. 

A match used in setting the Thames 
on fire. 

A Fleet Sti’eet post touched by Dr. 
Johnson, with his thumb-mark still on 
it. ' * * ‘ - 

Collection of knockers Tvrenched 
from doors in Piccadilly by Lord Win- 

TERTON. 

First fountain pen bought by Mi*. 
T. P. O’Connor in hrs invasion of 
London in the “ seventies.” 

A pair of opera-glasses as used at 
Shakspeare’s theati'e on Bankside. 

Collection (very rare) of truthful 
placards of evening newspapers (1912). 

A minute (but sufficient) fragment of 
London Stone found in a piece of sultana 
cake in a tea-shop in Cannon Street. 

I Brush used by Charles James Fox. 

A series of bottles containing samples 
of London fog of all the best vintages, 
fi'am the first downward. 

Skeleton of last passenger asphyxi- | 
ated at Portland Eoad Station on the 
old Underground, 

One of Sir Squire Bancroft’s tall 
hats. I 

Beau Bell’s trouser-press. 
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AN INLAND VOYAGE. he muttered, as he sploshed off [ Naturally a little extra licence is 

Thomas took a day off last Mondftv A ... , allowed on a very muddy day. Of 

in order to play goff with me Fm- , you want for lunch you course, if Oh, 1 see. You meant 

that day the Admiraltv had to Thomas. I promise a local rule about losing your ball in 

along without ThSi.^Itonible®S ^“^that you shall not be stinted. The the mud? No. I don’t know of one. 
think what would have happened if sea level altogether. Be a sportsman, Thomas, and don’t 

warhad broken out onMoSf oould IL" begrudge me the hole.” 

a Thomasless Admiraltv have coned "i. j. n Proceeded, and we reached 

with it? I trow not. llren as it w^as T ^’Si'ejlivided. the twelfth tee without any further 

battleships grounded, crews mutinied’ Lli Thomas lost his contretemps-, save that I accidentally 

and several awkward questions in the ™ having disappeared lost the sixth, ninth and tenth holes, 

House of CommoL Sd to be^sS .“A*? , , and that Thomas lost his mashie at the 

poned till Tuesday ^ i s lather a nasty place along eighth. He had carelessly laid it down 

Something-some premonition of n- ® ®f a- 


AN INLAND VOYAGE. 

Thomas took a day off last Monday 

r nr/llQV 'il. “ 


qiiesnons in tne 
i Commons had to be post- 

I poned till Tuesday. ^ 


Something— some nremonlfmr. Af f* i . secretary was for a mi , 

this, no doubt— seemel to be wighW re^uAd w ff ®i ^ niblick, and when he 

on him aU day. 'deigning rescued by the ham.” turned round for it the thing was gone. 

“Eottenweathei',” he growled as he wif I topped At the twelfth tee it was raining 
came up the steps of the club. ^ ’ SJid settM down in the hm-der than ever. We pounded along 

“I’m very sorry,” I said. “ I keen J 1 1 “®> , J coat-collars up and reached 

on complaining to the secretai-v aS ^“®^y I tbe green absolutely web through, 

it. He does his besL” ®®®'®‘®'y § 9 * “y “ibliek ou to it just as it was “ How about it ? ’’ said Thomis! 

“What’s that?” It was a veiy close “ My hole. I think ; and that makes 

“He taps the barometer evmw » -j mi , , us all square." 

morning, and says it will clear up il his S’ 'Sfc^s°A,f\A “I mean how about the rain? And 

the afternoon. ShaU we go out now bLsv-li-’ ^ ’s mst one o’clock.” 

or shall we give it a chance to ston i. n i , “ Just as you like. Well, I suppose 

Thomas looked at the Vain ^d rinJ^ 1 7 ® ®®'? ^ ®“^®°£®w He it is rather wet. AU right, let’s have 

decidedtoletitstop I madAhhu « ? ^ e^'Plaiued. “If you lunch.” ^ ' 

^mforfableas I cLd I give K Sloiliil « ^® it “ 

dnnk, a cigarette, and Mistahs with i^® Had brought 

iheMicr On the table IVS elbow Him-L ulsL and a pair® of 

Ihaclmr^exTe_Jh„ft„ Pfa„ ,SZ ^ sat as near the 


envia^yanStrcekicLsrdaiataD g®* ®Hout half Middlesex Wtoremain b^terV ^he fix^ ’ i;; 

Topping’s handicap was reduced fmm ttI i • • , . Haps he was right. I raked up an 

24 to 22 . Lucky ^anl ^^®'“ old copy of Stn-,lrs with the nIiS 

At about half-past eleven the rain gStioiSShiuhffiAAt Hits of the Tele- 

stopped for a moment, and wehunied and WXMnti • PHone Du-ectory out aloud. 

®"t* ,^® blow his nose suddenly wex-e After tea his proper clothes were drv 

“ The course is a little wet," I said “Anvth^<^m?”l^^ft r ;i -i ®“°’^gH in places to put on, and as it 

* like me to do with was still raining harrl. anri’via 


apologetically, as we stood ou the first my*ea 25 ”\l bard, and beseemed 

tee, “but with your naval experience yon ’dA’v,-,., Hxttexlj. “If dismchned to come out again I 

you won't mind thof ti,. tu? t ^ come and take some mud out ordered a cab for na boti, ® ’ 


so much deeper. Go on-your dx^e.” We musite^t fo A A, “A "Beastly. Thomas?” I said in amaze- 
Thomas won the first bote vexw w?c^ ^t if wLffiA®® ^ "Theon^day? rmafx-aidyon 
e^ly. T''® Huth took four to the greeZ would a Y^Ha^l^He secretaxw don’t play mland golf much ? ” 

Thomas in ad^tion havingfive spishes “ Wox^re than evm™ ' ® ^ ®'^®^ ^®™^ London.” 

of mud on his face while I only had “Try not to think about it ir "I thought not. Then let me teU 
three. Lnfortunately the imme^ate the otLr ew on tb« ifA? * ?®®P to-day’s was the best day’s 

naghbomiood of the hole was possS ZL t Sy i? t f ^ had for three weeks." ^ 

bounder. Lda Ctu is^ telt!” " Golly !” said Thomas. A.A.M. 

sink in managed to “ How do you know ’ " t ~~ ' 

WttegTal ® “®®‘ ®"- *® ie seca?! *■’ ® pi-«ient week. He haA x.ot i 

* w o . "J* XV’fl jcrnf: 


" Golly ! " said Thomas. A. A. M. 

leaving it to Chance. 

“The hoi'se wiU leave the Oraragli for Aintree 


V,,- J. • V i . . — «ccai.. Xie Xias HOD 

asperating way. ®r“'' r .Jy^^ secresary. un, no, “«>itiaed, but w expected to nmfoi-ward.” 

“I expect there’s a rule about it ”T Him out, of comrse; I keep , , Glasgm ffemld. 

sr Ls'fc ~'.p ^ ^ 

"I .Ml want «»me Jry aicts 


self oue up. 
“I shaU 


want some 



bllALL WE HAVE CHAMPAOXE OH f^OME OTHER WTXE? 


“Are THERE OTHER WIN'ES ? * 


. BAGIAL ENTHUSIASM, 

As a youth at some election permanently strains his throat, 
Cheering in and out of season, though he hasn't got a vote; 

As a cockerel shrieks insanely, poised on elongated legs, 
Just because some hens liavtf managed to produce an Q<rs 
(or eggs); 

As a crocodile rejoices— no ; perhaps I’d better stay, 
Though I could, I ought to mention, warble on like this all 
day— 

As, to cut it short, these creatures do the various thin<ys^ 
we ’ve said, ^ 1 

Once a year vicarious ardour nearly drives mo off my head. 

hen we hail (with luck) the sober, tentative approach of 
Spring, 

Then the Boat Baee, once per annum, stirs me up like 
• an} thing. 

Never have I seen the Isis, never paced the banks of Cam 
Neither helped to mould the genius that undoubtedly I am ; 

Neither ’Varsity has schooled me ; mine, as you perhaps 
- might guess, ^ 

Was the Board School education, eulogised by G. B. S.; 

Yet the feiwent Undergraduate, bawling madly at his crew, 
Cannot compass that excitement I, a rank outsider, do. 

And I ’m Oxford. I have never found the smallest reason 
why, 

Save it be that I, when younger, used to wear an Oxford 
tie. 


Still, ’m Oxford. I shall bellow, raising most appaUin 

hen, upon tlie 30th instant (Saturday) my fancy wins 

As they won last year, remember. Oh, my heart leaps up 
m me ^ tr 

When I recollect my rapture o'er that famous victory ! 

How through all the night that followed wild excitement 
kept me warm, 

And next day— the Sunday— when they brought the 
Census form. 

Where it ordered(fHfcruZfa)on6’s “profession” to be shown, 
Thrilled with genuine pride, I boldly entered O^ftyrd as 
my own. 

^ !>• Shallow and A. Shallow : 

fTi* This viwed an excellent match, all four nlayera 

sticking to it hai-d. W . Shallow easily won the first set and Kerr a— 0 
in the seerad, Aylmer and Davies then gave in and won the remaining 
games. — EngUshman. ® 

In spitO of the varieties of Spiallows this is too deep for us. 
From a business letter : — 

“With referenee to your esteomexl enquiry, for price of mikin*» o;-e 
pair of — - we beg to inform you that same will bo and 

will take about 16 days to get round.” ' ’ 

For a stoutish lady, evidently. 

“Cristabel Pankluu-st has not yet been racked.”— Gazitfe, 

You see, the Government is not so brutal as some women 
make out. 


orct <i 
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BLANCHE’S LETTERS. on the whole, rested with 

P, 7 i l- O^ytie VandoUai-bilt and Sadie Maean- 

Deibest D 4 PHvr> Wfl’i • H I jtotirquoi Because, my 

froSXw ’^ad brought her 

thTeoVeSf, ’ ut^Ph ? r ?’^ol®stock of jeweUed shoes with her. 

£n Se toWn w^ we’ve. It *8 quite an U to learn to walk in 

oSsideraInd^fsn!?, ^^“. ^ diamond set in the 

Tosiah u'ouhl an 1 , , heel, but Clvtie has certainly 

dimnond-walk very 

SmUstrIneeJ f “‘*1® P®^-*^We strong- 

-11 T 1 . . _ 


all that I have to so wonder 
fully! Almost I pleaded with*' 
him not to make me so cruelly I 
conspicuous. I pointed out to ■ 
him tliat I was the o}ily woman * 
at Belleplage with her husband, ; 
and that he was the only man ^ 
with his wife,— but all in vain. 

I said it wasn’t nice to be so ' 
much remarked upon and talked i 
about^ — ^but it was no use. * 

Oil, and another thing ! He 
was simply most aicfid about 
the scenery and the views and 
absurd stodgy things of that’ 

I’ve pretty well given! 
him up in despair by this time, j 
but I made one more effort and ' 
told him people donH talk about ! 
the blue sky and the blue seal 
and the mountains and the! 
palm-groves at these places— 
they don’t even look at them. 

They look at and talk about ^ 
each other, and the fir aiix\ 
pigeons, and the frocks and 
hats on the Promenade des 
Fl^eurs, 

Talldng of pigeon-sliootiug, ' 
Beryl Glorges and I both took ■ 
part in it — the only women ad- ! 
nutted to do so. Beryl did 
more e-vecution than I did, but 
my rig was much more voyant '' 

— M ^y kid boots, a short ' 
d»ml skirt of pigeon-grey cloth, j 
with a darling little coat to I 
match, braided witli coloured • 
silk braid in a design of ‘ 
wounded pigeons, and a Tito- 

lese hat and feather. 

Josiah said he was » soi-ry to see mo 
taUmg the pretty harmless cmatuies.” 
J. said /was sorry too— not lieeause I 
was killmg them, but because I wasn’t < 
Apropos of which I must tell you a 
gerfeotly sxeeet thing the Comte de 



STAB TUBN" AT THE “COUiODEUM." 
The fERsoK ^Y^o did xot see “The Mieacie. 


they re nob weai'ing, and these little 
strong-rooms, if touched by a hand 
not familiar with their mechanism, fire 
off a revolver at each comer. IsiCt 
that lovely ? Them was a good deal of 

Uriels 


/lommes, madam, sVnon’sZ' CX "“'v f ®°« eo’iM sie 

pigeons !’' he a darling* man^^^Sadil^®®.’^* diamonds. 

Josiah caUs him a “grimadL little 'dSoL i 

oa.i^ ItAwv ii J.*' ^ 


Count’s manner himself! 

The honours of the Promenade des 


said hers were 
million dollars. 


worth a quarter of a 
^^That all? remarked 


Sadie slightingly. “ 2Iine turn the scale 
at half a million!” **Ah, but, my 
dear,” retorted Clyfcie, with her famous 
smile, “there’s more room for jewels on 
your shoes than on mine, remember I ” 
People are going in a great deal for 
physical culture, to prepare themselves* 
for a very strenuous season. A stealthy 
cat-like grace is to be the correct thing 
this spring and summer, and most 
of the new physical exercises try to 
: produce it. 

^ ' : The other day I happened in 

upon^ Popsy, Lady Eamsgate, 
,not ia^ calling hours, having 
I something I wanted to say to 
■ our dear old juvenile-antique. 

1 went unannounced into the 
; big drawing - room. It was 
^cleared for action, and there 
^was Popsy ’s maid drawing a 
; paper “mouse” over the floor 
j by a long string, and there was 
poor old Popsy on all-fours, 
springing and crouching and 
pouncing without any trans- 
formation or any make-up or 
any breath to greet me with ! 

“ Laugh away, you wretch,” 
she said, when she could speak ; 

“ I don’t care 1 I ’m getting on 
splendidly, aren’t I, Suzanne? ” 
^^Mais onii** agreed the obse- 
quious maid. “ Miladi jone la 
chatte d merveilleJ* 

^ Another who is intent on getJ 
ting hold of the correct feline 
grace is the Bully on-Bounder- 
mere woman. She is going in 
for it so thoroughly that, I hear, 

^ she ’s given up sleeping in a 
I bed, and curls up in a big basket 
' every night ! 

Babs St. xAustin is another of 
the physical exercise people. 

. Not long ago, she told me with 
j tears that her neck was getting 
' short and her heart was break- 
ing! Her form of exercise is to 
run round a big room, with acid 
drops suspended, at intervals, 
by fine threads a good deal 
higher than her head. Babs, 
her neck stretched to its utmost, jumps 
for these acid drops as she runs, and 
tries to take them into her mouth. I 
saw her yesterday, and she was much 
perkier— says her neck is aheady a 
quarter of an inch longer. She’s de- 
lighted with the treatment. Its only 
towback is the danger of being choked 
by one of the acid drops. If she 
escapes this danger, she hopes to have 
long a neck as any of us by the time 
the season begins in earnest. 

. Only small parties are being given 
]iist now, of course, and of these the 
most popular are “Strike” parties. 
Just as dancing is beginning we all 
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stop, and refuse to dance unless we 
may do any step we like. The band 
leaves off playing— there ’s arbitration 
and conciliation— and altogether it’s 
quite good fun; and tinally we all 
start off, doing whatever kind of dance 
we please. The “Minimum,” first 
danced at these “ Strike” parties, is 
now catching on everywhere. 

One of the most-talked-of weddings, 
when Lent is over, will be tliat of 
Dickie Sandys, the Kamsgates’ girl, to 
the great scientist, Sir Henry Blinker- 
ton, the man, you know, who discovered 
that water ivosu’t water, or some fright- 
ful thing of that kind. 

Dickie’s firet engagement, you re- 
member, to Billy Boljambe was ])roken 
off, and people said her grandmother, 
Popsy, Lady Eamsgate, was to blame 
— ^and, indeed, Popsy was engaged to 
Billy afterwards for a time. Since 
then Dickie’s become a problem- 
daughter for the old people. She took 
to spelling Woman with a big W and 
man with a small m ; had digs of her 
own, and went in for that popular 
latter-day performance, living her own 
life, in the course of which she’s 
sometimes been out with the Militants I 
A Woman with a b:g TV being an 
almost impossible thing for even the 
cleverest mother to got off her hands, 
Lady Eamsgate is simply immensely 
relieved at the prospect of the wedding. 
But, dearest doesn't it seem horribi^ 
sad that a girl who began her career 
with such success as Dickie, should 
end by marrying a scientific man, and 
one who owes everything to his talents 
and nothing at all to family? (They 
say Sir Henry began life quite at the 
bottom of the ladder. Indeed, that lie 
was one of those fearful boys one gets 
so sick of, who walk from somewhere 
with bare feet.) Of course it won’t be 
an “ Obey ” wedding ; and I hear that 
quite a novel note will be introduced 
by the bridesmaids, caiTying dainty 
little velvet and gilt hammers, which 
they will hold above the bride’s head to 
form an arch as she goes out. Instead 
of flowers, broken glass will be strewn 
before her. 

Talking of weddings, quite different 
arrangements are made for an “ Obey” 
and a “ Won’t obey ” marriage as to 
gowns, decoration of the church, and 
the music played. Olga tells me that 
foi' an “ Obey ” wedding she designs 
quiet gracious submissive gowns, while 
for a “Won’t obey’’ one she introduces 
a note of defiance into the sleeve, and 
the hang of the train means “ I acknow- 
ledge no master ! ” She was naturally 
qmte affligie at the Hepbum-Dallamont 
marriage fiasco just before Lent. It 
was to have been a “ Won’t obey ’* 
wedding of the most marked de- i 



Bon. {iU the cdd of the tjunic). “ymv I woyi>Ku wiiat mi.ly as.s niD that!” 


scription, Jane Hepburn being simply 
enormously advanced, while Jimmy 
Dallamont is one of the quiet ones 
who wants nothing but peace with 
honour] Well, my dear, Olga siu*- 
passed herself in the bride’s and her 
maids’ “Won’t obey” gowns; the 
church was all dono in mauve, green 
and white, md the organist (Miss 
Jones, Mus.Doc.) played them in with 
her famous “ Woman’s March to 
Freedom.” And then, my Daphne, 
after all, th3 bride positively and 
actually promised to “love, honour 
and OBEY I ” An audible smile went 
through the packed church, and Miss 
J ones, Mus.Doc., left the organ-lof t in 
a fury and refused to play another 
note ! The explanation whispered i 
about afterwards was that, the evening 
before the wedding, Jimmy told Jane 


she was welcome to leave out “ obej'*,” 
but^ in that case he woul 1 leave out 
“ with all my worldly goods I thee 
endow” — and this amounts to some- 
thing in Jimmy’s case. These quiet 
ones often have a bit up their sleeve, 
haven’t they ? Ever thine, 

Blanche. 


Under the heading “ Successful 
Urmston Protest” we read in The 
Manchester Evening News ; — 

“ The coniplaiuts lodged yesterday with tlio 
officials of the company were so iiunierous and 
so well gmunded that they could not be ignored, 
and this moniiug the hundreds of Urmston 
\ eople \yho were yesteiflay left behind by tlie 
7.58 train to Manchester were acconunodated on 
an additional train leaving ac 8.55. ' 

Twenty- five hours soon go when you 
I have all the automatic machines to 
j play with. f 




JSreafhlef^s Lmhj (/o OEXTr.Y— M«. Hopkins— 


‘KINS— ri.EASE— DO liEMEMBEE—IT ’« LENT.* 


THE LYING PBOPHET. ! 

[Suggested by a study of the Mareh number 
of a, famous periodica!.] 

•Many, I v^een, the strike hit hard, 

But none were hurt so much as he, 
The soothsayer, the mystic bard, 

Boder of destiny, 

Who built a little tower on trust, 

A gassy fabric breathed from coal, 
And watched’ it* crurhble to the dust, 
Bbadshaw, the poor old soul 

Stop. As he idly penned the word, 
Little he dreamed how more than 
true , • 

His statement was. The engines heard, 
StOj). And they did stop too. 

** onhjy Sow serene. 

With what wise calm he used that 
phrase, . 

And now there is no 9.15, 

Sundays or Saturda}-s. 

And here 's a page of strife and din 
(It must have been tlie old man’s pet), 
Where, drunk with joy, he squeezes in 
The whole dashed alphabet. 

To mark his footnotes. Afternoon 
Or morning now there is no snip ; 
Where are the times of yestermoon ? 
Where is the Han well slip ? 


And so with all the wiles he planned 
Large output of laborious brains, 
The asterisks, the little hand 
That points to Other Trains. 

\ ain little hand ! Enough, enough ; 

I will not see page 94 ; 

Pathetic fragment of a cuff, 

Thou canst not aid me more. 

We saunter to the station now 
And seek the' casual guard, and say, 
I want to go to Sluff-on-Slongh, 

Could you do that to-day ? 

And if the guard is good and kind 
He tells the man in front to puff, 
And, keeping our request in mind, 

He sets us down at Sluff, 

But fallen is the pride of those 
Who knew their Bbadshaw', Perth 
to Tring, 

And jubilant areBfiADSHAw's foes, 
Who blessed the blooming thing. 

And he liimself~a poor wan ghost— 

I see him on some ancient loop, 

The trickiest piece he loved the most. 
His own dumbfounded dupe ; 

Waiting alone, but ah ! for what ? 

As the dull leaden hours roll by, 

“ I hear her — ^no, I hear her not, 
Porsaken — ^B badshaw— 1 1 ** 


At Basingstoke I see him, too, 

Sitting- on some deserted -seat, 

Or Blis worth Junction, watching 
through- 

Connections fail to meet, 

Or where the 6.5 should have stopped 
To set down from beyond Low Moor, 
He hath been marked, as twilight 
■ dropped, 

By some late roystering boor, 

Or underneath some silent arch 
' Still lingering for the spark to fall, 
In this tempestuous moon of March 
The wildest soul bf all. 

Evoe. 

, . j^’.P I'lctuve slows ITr. Asquitk. On 

his immediate left are Lord Moi'ley and Mr. 

^ seen Sir 

Edwai-d Grey wtli Lord Moricy and Earl Beau- 

f Morley hastening to join 

tlie Belshazssio feast.”— TJiwne. ^ 


He certainly got there. 

From a letter in The Daily 

4 . lids weakness 

towaixfa the Miners Fedemtion, with its ser- 
pent 8 head Wing the heel of the community. 
And why is the latter under its heel ? ” ^ 

Anyone who has stood on a serpent’s 
head from a position beneath its heel 
can answer this for us. 






r'<- 


March 27, 1912.] 

ESSENCE OF 
PARLIAMENT. 

(Extracted pkom 

THE DiAIir OP 

Toby, M.P.) 

Souse of Com- 
mons, Sonday, 

March 18. — In 
Tvhat is up to now 
comparatively brief 
career Winston 
bas suffered a 
marked sea change. 

He entered politi- 
cal life within the 
family fold. For 
sake of his father 
he was welcomed 
from both camps. 

Had he remained 
under Conservative 
flag he might to- 
day have come to 
be regarded as the 
rising hope of stern 
unbending Tory- 
ism. True son of 
his father, he could 
not be got to run ^iieS 
long in harness 
single or double. 

Prince Arthur, 

not fuUjr recognising possibilities that 
have since blazed in the political 
fomament, was perhaps a little sS- 
tempered with the assertive young 
man. Some of fto i-ank and file were 
positively rade. However it came about, 

uiider crowning 
msult when the Mmisterialists of the 
day grated his rising by walking out 
of the House, one day strolled over to 
camp and there remains. 

When, aftei- brief interval, his old 
friends and companions de& found him 
seated on Treasury Bench they deter- 
mined to make it hot for him. Dis- 
position took Parliamentary form of 

supplementary 
questions md greeting passages of his 
speeches with derisive noises. Winston 
went his way apparently regardless. 
He may have felt the arrow points- 
he never flinched. Sympathised with in 
the matter of annoyance at Question 
time, he protested that he rather li'ke d 
It; found it useful practice in art of 
readmess of fence. 

His indiffei-ence being disappointing, 
and httle got out of him in the way of 

ffn' practice graduaUy 
1^1 Oil ; it has now ceased. Nevertheless 
there remains, as in analogous cases, 
notably that of Don Jos6, a spirit of 
vexation among former comrades, the 
sharper when tinged with regret at loss 
of so brilhant a recruit, 

To-day, with kaleidoscopic move- 
ment peculiar to House, the Wanton 
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forceful phrases, 
he expounds his 
scheme of Navy 
Eoform and Main- 
tenance, gentlemen 
opposite are sur- 
prised into a cheer. 
Encom-agiug effect 
slightly chilled by 
ominous silence 
on Ministerial 
Benches below 
Gangway where sit 
the Labour Party. 
Also, faithful breast 
of OhaelieBbbes- 
NOBD disturbed by 
wliat he regards 
as unnecessary i 
chalieuge to neigh- 
bouring Power. ' 
“Why drag in 
Germany?" he 
asks, reminiscent 
of Whistleb anent 

V’^KLASQUEZ. 

Winston doesn’t 


uavo 

van-. IUlkovk, nith clwmetei-istie patriotism and disremi-l nf ..ii ** 

back into the lighting line.) emotion!^ conics 

Wkston finds himseH object of un- 
qualified applause from Benches oppo- 
site. As m lucid speech, built up with 



‘*THE HGHTIXG TEilERAlRP” ^ 

A menioiy ofTuasEK, wheli would seem t • AOAI^ ! WINSTON doesn’t 

in- uses. ’ to mdieafc that ovcu - rnmd if his woi-ds 

Ihiu-ura, nith ehameteiistio patriotism and ... ^6 ^stasteful to a 

section of Ins own 
Party. The most 
,, , amiable of men 

cant please everybody. AsforCHABEiB 
u in course of his 

w^h, he made frequent reference to 
Germany, Winston raised his eyebrows 

His plan of Naval defence summed 
AW memorable sentence. “We 
ready to 

fhtt* avm-age moment anything 
that any possible enemy might hurl 
against us at his selected moment.’’ 

Basils cfo«c.— First Lord submits 
Naval Estimates for the year. Eeoeived 
with plaudits by Opposition; listened 
tom ominous sUence below Gangway 
on Mmisterial side. ^ 

Tufisdfay.— House presented crowded 
appearance seen only once or twice in 

Noble Lords rushed in and 

for seats as if tliey were mere 
pittit® at door of His Majesty’s 
Th^tre. Foreign Ministers crowded 

' W .Tier on tier rose 

jhiiOT of Strangers beaming with 
I satisfaction at their good luck. Everv 
seat on floor of House appropriated, 
late comers found uneasy raiting-plaee 

^ Sronp stood by 

nlled both side galleries, 
ifepeotation raised high by promise 

with 

opportunity for 
ambitions orator. Occasion a National 
crisis ; splendid audience within sound 
of voice, and aU the world listening at 


I hoaqvejs and \n-eaths ! EeaJly, most 

patifyiDgJ Ihia popularity is almost em- 
barm^ng i I ITow iileascd Lloyd ihorge will 
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the door. isouiTs. !i.s nesTiol r j * j . 


the ^r. isQuiTH. as usual, con- 
f*. business in 

hand. . His tek .was to justify action 
7 .™ **7“® past fortnight; to 

lament failure of mediatory procedure • 
to emound consequent legislative pro^ 
posals, and to recommend them^ to 
approval. Spoke for fifty minutes' 
something beyond his average length, 
oiappi^ exordium, dispensed 'with 
peroration. Did not angle for cheers. 
C^ai^y caught none. Lack of 

of ’^+7!°° speaker, absence 

of enthusiasm among audience, acted 
and reacted vpitb result decidedly dull 1 
Bohnee Law promptly foilowing' 
as, on n&mcr aroAl-a^ ^ 1 ® : 


sentang to listening Senate an attitude 
not exactly graceful. At opening of 
speech to-day, leaning elbows on the 
bi-ass-bound box, he clutched the other 
nm with both hands. Not bemg birds, 

asbirBoixEEocHEremarkedin another 
connection, as long as they were kept 
in this position they couldn’t be in 
trouser pockets. Force of habit not over- 
come in course of a few weeks. Pretty 
to see how when-BoKHEE was intent on 
pursuing his argument, the hands, un- 
consciously unloosed, strayed back to- 
jNards their nest. Occasionally they 
®onnes ^as reLlute^. 
btraiglitway hauled them forth and 

idild. them eni; n-n 


mm h!^ fao'nLTm^W « ■ “rS?' 

he expressed doubt of Ministerial distraction ae- 
! measme. Sfience fell when, fromlsnSf maladroitness of 

I time to time, he hedged nrotesfiW i -j®? things 

absence of desire to snttch Paify ad! miov OpeI 

vantage out of National predicaLnt I 

Xn one r&snar.i: fita , >©itainl\. Or was it due te 


vA^oAic bu Buaiicn ii'arty ad- 

tunity, by 


I.« .7 ^ ^UOIH. rBEAHEB 

M carefuUy prepared his address, 
braging voluminous notes, to which 
he constantly referred. Bokxek 
no notes during its deliverv nor didi 

Sf%aS 

Has aimost succeeded in mastering 
to which, at out! 
set of bis leadership, a friendly pen 
called attention. Unencumbered bv 
mMu^ript, he did not quite know 
what to do with his han^. So he 
put them in his trousers’ pocket, pre- 1 


*un%. by freque^n^toprjtir M 

quesrions, led Bonkeb into pitfalls 
2 ^ch one with briefer Parliam^S 

m^t ®'tts of speech 

might easily have avoided. ^ 

Low down on Front Opposition 
Bench, a quarter affected by Parlia- 
mentarj- Monarchs retired fi4m Ssi- 
ness, sat Bhikce Aethub intentlv 

pence for his thoughts about speech of 
suwessor in Lead^hip. ^ " 

Business done.— Coal Alines Bill, 
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embodying principle of minimum wa'^e 
Beading agreed 1:0 

v.ithoufc division. 

Fiiday. — Man’s inhumanity to 
woman, which makes countless 
riionsands mom-n, illustrated afresh. 
Oood luck at ballot-box attending that 
preiix clmalier Ago-Gaeunee, to-day 
was eaily in Session set apart for 
boeond Beading of the measiu-e called 
the Concihation Bill because it does 
not fvdly meet the views of any section 
of Woman’s Suffrage Paity. Every- 
thmg was prepared, including sheaf of 
speeches. Even when urgency of Coal 
btiiEe made _ necessary' immediate 
tegisiaiiye action Peeuiee left un- 
touched the Eights of Woman to to- 
day s sitting. In order to keep the 
rK proposed that Coal Mines 
Bill should be rushed through so that 
it might leave the Commons last night 

Arrangement embodied inPEEMiEB’s 

Besolution dealing with business of the 
wwk. Enter Leadeb op Oppositicn 
with dem^dfor day:s interval bet ween 
rnfepduetion and Second -Beading. 

fTia ^omfuUy. asked, “has 

the House of Commons to do with 

Sr»rsr!* ” »' 

Pbbmiee struggled for some time 
agamst pressure thus brought to bear 
upon him. Personally desirous of 



Admiral (of tlie 
racioTisly aeknowli 
-louse, the distiu 
Chuuchill. 


Blue) Alan^ Bt'KGorxE 
jes, across the floor of the 
med services of Admiral 




„ - *■ _ rz 
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having question submitted to House 
at earliest possible moment. Every 
day that passes minimises effect of 
Suffragettteroutrage, more effective than 
ordered speech in spoiling chances of 
any measure giving votes to women. 
Sense of House however with Bonner. 
Woman's opportunity meanly filched 
with promise of restoration by-and-by. 

Btisimss. ^ Coal Mines Bill 

dealt with in Committee. 

COUET SITTING. 

[An essay in Bill-Sikeoloiry, after the emotional 
method of The Daily Graphic.] 

A HUSH fell on the assembled com- 
pany. A man who was eating an 
orange let it fall noisily to the floor. 
Through the doors at the further end 
of the^ court entered a stalwart figure. 
The air at once became electric. For 
it was William Sikes, labourei’, charged 
with violence towards the woman he^ 
had made his wife. He was between 
two warders, advancing, amid a tense 
silence, towards the dock. As one 


looked at him one could not but admire 
the man. Standing there in the 
splendour of Jiis muscular prime, his 
mighty veined hands clasped in a 
quiescent ^ pose, his great strength 
balanced in an attitude of dogged in- 
difference, he forced upon the most 
casual observer a profound train of 
reflection — ^reflections on the grandeur 
of intellect subdued to sinew, of mind 
merged in mass. 

This man, with the far-off look in 
his vitreous eyes, cast upon me thati 
unspeakable glamour of the criminal I 
classes. I felt that he was a Power, a 
Prime Cause, His presence in the 
I crowded room made other men appear 
small. The personality of magistrate 
and clerk faded before this son of 
untamed Nature. I mused, as I felt 
that all around me must be musing, 
upon what this creature might have 
been. The soul is the plaything of its 
environment. And yet what petty 
man-made charge was this brought 
against him? “Beating his wife.” 


So it was written on the charge-sheet, 
in all the narrowness of conventional 
phrasing! How pitifully inadequate 
we felt the phrase to be £ What life- 
forces yet unsounded lie behind each 
common act! The woman perhaps 
had betrayed him by a sympathy too 
restricted for the needs of this massive, 
primal, tree-like being. And was no 
voice to be raised now to plead indul- 
gence for those vagaries which are 
surely Nature’s ^ .vn ? . . . . As the 
judge passed sen.^^nce and William 
Sikes puckered his mouth at the 
relentless verdict, I sat motionless 
undei the spell of a masterful per- 
sonality. Three months wuth bard 
j labour, .... Outside the court could 
I be heard the tmfiBed roll of vehicles, 
the swish and rumble of taxi-cabs. 
Newsboys were shouting their final 
scores. And William Sikes passed I 
slowly, with confident step, through ! 
those dark swinging doors-— a son of 
toil going forth undaunted to his 
labour. 
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AT. THE PLAY, 

“ Milestones.” 

The three Acts of Milestones are 
dated 1860, 1885 and 1912. Of these 
three periods I can onlj' claim to know 
the last intimately. I do not regret it : 
for this play by Mr. Arnold Bennett 
and Mr. Edward Knoblauch leaves 
me quite conte^'ited to belong to the 
twentieth century. Superior as I think 
the clothes, the hairdressing, the fur- 
nishing, and other outwSi-cl arts of 
1912, to those of 1885 or 1860, my 
evening at the Eoyalty convinced me 
that the present day showed a still 
gi'eater superiority in the matter of 
playwriting. Could anything so good 
as Milestones have come out of 1885 
or 1860 ? Whether it could or not, it 
certainly didn’t. 

Of course, a dramatist writing in 1912 
of events which happened in 1860 can 
get considerable advantage from his 
later knowledge. When John Bhead 
and Samuel Sibley f partners in an ii'on 
works, quarrel over John*s vision of a 
future in which iron ships take the 
place of wooden, the scene is the more 
effective from the fact that the audience 
knoics what the future holds. But this 
knowledge must be used with care. It 
would not be fair to hold up to mock- 
ery eveiy bit of old Toiyism which has 
gone wrong. The 1906 remarks of the 
most progressive of us about aeroplanes 
could be laughed at in a 1916 farce. 
In this respect the authors show a 
proper restraint; they do not work for 
the cheap laugh. The lesson that they 
are out to teach is not that times 
change, but that human nature remains 
much the same through it all. 

One might almost call Milestones 
another “lesson for fathers.” It shows 
two families growing from youtli to ' 
old age; but the dominating figure 
throughout is John Bhead. I think 
the middle-aged and old would do 
well to study the develojiment of 
Bhead \ it would help them to realise 1 
that inasmuch as they are at odds : 
with the youtli of to-day they are at ! 
odds with their own youth of years ago. \ 
The acting was masterly all through, j 
The players were put to an unusually ) 
difficult test; they liad to represent t 
two, or in some cases three different ’ 
p^ple who were yet the same person. 1 
Mr. Dennis Eadie and Miss Haideb i 
Wright in particular gave remarkable t 
performances. Miss Evelyn Weeden ^ 
only appeared in two Acts. She was c 
the image of a Du M.\ubier girl in 1885, 
and quite the modem mother in 1912, ^ 
In both scenes she acted finely. But,* c 
indeed, all the acting was good ; 1912 t 
has nothing to learn from any other 1: 
y*ar about that, e 


My heartiest thanks to the authors 
for writing and to Messrs. Vedrenne 
and Eadie for producing this play. 

A new curtain-raiser at the Hay- 
market gave wiser people than myself 
an excuse for seeing Bunty Pulls the 
Strings for the SOOfch time. I took the 
opportunitj^ of seeing it for the first 
time. If there is anybody else in 
London or the provinces as careless 
of true art and humour as I ‘ had 
shown myself to be up to last Tues- 
day, then let him take warning from 
[this. I fear I have neglected Bunty 
too long to have any right to praise 
her now, but I shouk. be very sorry not 






JoJiii llheiul (the ehicbf). ‘‘Fine fellows, but 
nothing like wliat I was at their ago.’* 

2'he Three JvJui HhecttJs ... Mr. Djennk Eadie. 

to have dropped my mite into the over- 
flowing plate which Weelum holds for 
her. So let me just say that she and 
her friends gave me the happiest 
evening I have ever spent in a theatre. 

M. 


THE SPRING PURVEYOR. 

You may not have obsen^ed it, but 
Spi’ing has not come this year. I ig- 
nore your boastings about your gardens. 
I maintain that a glance at your daily 
paper will show you that spring is not 
liere. Are the robins building in pillar- 
boxes ? Are the hop-shoots growing 
at the rate of six inches per day 9 
Where is the tree-pipit ? And the reedl 
bunting ? You surely have missed the 
reed-bunting I What has become of 
the barred umber moth ? Is the tooth- 
w'ort in flower ? Has the mole- cricket 
churred ? 

You must admit that you don’t know. 
Why? Because the coal-strike has 
crowded me out. There is no room for 
the purveyor of spring. For years I 
have heralded to you the coming of the 
cheerful season. You must have read 


L's hundreds of my bright little pars about 
e the reed-bunting as you whirled through 

the Tube to business. How often bare 

you read in March, “Walkiug in my 
r- garden this evening I was delighted to 
If hear the cheerful churring of the mole- 
le cricket— surest sign of the advent of 
e Spring.” You shared my uncertaint}" 
ft as to whether the mole-cricket were 
n bird, beast or insect, but you must 
s admit that little par gave you a whiff 
d of the country and made you think 
1 - about buying a new straw hat. * 
a And now the editors send back the 
ij tree-pipit, the barred umber moth, and 
0 even the reed-bunting (this is the 
t unkindest cut of all, for the reed-bunt- 
ing has paid my rates for years), and 
demand something topical. I am re- 
duced to this lamentable style of nature 
note: — 

. The Strike in the Country, 

Residents in the Fen districts view 
the prospect of a coal shortage with 
comparative calm. Acres of dry reeds 
—the choice resorts of the reed-bunt- 
ing — are bein| cut, and, after being 
stacked for a time, make an excellent 
household fuel. 

One is uncertain whether to attri- 
bute to the prevalent labour unrest the 
fact, vouched for by more 'than one 
naturalist, that the neck of the wry- 
neck is wijer than ever this season. 

New varieties of fuel are in great 
request, and more than one naturalist 
; has suggested that the oil-beetle {Cara- 
bus), so common in country lanes at 
this season, might be used for heating 
purposes. Provided that a sufficient 
, quantity could be obtained there is no 
doubt that the oil in this variety of 
beetle would possess excellent burning 
qualities. 

The growth of the hop-shoots in my 
garden— one increased 5*4:32 inches 
yesterday— reminds one that refuse 
hops treated with 3 per cent, of 'their 
weight in petroleum make a very hot 
fuel, suitable for bakers’ ovens. 

The churring of the mole-cricket as 
it burrows in the ground — surest sign 
of the advent of spring — ^makes one 
hope that we shall soon hear the cheer- 
fid song of the miner as he proceeds to 
his underground burrowing. [Perhaps • 
a little far-fetched, but the mole-cricket 
has been a faithful friend to me for so 
long, and I will not desert him in his 
[hour of trial.] The destruction of a 

S e number of old pollard trees for 
in the country districts makes one 
doubt whether the tree-pipits will find 
sufficient building accommodation. It 
would indeed be one of the saddest 
results of the industrial unrest if it re- 
sulted in the destruction of this most 
interesting species. 



Lady. **Well-^I wo^ld—if teeke was another woman there.” 


*!Nu\v suiTotixa you were alone wiru 


[And profitable species. Anyone can 
write about a thrush, but it takes an 
authority to do justice to the tree-pipit.] 
The removal of the smoke-cloud 
which usually hangs over the Northern 
industrial districts has had a curious 
effect on insect life. Several naturalists 
report that the barred umber moth in 
these localities is distinct!}; lighter in 
colour this year. * i 

And the tooth-wort 

But I could not drag the tooth- wort 
in. ^ And that is the real motive of this 
article — to reassTO the anxious public. 
The tooth-wort is flowering or la}ung 
its eggs or digging its burrow precisely 
as usual 

From “Books Eeceivcd’’ in The Law 
Times : — 

“Adam on Woman and Crim?.” 

Well, he ought to know. 

A well-known member of the House 
of Commons ” writes to The Standard: 

^ “The walrus in Gilbert's famous ‘ ftib Ballad * 
‘deeplysymi^thised' with the 

oysters.” 

We deeply sympathise' with the M.P. 
who has never heard of Lewis Oarrolii. 


THE GAEDENEB*S CAT. 

The gardener’s cat ’s called Mignonette, 
She hates the cold, she hates the wet. 
She sits among the hothouse flowers 
And sleeps for hours and hours and 
houi*s. 

She dreams she is a tiger fierce 
With great majestic claws that pierce, 
She sits by the hot- water pipes 
And dreams about a coat of stripes ; 

And in her slumbers she will go 
And stalk the sullen buffalo, 

And when he roars across the brake 
bhe does not wink, she does not wake. 

It must be perfectly immense 
To dream with such magnificence, 

And pass the most inclement day 
In this indeed stupendous way. 

She dreams of India’s sunny dime. 

And only wakes at dinner-time, 

And even then she does not stir 
But waits till milk is brought to her. 

How nice to be the gardener's cat, 

She troubles not for mouse or rat, 

But, when it *s coming down in streams. 
She sits among the flowers and ieams! 


The gardener’s cat would be the thing, 
Her dreams are so encouraging ; 

, She dreams that she 's a tiger, yet 
She 's just a cat called Mignonette ! 

* * -j:* 

The moral 's this, my little man— 
Sleep neath life’s hailstones when you 
can. 

And, if you ’re humble in estate, 

Dream splendidly, at any rate 1 

A Dutch nurseryman has been get- 
ting £23 a bulb for a new gladiolus. 
He now spells it Glad Eye. 

Ml*. Idwardl'. Wilbern is at yiicuheard’s 
aj^cer a two moEtbs trip to the Soudan and Upper 
"iypt. ^ He sees a gi-cat improvement in Eaypt 
since Jus last visit in 1904, finds hotels better 
here than on the Riviem in Europe and as good 
as Palm ^ach, Florida. Finds climate here 
better, and the tourists and travellers one meets 
are more intelligent brighter, greater students, 
than any W inter resort elsewhere. He predicts 
a Mure for 1*^ under Lord K&chencr 
and H.H. the kliedive. He sails for Enriand 
March 18th by the S.S. Amha.** ^ 
Llgypfimi JITomhiy 2^ncs. 

It is a fateful week for England. We 
hope he will not be disappointed vrifli 
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OUR BOOKING"OFFICE. | the move modest philosophic observers of life of 

(By 2lr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerfis ) jto-^ay none has for foibles a quicker eye than Captain 

It is iho genial calm ct Mr. W B Nobbis that j„. “g^^tialmg and tolerant way of 

mademehisflonstantEeader. Hemfee^ to St edited 

Ile devises situations which would make tlm Brothers f*?® ?ver been on 

Melville leap about screaming with joy and instead of ’• “>>^6 of social 

holding them and hammering them into the ’ g... P™*®— (Aenold), with 

misses them in a few easy seLni“ and goes on ouiftiv ■' f^®rP t^® 

With his story. The effect of this resfcraiz^ is deli^^htfullv! m leisured circles are touched off, 

soothing. After some of the books I have been reading * Tnv] ^ tmism that is none the less forcible 

lately, Paul’s Parayon (Constable) fell upon mv senses 'hi to the reader, although 

ItIta cnmmiai* *ATT4.i,« — ii * ^ , 1 bad uot tlio Wife to scfe it down ; as thus, “The social 

AA- 1 *1 • •. - .. .. 


like summer dew. All the materials ai'e there for a melo- 
dmma. A supposedly dead father returns to life and is 
wi]^d out by an eartiAijuake ; a husband discovers the hero 
in bis wife s company in thoroughly compromising circum- 
stances; thehei-oine, engaged to another, suddenly finds 

that she loves tlie hero ; a 

swindler, after seventeen years, ! 
meets his dupe, and is un- 
masked. Icet not onco is 3^Ir. 

Nonius thrown out of his^ 
easy stride. He declines to; 
become cheap. I have hardly ’ 
ever read a review of any of! 

Mr. Nonnis's books in which 1 
the adjective “polished** did! 
not occur, and 1 cannot keep | 
it out of this one. PanVa t 
Paragon is polished. The! 
characters are built up with an ; 
effortless skill that makes ■ 


- ^ I.AAALO, Al-o OUi:^AUlJ. 

etiquette of sea-bathing demands that the first person to 
enter the vasty deep shall take a quite disproportionately 
optimistic view of the temperature of tlie water.” 

Their cigarettes were poised in their shapely hands, their 
^ , glances were ominous and 

'their gestures sinister, their 
fingers twitched convulsively, 
and now- and then they 
murdered each other; for the 
most part, however, their 
faces wore inscrutjible expres- 
sions. So much for the men 
in Anton of the Al^)s 
(Methuen).^ The ladies were 
only two in number, but 


them living men and women, 
There are no crudities. His ; 
hero has faults, and the nearest 
approach to a villain,' the 
hero's father, has virtues. And : 
so with all the other charac- ! 
ters. They act naturally and 
they talk naturally. Even . 
about the earthquake there ! 
is a well-bred air, as if it liad ' 
been at a public school. 


In taking a “select” coach- 
ing establishment near Geneva 
for the scene of her story, 

Miss aA.lexandea Watson lias 
~as far ^ I know — struck new ground. 



Ernnnl -1*0 o77 ^Auuau. jjenmm'S (SMITH, 

2^Ll’ ^ of the ordbary school 

Story, ^ and, instead of seeing the hero piling up centuries 

number of goals, we actually find 
bm thmkmg more about his career than about athbtios. 
Bomld Leim was under a cloud when he went to Den- 

snobbiest of snobs, and 
was admitted on reduced terms. How the hero 

ia^M vf ultimately conquered them 

IS told TOth a cl^r perception of both tlie joy and the 
boyhood. In fact, I would praise this tale with- 
out rese^e if I could heheve m the master, Mr. Price, who 
®«ci^ such an estrwrdmary influence over his pupils 

m5 i,f 1 “"i!! '^’**>bout protest! 

^ eating too many 

he raid dnly, “I won’t improve the oscasioif! 
Gluttony brings its own punishment. . . It’s strange 

teat some people invariably interpret freedom as a per- 
mi^on to m^e beasts of themselves." What this W 

“•*“ !»* lal 


what they lacked in quantity 
they .made up in quality, for 
they were overpo W'eringly 
beautiful, and ready, upon an 
instant’s notice, to love with 
a burning passion that should 
never falter. The splendid 
Catrina was, I admit, a little 
credulous towards the end, 
and allowed herself to be 
put off* her climax of love by 
such an unauthenticated re- 
port of Bichard St Aubyn^e 
past as her lifelong associa- 
tion with liars and assassins 
should have taught her either 
to disbelieve or to overlook. 
Hut no doubt her nerves 
^ had been shaken by the 


BIOOKAPHICAL BY-WAYS. 
cSSlf' ego-tbick fbom hjs 


Certainly 


mine were, and yet it was impossible to pause for a 


moment and calm oneself. I do not quarrd with Mr*! 
W. Victor Cook for the manner of his story. My com- 
pbint IS that, having done with the schemes and plots 

' ®®®®'P®® ^be young and irresistible 
Enghshman abroad, I find the life I have to live at home 
so complex, by contrast, and yet so lukewarm, so devoid of 

passions, and, all the present crises notwith- 
standing, so monotonous. 


"Carsival at Micareme. ■ ■ 

Micaicm*.— The annual festivities took place yesterday," 

Wo 7j I . CumH Daily Dulleiin. 

M tefso a** !i»a. w hM 


“Oiteer only seUing to buy heavy twin for sidecar. No offers.” 

- »i, ,s.r;;ruS’oSt.; 
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It is interesting to note what will 
cause a sensation to-clay, by reason of 
its novelty, in this country, A Labour 
Member caused one in the House of 
Commons last week by stating that 
one’s citizenship ought to be higher 
than one’s trade -unionship, and with 
him it would be. 

* * 

Mr. JSjxG, "who has been writing in 
iLxpvcss on the Labour Members, 
will, if he is not careful, get himself 
disliked. Take the following passage : 
— "This twentieth century— off the 
stage— is rather bluired as to types. 


I ooiiie aiciscs Jiave a pretty conceit of 
I themselves. We liave received an ; 
invitation from one of them requesting [ 
, the pleasure of showing us liis pictures * 
from 2.30 to 0. We might be able to* 
hold out for 10 minutes, but for three 
hours and a half 

By the way, if the strike proceeds, 
good times for artists are prophesied. ] 
As fuel gets^ scarcer there is little! 
doubt that painters in oils, at any rate, ! 
will be able to dispose of tiieir works ' 
at last. j 

A certain amount of sympathy, but 
not too much, is beiug e.xpressed for j 


Some burglars who entered an Ilford 
house last week consumed many bottles 
of beer they found there, and in conse- 
quence overlooked a box containing 
cash and jewellery. Temperance advo- 
cates, we hear, intend to make capital 
out of this by bringing the facts to 
the notice of burglars throughout the 
countiy. ... 

What a fall was there, my country- 
men ! " Harry Lawrence, an ex-soldier, 
whose movements in Devonport Dock- 
yard aroused suspicion, was charged at 
Devonport yesterday with espionage, 
but no evidence on this accusation was 
offered, and so he was just sentenced 



In mew op the dislocation of the TU.MN .services and consequent Dl.'^.VPl'OINT.HENT OP MVNY WOULD-PE PiLCF-GOEPcs IT m 
PROPOSED TO RUN A SpIlIXO HANDICAP PROM TRAFALGAR SQUARE TO LUDOATE CiRCUS ON EVSI'ER ilOSDAV PROVIDED SUPFICIEVT 
FOUR-WHEELERS CAPABIX OP ACCOMPLISHING THE DISTANCE CAN BE FOUND TO ENTER. ^UONDAV, PROMDED bUPFICIEM 


Bor instance, many modern burglars 
whom I have seen , might have been 
taken for Sunday School superinten- 
dents ratlier than burglars ; and this is 
true of the House of Commons.” 

* si* 

Sergeant Ejllick, o£ the Surrey 
County Constabulary, has, in less than 
twelve months, been responsible for 
136 motorists being fined for exceed- 
ing the speed limit at Swan Corner, 
Leatherhead ; and the Sergeant’s 
chances of having his memory im- 
mortalised by the erection of a statue 
at the Eoyal Automobile Club are 
growing worse every day. 

TJie Evening News claims to have 
discovered the tiniest dog in London. 
It weighs 11b. 8|ozs. But what we 
would like to know is this: Does it 
bite, or does it sting ? 


'.one of the Allen gang of American 
bandits, who vras so unfortunate as to 
fall into a vat of boiling whiskey at 
his illicit distillery, suffering injuries 
which greatly facilitated ins capture 
by the police. 

It was thoughtless of The Daihj 
Ghronicle to entitle a review of a re- 
cently published book of travel, Islands 
of the Sun. We shall have Germany 
after them, * 

Bookmakers have been ordered to 
. leave BAle before the 1st of May. It 
I will be remembered that some months 
I ago they were turned out of Holland. 
‘ A dear old lady with literary leanings, 
touched by the wanderings of these 
modern Ishniaels, now offers to liouse 
six of the outcasts in her cottage upon 
! proof of blameless pasts. 


to fourteen days’ imprisonment for 
stealing an umbrella.” 

Bill has been introduced in the 
Legislature of Maryland to legalise 
lynching. If this is passed, it will 
undoubtedly put an end to much 
lawlessness. 


Prom " Etiquette Queries ” in IIo7ne 

^ **My hrotlier lias been asked to play golf out- 
side London by a City friend, and he wants to 
know how he should dress. Answer, A rough 
tweed coat or Norfolk jacket and pants, puttees 
round his legs, thick boots, and a clo& cap. 
He must remember he may need an exti'a wi'ap 
for cold days,” 

Inside London, of course, the proper 
costume is bowler hat, grey sweater, 
chest-protector and spurs — a pair of 
puttees, on cold days, being worn 
round the neck. 


VOL. CXLir. 
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; THE FAITHFUL TRUANT, 

THEiii2 are who love — I love them too — ■ 

^J^hc golden borders of the ticleless sea, 

The sudden glint of sapphire blue 

Where the way winds by little hollowed coves ; 
And pine-woods folded in the lee 
Of the red hills that laugh on Yalescure, 

And green of Jilenton's tei’raeed olive-grove^, 

And all that Teuton-haunted Cote d’xA?;ur. 

And there are those — ^my taste is theirs 
(In moderation) — ^who delight to mote 
From Monte up to purer airs, 

By Agel’s beetling zigijag, full of tricks ; 

Or from Castillon’s eyrie float 
To far Sospello^s watered vale—andall 
iT’-i homely game of pills and sticks, 

W Inch lacking, Paradise itself would pall. 

Some praise Provence, and so do I. 

likes me, that superb retreat 
Of Holiness in exile, higli 

Over the flood-rent bridge whose ancient floor 
Hang to the circling danse's beat ; 

And Arles, whose women stole her conqueror’s heart, 
mi Nunes where none but \andals may ignore 
The nei’ce mosquitos and the Roman’s art. 

Oive me tlie Languedoc viueland soil, 

Russets and roans and browns and velvet grevs 

U hose mirth almady counts the spoil ‘ ’ 

vats— you nevQv guessed 
i he earth could smile so many ways ; 

And, at the road’s end, as the dusk comes on, 
biidden and stark against a fiery west 
The towera and bastioned walls of Carcassonne ! 

But best I love— or, if I don’t, 

I ought to- London at the first of Sprin*^ 

To-day less gi’imy than her wont 

mine-strike. Homefrom those fair lands 
W inch X have sought (above) to sing, 
i or London still must glow this patriot soul, 

. } onder ash to which I stretch my hands. 

Being my last lone lump of kitchen coal. ’ 

O.S. 


"Sur le pout d’Avigjoii, 

On y tkiise, tons cn roud.”-.rVfr/SW//. 

A KING IN EXILE. 

I;r Y®!:® i^oo that I had the honour of meeting His 
Majesty the iung Penguin. When I first saw S. h^ 
was standing, absorfied in meditation, by the margin of the 
Sea-hons Pool. He held his pinions slightirbS 
him, and his general attitude, together with his pearl-srey 
protuberant white %Taistcoat, wa® Z 
L aware, quite strikingly suggestive 

of the Emperor Napomon at St. Helena. 

The larger Sea-lion was lying on an overiianging rock 
mdeavourmg by incessant barks to convey to ite iieeper’ 
just then enpged in conversation with a fellow-offimal’ 
that the Pubhc (represented by me on this occasion) would 

m behaviour evidently struck King Pensuin, who 
a fixed allowance from Government of twenty-four 
fresh hemngs a day, as lacking both m dignity and self- 


restraint. He regarded the Sea-lion with a half- shut 
supercilious eye. 

Presently the Keeper approached the enclosure, and the 
unseemly haste with which both Sea-lions wallowed 
till ough the water and flopped open-mouthed towards the 
bars still further disgusted their royal feUow-captive. It 
IS truo that King Penguin also made a forward movement, 
um tins was merely in gracious recognition of a favom-ite 
retainer. He would rather have starved than sue to him 
for fish! 

Iguoring the Sea-lions’ importunities, much to King 
Penguin s satisfaction, the Official inquired if I would like 
to be presented to His Majesty; an offer which I of course 
accepted, though not without secret misgivings as to the 
manner of mj' reception. So I was taken through a gate, 
and mstnioted to remain at the end of a path until the 
eYMonavch was_ headed and turned in my direction. His 
advance was leism'aly, which gave me time to note the 
brilliancy of his canaiy-yeUow gills, the effective patch of 
salmon-red on hw under-beak, and the rich orange glow 
that flushed his throat, and faded into warm ivory-white on 
Ins imposmg paunch. He turned his head from side to side 
X ’ interest m every other object but 

myself that was perhaps intended to impress me with a 
insignificanbe. If so, I can only say 

foi a shght tendency on the part of the royal toes to turn 
m from which one might infer that he hi spent a con- 
siderable portion of his earlier life in the sad^e. 

As he drew nearer, I hastened to make way for him with 
a defei'ence that I trust escaped servility, and soon he stood - 

commanding statoe of 
well 01 er three feet. But he made no effort to put me at 

“I®“^^’i'a 8 smeht became still more painful 
when his Custodian joined us, and, after instructing me to 

me to test the softness of 
H s Majesty’s back. I did so~tentativeIy, because this is 
nifentnL°“® ^°"^d liardly venture .upon with even' a f aUen 
potentate. Still I can testify that the royal back is 

ii^Tt° loiter should have gone on strok- 

^ ‘ received an intimation from the 

® beak— that he 

ediatelj, and he remained aloof and impassive, while his 
bi^aphy.^^^® ^ leading facts from the King’s 

I learnt that he was a widower, his consort havinff 
aTereavIml Antarctic realm® 

eH>re 8 sion; I should- say that 
h,!^®w- hand has ah-eady heiled the blow and 
that His Majesty would be dully -prepared to off® his 
pmion m se^des voces to any Penguin princess who was 

ShS pSL, are sevei-al 

Zi u - tne premises, they are all undersized 

° beneath his notice that he has 

ftviaf nn^f •’c^-ayed the slightest consciousness of their 
^istence. They are democratic little beggars, however 

or nS. he knows them 

At this stage of the interview there was a resrettaWp 
misunderstanding which I feared at one time woffid hrintr 

w.«u. “ '*’®®“ grossly insulted bv mv 

nmb^, an unassuming acoessorv who I T 

Harff “wapable of any ii^oprietv 

2uSv apologies before\e sK)4d S 

^uaiiy unreasonable annoyance with mv overennt 
eems he has a confirmed cflslike to any object that fla^ 
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ECLIPSED. 

^ AFBAID I SHAN'T HIAKE MUCH OF A HIT WITH 
THIS. IT'S SURE TO BE CUT OUT BY THE COLLIER PROBLEM PIOTURK' 

[Th» HgUb hoi,, gontlemaa h under a n.i«>i,prel>enBlon if he iinagme, tl«.t Mr. John Coluku u, to exhibit « ptohlem picture this jca> .] 






Ai’eii. 3 , 1912 .] 


_PUKCII,_01i_THE LOXDON OfIAEl\‘AEr. 



Jan. «Oi BE C01^•’ TE^r \YE A sniLu.N’ ox wrrtt thb 'cts, Geaege; Oi c.vs catch ’r.v w '2 boms.” 


about. It is distressing to think how these Sea-lions must 
get on his nerves 1 

I Tvas beginning to feel that I had impressed him un- 
favourably, and might consider mysell dismissed from his 
presence, when all at once he raised his beak, elongated 
lus neck, closed his eyes, and drew several deep breaths. 
This, I was informed, to my intense surprise and gratifica- 
tion, meant that, as a special mark of favour, he was 
actually about to unbend so far as to sing to me 1 I fanc}' 
it was a little thing of his own, but it was his techiiqm 
that simply electrified me. His compass bad so wide a 
range, comprising, as it did, the dolorous screech of the 
peacock predicting rain, the raucous vivacity of the early 
village cock, and the strident roar of a steam- siren. There 
can be no question that, had his lot been cast in a less 
exalted sphere, he would have won his spurs in 
modern German Grand Opera. But Bate has willed it 
otherwise. 

At the conclusion of the melody he not only bowed to 
me with solemn old-world courtesy, but was so condescend- 
ing as to oblige again ! After which he bowed to me once 
more—but this time it was merely to signify that the 
audience was at an end, and I withdrew. 

I trust that I may be pardoned if I have X'ecorded this 
incident with a certain elation. Never before has Eovalty 
sung to me. I do not think it at all likely that Eoyalty 
will ever do so again. But the experience will always 
remain firmly imprinted on my memory. 

^ Even the greatest, however, have their moments of pet- 
tiness, and I deeply regret to say that, amicably as His 
Majesty parted from myself, he still maintained his implac- 
able resentment towards my unoffending umbrella ! F. A. 


TO A MODEEN “LADIES’ MAN." 

[piscnssing tUe “1912 Ladies" Man,” a wi-iter in an evening paper 
telares that he may be clean shaven, but he is above all else * jnan&/ 
lie IS stdl a Ladies" Man ' because he is i-eady to assi&t her (the mod^ 
girl) with her schemes."’] ' i «« 

Thomas, they tell me you are wont to follow 
The Flowers of Female Fashion like a bee, 

Sipping their honied tattle, while you swallow 
Pint after pint of tea. 

You don’t remind me, somehow, of a dandy, 

^ I like the firmness of your shaven cheek"; 

You look as if your muscles might be handy ; 

Your mouth is far from weak. “ i 

And yet the ** Ladies’ Man ” was once, I fear, a 
Person composed of gush and social gas, 

Who, from the pictures of an earlier era. 

Looked like a silly ass. 

Apart from compliments he iifctei*ed gaily, I 

In manly converse he wjis all but dumb ; 

While girls regard you, so I gather daily, 

More as a super-clium. “ I 

You take an interest in their golf and liockey, ^ 

Discuss the thrilling drama of the day, 

Or else the “ Vote; " and if your views are rocky 
They like your winning way. 

I think I know, in fact, liow well you carry 
Your manly figure in their gentler life ; 

And, Thomas, I am sure the girl vou marry 
Will be a lucky wife. 
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AN OPINION OF THE CRISIS. 

Charles looked up from his desk, 
littered Mutb papers, as Our Eepresent- 
ative entered Jiis chambers. “ You 
want, I take it,” lie said, “ a few words 
from me upon the present dispute, to 
lay before the readers of your m*eafc 
paper?” 

Our Representative explained that 
items of news were for the moment 
scarce, and that individual opinions 
were needed to supplement them. 

“ And why,” asked Charles, seekma 
flatteiy, “ have you selected me ? ” | 

“ We have come to the end of- 
the leading men. . . If I might | 
ask you to express a view, I i 
shall hope to reproduce it in 
to-morrow’s issue in a notice- 1 
able paragraph. If you eould 
happen to hit on a felicitous 
phrase, expressing in a sliort 
form what our readers would 
themselves like to think. I shall 
put it in heavy type and mix it 
up with the headlines. 

“The darkest hour,” began 
Chailes, after a little thought, 

“is that which precedes the 
dawn.” 

“Quite; but wo have had 
that ah-eady.” 

“Well then, cu the whole I 
am of opinion that the proba- 
bilities are ” 

“If possible, kindly avoid 
prophesying. So many have 
tried it and have been shown 
to be wrong, even before they 
had time to be forgotten.” 

“ And first,” resumed Chailes, 
not to be defeated, “a little 
about myself.” 

Our Representative smiled.; 

“Is that inevitable? 


“ The things that one vrears are ready 
always at a moment’s notice to 
combine against one, providing the 
opportunity is favourable. At the 
moment to wdiich I refer I was dress- 
ing for a dinner-party, and had allowed 
rather too short a tune for the purpose. 
I was at the mercy of my clothes. 
Nfow, I am not suggesting that there 
was any conspiracy^ or premeditated 
plan amongst them ; indeed, I incline to 
think that that Jink refused to go 
through its proper hole out of pure 
cussedness and idleness. Unwisely, 1 
tried to force it to do its work, and 









mu J. ir. Taylor, coMMiLNriNf} ox rim (.im» i.v nis Gotjp 
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tlie revolt, 

to the very last resort. It started, in 
quite a small way, with a pair of sleeve- 
links— the unintelligible and never es- 

E lained grievance of one link, in fact. 

mt it takes a little thing to cause a 
complete chaos in the clothes world, 
foi* tlie relations between the wearer 
and the wearee are always strained.” 

“You mean,” I said, “that you are 
getting fat?” ^ 


an end. 


“My dear Representative,” I 
Charles began. ) the i*amou.s plautkt, into the belief that golf 

“ Oiir Representative, - I cor- satcrally to him. 

rected. 

“ Singularly enough,” said Charles, 

“I have myself just been through a 
crisis in my affairs which, though on 
rather a larger scale and of further- 
reaching results, is yet comparable to 
the present struggle in the industrial 
world. 1 tried every means of checking 
the rise of the malcontents and reducing 
olt, but in the end I was driven 


showed it that I was in some way 
dependent on it. Thereupon the 
matter at once became a grievance 
Metaphorically, that link threw down 
its tools and left work; in actual fact 
it departed under the chest- o’-dmwers' 
not because it liked being there, but in 
order to annoy me. Had I kept mv 
temper and ignored it, the matter 
might have ended there.” 

“ Under the chest-o*-drawers ^ ” I 
interjected. 

“No, Sir. You must know what I 
mean.” 

Quite, I said; “but Representatives 
always interject. Proceed.” 

“Instead, I swore and became violent 
^d took steps to enforce my will. 
Hostile and bitter feelings were at once 
aroused. The link crept further out of 


my reach, and the other link almost 
immediately joined it. The spare links, 
of which 1 keep a supply, supported 
the strikers by withdrawing secretly 
from the receptacle in which they live 
and being nowhere discoverable. I real- 
ised then that a sectional strike was in 
full swing, and I made my next mistake 
by endeavouring to import foreign and 
blackleg laboui’, instead of settling with 
the section on terms. Merely to protect 
my own interests I tied up my cuff's with 
string, but one is not allowed to protect 
one’s own interests nowadays. That I 
should even attempt to do so w’as the 
signal for a sympathetic strike, 
to the magnitude of which the 
present state of national affairs 
provides no parallel. The collar 
studs vanished, the collar 
crumpled, the tie refused point- 
blank to tie, and finally the 
whole shirt went.” 

“ It was, at any rate, confined 
1 your clothes and there was 
'no bloodshed,” I suggested 
optimistically. 

“ It was 7ioi confined to my 
clothes,” said Charles, “and 
there uxis bloodshed. I assure 
you that at times like these and 
in these degenerate days agree- 
ments and guarantees are thrown 
to the winds. For mark you, 

' it was a safety razor.” 
j “ And what was the net result, 
)the effect on your immediate 
j future?” 

j “I had to cancel everything 
and close down, explaining to 
my hostess over the telephone 
that the gravity of the situation 
had become so marked that I 
was unable to perform my con- 
tracts.” 

“ And what deduction do you 
wish to be reported as drawing 
with regard to the Coal War ? ” 

I asked, to bring the matter to 


— - — aiiuiuuponjanciy. 

« e^erience,’’he said, 

i tninK that an 3 rtihing may happen.” 
Time has shown that he was right. 

lie aliout, and they m-o always 
pat to yonr hand when wanted," writes an 
advocate of untdiuess.”— iWice. 

Our contemporaay would do' well to 
take this advice and leave a spare “i ” 

hand ^ 19^^ to the-printer’s 

of men gathered round the 
police-station, and many threatening epitaphs 
were Iim-led at the police. ” wipus 


J, woe. 

Probably they didn’t even trouble to 
detach them from their tombstones. 
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THE ENGLISH FUTURISTS. 

(Atz Idyll of Sp'ing) 

^ HEisr the !Frosfc-B[ing waxes fainter, 
When the fields are starred with 
flowers, 

Oh, it *s 1 would be a painter 
Through the soft-lipped April hours ! 
Sweet it is to strike the hollow 
Lyre with unrelenting slam ; 

Where thou leadest, Muse, I follow 
(Always at your service, ma*am) ; 

Sweet to sing about the bushes 
Burgeoning in Regent's Park, 

W here the young bud rudely pushes 
Through the aggravated bark ; 

Still at times the old “ hey-nonnies ” 
Weary and I 'm fain to be 
One of those confounded johnnies 
Painting No. 93. 

Clothed in samite yester-morning, 

^ Almost ere I grasped the pen, 

Up they rolled, the sleep-god scorning, 

' Shortly after half-past ten, 

Chatted briefly on the weather, 

Gauged the odds of equine sport, 
Tied three ladders fast together. 

Then discovered them too short. 

Dauntless still they fetched another, 
Still inspired by duty’s call, 

Brother aiding stalwart brother, 
Propped the whole against the wall 

(Theirs the perfect calm, the inner 
Sense of peace) ; that labour done 
Off they trooped to toy with dinnei*, 

And returned at haH-past one. 

Seized the brush, and thenceforth 
fervent, 

Pausing not save when they held 
Casual converse with a seiwant, 

Lived for art till five w'as knelled. 

Sweet, swift toilers I with the catkins, 
With the blackthorn bloom they 
came * : 

(Sent by Messrs. Brown and Atkins) 
And, before the ox-eyes flame, 

Ere the dog-rose stars the hedges, 

Ere the swallow’s nest is lined, 

Mrs. Johnson's window-ledges 
Will be all incarnadined. 

Just to-day I have not seen them, 

But I know their strenuous types, 
Somewhere jokes are cracked between 
them, 

Somewhere they are sucking pipes. 

And to-moirow, lest the eye lack 
Promise of the tints of June, 

They will smear a coat of lilac 
Over yester-morn's maroon. 

Is it well for me with tabor, 

Pipe or harp and clownish cap 
Thus to fool while Britons labour ? j 
Conscienceanswers, “No, dearehap I” j 



Would I had their sfeern endeavour ! 

Only this I do not like : 

They can find no change whatever 

When their union bids them strike. 

Evob. 

“Among them was tlie Key. IV. B. Sleight 
President of the British Deaf and Dumb Associ- 
ation, who gave me several instances of the 
cleyemoss of the deaf and dumb. * I was hesi- 
tating to cross Osford-sti*eet at a busy time,* 
said Mr. Sle^ht, * when a deaf and dumb man 
took me by the ann, saying, “Come on, I will 
take you across.'* * Western JMoryibig Kews. 
But is Mr. Sleight certain that the 
man who thus addressed him was deaf 
and dumb? Because, if he was not, 
the story loses much of its point. 


^'hondou, Feb. 26. — ^Reutea’’s correspondent 
^ork, in reply to an inquiiT, states 
that he will accept a nomination for the Presi- 
dency of the United States if it is offered him.** 
Katal 

So far, however, there has been no real 
rush for him. 


There is a peculiarity about the bod of coal 
which is worked in the Thornton Valley, and 
that 33 that geologically speaking it is below all 
the coal seams that are worked in South York- 
shire. Jji other words the surface of the earth 
IS lower than the coal in South Yorkslihe." 

Bradford Daily Aryiis, 

Miners who have been ordered moun- 
tain air by their doctors should be 
warned, however, that simple as this 
statement appears, there is probably a 
catch in it somewhere, 


Secret History of To-day. 

“Teheran, March 6. —The Persian govern- 
ment is greatly disturbed by the appai-ent 
incapacity of the British government to cope 
with the disorders in England and has notified 
the government that the Caspian Sea squadron 
will leave for Portsmouth unless the rioting is 
stopped. The Persian fleet is under full st^ 
and prepared to start for England at once.** 
Daily Mesemiu 

Hore Hadical Over-Statements. 

“Mr. T. Afackenzie, who is a Scotsman/ etc. 

Westmimter GaieeUe, 
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THE THINGS THAT MATTER. 

Ronald, surveying the world from his 
taxi — that pleasant corner of the world, 
St- James’s Park— gave a sigh of hap- 
piness. The blue sky, the lawn of 
daffodils, the mist of green upon the 
trees were but a promise of the better 
things^ which the country held for him. 
Beautiful as he thought the daffodils, 
he found for the moment an even greater 
beauty in the Gladstone bags at his 
feet. His eyes wandered from one to 
the othei\ and his heart sang to him, 
I ’m going away— I ’m going away 
going away.” - ^ 

The train was advertised to go at 
2.22, and at 2.20 Ronald joined the 
Easter holiday crowd upon the platform. 
A porter mt down his luggage and was 
then swallowed up in a sea of perambu- 
lators and flustered parents. Ronald 
never saw him again. • At 2.40, amidst 
some applause, the train came in. 
Ronald seized a lost porter. 

“Just put these in for me,” he said. 

“ X first smoker.” • 

“ All this lot yours, Sir ? ” 

“ The three bags— not the milk-cans,” 
said Ronald. 

It had been a beautiful day before, 
but when a family of sixteen which 
joined Ronald in his carriage ^vas 
ruthlessly hauled out by the guard, the 
sun seemed to shine with a warmth 
more cpessing than ever. Even when 
the train moved out of the station, and 
the children who had been mislaid 
emerged from their hiding-places and 
were^ bundled in anywhere by the 
married porters, Ronald still remained 
splendidly alone ... and the sky took 
on yet a deeper shade of blue. 

He lay back in his corner, thinking. 
Eor a time his mind was occupied with 
the thoughts common to most of us 
when we go away— -thoughts of all the 
things we have forgotten to pack. I 
don’t think you could fairly have 
e^ed Ronald over -anxious about 
clothes. He recognised that it was the 
inner virtues which counted ; that a ! 
well-dressed exterior was nothing ! 
without some graces of mind or body. 
But at the same time be did feei ; 
strongly that, if you are going to ' 
stay at a house where you have ' 
never visited before, and if you are ' 
particularly anxious to make a good ] 
impression, it is a pity that an accident < 
of packing^ should force you to appear j 
at dinner in green knickerbockers and < 
somebody else’s velvet smoking-jacket, t 
Ronald couldn’t help feeling that he ] 
had forgotten something. It wasn’t 
the spare sponge; it wasn’t the extra s 
shaving-brusli; it wasn’t the second j 
pair of bedroom slippers. Just for a t 
moment the sun went behind a cloud c 


> as he wondered if he had included the 
^ " reserve razor-strop ; but no, he distinctly 
remembered packing that. 

» The reason for his vague feeling of 
unrest was this. He had been inter- 
rupted while getting ready that after- 
® noon ; and as he left whatever he had 
^ been doing in order to speak to his 
housekeeper he had said to himself, 
“If you’re not careful, you’ll forget 
^ about that when you come back.” And 
® now he could not remember what it was 
^ he had been doing, nor whether he had 

* in the end forgotten to go 'on with it. 

7 Was he selecting his ties, or brushing 

bis hair, or 

^ The country was appearing field by 
^ field; the trains rush^ through cut- 
; tings gay with spring flowers; blue was 
^ the sky between the baby clouds . . . 

■ but it all missed Ronald. What could 
i he have forgotten ? i 

^ He went over the days that were 
coming ; he ^ went through all the 
changes of toilet that the hours might 

• bring. ^ Ha had packed this and this 
and this and this — ^he was all right for 

^ the evening.' Supposing they played 
golf ? . . . He was aU xdght for golf. 
He might want to ride. . He 
» would be able to lide. It was too 
I early for lawn tennis, but . , . well, 

J anyhow, he had put in flannels, 
i As he considered all the possible 
I clothes that he might want, it really 
j seemed that he had provided for every- 
I thing. If he liked he could go to church 
on Friday morning; hunt otters from 
twelve to one. on Saturday; toboggan 
I or di^ for badgers on Moaday. He had 
I the different suits neeessaiy for those 

■ who attend a water-polo meeting, who i 
play chess, or \yho go out after moths i 
with a pot of treacle. And even, in 
the last resort, he could go to bed. i 

Yes, he was all right. He had i 
packed everything; moreover, his hair ( 
was brushed and he had no smut i 
upon his face. With a sigh of relief he ( 
lowered the window and his soul drank { 
in the beautiful afternoon. «We are 
going away— we are going away— we 
are going away,” sang the train. f 

At the prettiest of wayside stations £ 
train stopped and Ronald got out. s 
There were horses to meet him. c 
“Better than a car,” thought Ronald, g 
“on an afternoon like this.” The I 
luggage was collected—** Nothing left t 
out,” he chuckled to himself, and was 3 
seized with an insane desire to tell the ^ 
coachman so ; and then they drove off 
toough the fresh green hedgerows, 
Ronald trying hard not to cheer. fi 
I His host was at the door as they o 
arrived, Ronald, as happy as a child, £ 
jumped out and shook him warmly bv o 
the hand, and told him what a heavenly t 
day it was; receiving with smiles of r 


e pleasure the news in return that it was 
y almost like summer. 

“You ’re just in time for tea.' Really, 
►f we might have it in the garden.” 

- “By Jove, we might,” said Ronald, 

- beaming. 

I However, they had it in the ball, 
s with the doors wide open. Ronald, 
', sitting lazily with his legs stretched 
b out and a cup of tea in his hands, and 
1 feeling already on the friendliest terms 
3 with everybody, wondered again at the 
I difference which the weather could 
. make to one’s happiness. 

5 . ** know,” he said to the girl on 

his right, ** on a day like this, nothing 
r seems to matter.” 

And then suddenly he knew that 
I he was wrong; for he had discovered 
. what it was which he had told himself 
' not to forget . . . what it was whicli 
he had indeed forgotten. 

* ^ And suddenly the birds ' stopped 
I singing and there was a bitter chill 
' in the air. > 

And the sun went violently out. 

, 

He was wearing only half-a-pair of 
spats. A . A. M. • 

SOCIAL AND RBRSONAL. 

(In the manlier of onr Democratic 
Dailies*) 

^ Among the debutantes at forthcom- 
ing Courts is the Hon. "Yinolia Cole- 
Tarr, the jjoungest daughter of Lord • 
Soper , who is, we believe, about eighteen 
years of age. We mean, of course, the i 
Hon. Vinolia Gole-Tarr, though Lord ■ 
Soper is a wonderfully well-preserved 
man of his years. Both her elder sisters 
are married, the Hon. Verbena to Sir 
Windsor Brown, and the Hon. Sapolia 
to Mr. Gibbon Brand. The Hon. Vinolia i 
Cole-Tarr has for the most part beep . 
educated at home, but is an adept at 
tobogganing which she studied at ■ 
Grindelwald under Sir Henby Lunn 
and other experts. * ; 

SocietywiUalso give a warm welcome i 

to the two charming daughters of Lord 
and Lady Mount-Oarmel, Miss Concha ' 
and^ Miss Auriola Plantigrade. The ' 
quaint name, Concha, has a very old 
association with the family, as it was I 
borne by the ancestress through whom 
the Plantigrade estates came into ‘the 
Mount-Carmel family in the days of ‘ 
William the Conqubroe. 


The Annual Bazaar in aid of the 
funds of the Liberal Truth League was 
opened on Friday at Washington House, 
bt. J^es’s Place, and was continued J 
on Saturday. The stalls, of which 
there were a large number, were ar- 
ranged in the splendid private swim- 
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uiing bath, which had been thought- 
fully depleted for the occasion by Sir 
Alfred Bruno, the owner of Washing- 
ton House. ^ Lady Bruno, who looked 
handsome in a flame-coloured dress 
embroidered with fluorescent bascules, 
presided over the Literature stall with 
her wonted bonhomie, and disposed of a 
vast number of her husband’s leaflets, 
“Why I cannot be a Syndicalist ” and 
“The Economics of Truth.” 

-;c- 

Lady Budley, who wore a black 
velvet coal-scuttle bonnet covered with 
a priceless old lace mob cap, with a 
trellis of diamonds crossing her gold- 
brocaded skirt, \vorked indefatigably 
in disposing of a gross of corduroy 
waistcoats. Lady Nutley Custard pre- 
sided over a vegetarian restaurant, and 
the Marchioness Pengwyn took charge 
of the Caf6 Ghantant, where she was 
assisted by Captain Goggin, B.N., Miss 
Lettice »Saladin and the Hon. Eric 
Tibbetts. 

THE BOAT STEIKE. 

(A foreboding for next yeaP.) 

Moiua Delay. 

Gloomy Tubn to the Cnisis. 

- It is. now three weeks since the men 
“downed oars.” Is to-day to be 
another wasted day in the long history 
of the Boat Strike— the Selfish Strike 
which is fast promising to be the Euin 
of the Eace? 

The outlook for settlement by agree- 
ment is considered almost hopeless. 
Cambridge definitely refuses to con- 
cede the principle of the Minimum 
Weight, and Oxford insists that 
and “2” should be included in their 
boat. 

Conferences. 

The members of the O.U.B.O. met 
this morning at the Westminster Palace 
Hotel to see if some agreement could ^ 
not be reached on the “ narrowed = 
points of difference.” No statement 
was issued to the Press. The repre- fc 
sentatiyes of the O.U.B.C. met at the 
same time, and the friendliest feeling b 
prevailed. To the man' on the tow- t 
path a Minimum Weight of 10 stone I 
for an oarsman (on a sliding seat) does ti 
not seem unreasonable, and there is ‘t! 
little doubt that year in year out the t] 
majority do as a matter of fact weigh a 
more than the minimum. 

Cambridge, however, is adamant on 
the point of principle, and Oxford t 
equally so on the inclusion of “ 5 ” and i 
“ 2,” and so the deadlock goes on, ? 

Opinions and Prophecies. o 

Mr. Guy Nickalls : “ I can give no 
hope of an early settlement. The out- n 
look is decidedly Blue.” B 



Naturalist {to lady enquiring about a stuffed canciyff), “Would you mind siiuttino- the 
DOOR, MAAM? We DONT trouble about it A.S A RULE, BUT THERE’S A SMALL SNAKE 
GOT LOOSE. 


Mr. E. C. Bourne : We have won 
before and we will win again.” 

Mr. S. D. Muttlebuby (Old Cam- 
bridge Blue) : “ The position is exactly 
the same as it was three weeks ago. 
In my opinion not a blade will touch 
the water till Oxford gives way. If 
‘the Minimum Weight w^ere conceded 
the next thing would be a demand for 
a Maximum Weight.” 

In Few Lines. 

On coming out of the Westminster 
Palace Hotel this morning the cox of 
the Oxford Boat colHded with a lady 
in a light blue dress. Is this an 
omen ? 

Cambridge “favours” are selling 
readily at Id. each in Hammersmith 
Broadway. 


I A sympathetic strike of-competitors 
I for Doggeft’s Coat and Badge is con- 
templated. A ballot is to be taken on 
Monday. 

Over forty people were counted on 
tbe towpatli yesterday doing nothing. 
This number is likely to increase. 

The students of the Imperial College 
of Science and Technology, South 
Kensington, have offered to man the 
boats should the strike continue. The 
offer has not been accepted. 

The present Prime Minisier was, it 
is stated, at one time a member of the 
Oxford Union, which is strongly 
supporting the strike. 

^ Later. — The Oxford men are strip- 
ping preparatory to going out. Is it 
Peace ? 




“THE LITTLE 

This was a wisdom that Solomox said 
Jn a garden of citron and i*oses red, 

A word he wove, where his grey apes played, 

In the rhyme he strung for love of a maid ; 

Thus weut his learning, most discerning, 

Thus he sang of his old designs, 

“ Take us the foxes — little foxes, 

Little dog-foxes that spoil the vines ! " 

(Though SoLOMOx never since he was born 
Had heal'd the twang of a huntsman’s horn, 

Killing his foxes, so I '11 be bound, 

Without the help of a horse or hound, 

Still down the ages, this his sage’s 
Word with gallanter meaning shines, 

W^'Len we take foxes, little foxes, 

Little dog-foxes that spoil the vines !) 

So when the morn hangs misty now 

Where the grass shows never a patch of plough. 

Hark to the cry on the spruce-crowned hill, 

For Solomon’s wisdom is working still ; 

Hark to the singing voices flinging, 

White sterns waving among the pines, 

All for the foxes— little foxes, 

Little dog-foxes that spoil the vines. 


FOXES.’^ 

The lift of a cap at the cover side, 

A thud of hoofs in a squelchy ride, 

And the pack is racing a breast-high scent 
Like a shadow cloud o'er a windy bent ! 

Customer cunning — ^fuU of running, 

Never a moment the game declines ; 

Thus are the foxes— little foxes, ‘ 

Little dog-foxes that spoil the vines. 

So it 's afternoon, and eight miles away 
That beat, dead-weary and stiff with clay 
A tired mask, set for a distant whin, 

Is turned on Death with a brigand grin ! 

There by the paling, web brush trailing, 
Still he bares them his lips’ long lines ; 

So die the foxes— little foxes, 

Little dog-foxes that spoil the vines. 

This was the wisdom that Solomon made 
In a garden of citron and almug shade, 

That a man and a horse might find them fun 
Wherever the little dog-foxes run, 

meaning we Ve been gleaning. 
Since we Ve altered his old designs, 

All about foxes— little foxes, 

Little dog-foxes that spoil the vines ! 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

(Extracted from the Diary op Toby, M.P.) 

Some of Commons, Monday, karch 
25.— Second Beading of Consolidated 
Fund Bill the Order of the Day. 
Provides one of those cherished oppor- 
tunities for Members to talk at large 
upon any subject under a saddened 
sun. Would imagine they were pumped 
out upon coiTesponding occasion when 
Address was debated. But Lor’ bless 
you ! you don’t know our M.P.s. They 
could quite comfortably go on to end of 
Session digging fresh courses for rivers 
of words in which is beat up a table- 
spoonful of thought. 

To-night Wedgwood, with an eye 
on Speaker occasionally restless in the 
Chair, makes one of his TomPaine-ish, 
Will Cobbett-ish addresses. Listened 
to impatiently by Lansbury- almost 
literally bubbling with flood of turgid 
talk prepared by way of seconding 
Wedgwood’s amendment, which raises 
question of arrest of Tom Mann and 
conviction of Editor and printers of 
Syndicalist Of course Don’t Keir 
Hardie not to be left out when cheap 
advertisement designed to catch eye of 
working-man is going. So romps in 
with noisy speech. From time to time 
remark interpolated in voice which 
stranger in gallery thinks must be that 
of the Bull of Bashan. It *s only Will 
Thorne. Has been in House long 
enough to know that if he were at 
trouble to deliver ordered speech he 
would find in morning papers the line, 

“ After a few words from Mr. Thorne.” 
If he shouts interruption he will be 
reported verbatim, the more certainly 
in proportion to its offensiveness. 
Single-handed, Attorney-General 
met and routed attack, parrying blud- 
geon blows with neatest rapier strokes. 
Incidentally, his speech brought into 
strong light the sullen wrath of Ulster 
growling under sense of mortal injury. 
Eeference made to dispatch of troops 
to keep order in Belfast. Devlin 
insisted that succour had been brought 
to the city against wishes of promoters 
of Home Buie meeting harangued by 
Winston. 

“If we had been allowed to deal 
with the opposition,” be added, in- 
stinctively, perhaps unconsciously, 
turning up cuffs of coat-sleeves, “ the 
troops would not have been required.” 

This too much for Captain Craig. 
Never a coat trailed on ground before 
him that is not straightway jumped 
upon. Up he sprang. 

“Sir,” said he, “if the Attorney- 
General will provide us with the 
opportunity sought for by the Hon, 
Member he will find there is no question 
of bluff about it at all,” 



A LITTLE SURPRISE FOR CHARLES JAMES FOX. 
of Fox. “What a droll, important, Tom Paine-ish little personage » ” 


m are canying on the traditions of Fox, Grey and Sheridan. «~Mr. Josiah Wedgwood.] 

Attorney-Genbr^, regretting he 
was not able to oblige, made haste to 
turn discussion into another channel. 


Busimss Consolidated Fund 

Bill read second time. 

Tuesday. — A memorable sitting, 
marked by swift movement of dramatic 
interest. Appointed business, con- 
sideration of final stages of Coal Mines 
Bill. Everyone conscious of fact that, 
whilst formalities were gone through 
under Speaker’s eye, the real issue was 
being fought out behind closed doors 
in room of Foreign Office. There the 
Prime Minister and representatives of 
Masters and Men were assembled in 
final effort to close a struggle involving 
hungered misery for millions of men, 
women and children. 

Situation peculiar. In due order 
Coal Mines Bill was called on. But 


The fateful message he would convey 
was unspoken. After fitful attempts to 
carry on discussion that could lead no- 


whither Walter Long moved adjourn- 
ment of debate. 

“Whilst Conference is stiU sitting, 
its decision, as far as House knows, 
undetermined, what is the use of dis- 
cussing the Bill? ” he shrewdly asked. 

Even as he spoke Premier hastily 
entered from behind Speaker’s Chair. 
His coming greeted with grateful cheer 
from thronged House whose feelings, 
highly pitched, might not much longer 
bear the strain. Alack ! the Premier’s 
message smothered last flash of flicker- 
ing hope. 

“ I can say for myself and my col- 
leagues,” he declared in voice threaten- 
ing to break in a sob, “that we have 
exhausted our powers of persuasion, 
argument and negotiation.” 

Members looked on with generous 
sympathy at exceptionally strong man 
struggling with emotion. In few grace- 
ful sentences Bonner voiced general 
feeling, declaring amid cheers that “no 
one could have done his best with 
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j LAXSBURY MISTAKES HIS MAX. 

• Lansritut ^YILL Thoene aiid Co. fjjicl their usual sti^jct-conier metliods v-hollv 

j ineiiectual to shift the Attorney-General from the discharge of a plain duty (AYe trust 
, his heaiiDg will not be pemauently allectcd hy the amount of heUou ing lie has lia/to submit to. ) 

(Mr. LANfi.L‘ritY ami Sir Ecfcs Isaacs.) 


more earnestness or ^vith more sincere 
wish for the good of the country on 
the whole than the Phime ]\Iinistek.” 

Thereupon the House with charac- 
teristic fiexibility turned to business, 
and before it rose at early morn had 
read the Mines Bill a third time and 
sent it on to the wakeful Lords. 

Business done , — Goal Conference 
finally broken down, Mines Bill read 
a third time by 213 votes against ^ 8 . 

TJmrsdaij,^OmxG (not the gallant 
J Captain, but Charles Curtice, Member 
' for South Antrim) has unearthed fresh 
I iniquity on part of a banal Government, 
j Appears that, a vacancy presenting it- 
self in office of Sergeant-Instructor at 
the Boyal Hibernian Military School, 
Dublin, Colour-Sergeant H. Moore 
applied for and was appointed to the 
post, being, Charles Curtice says, “ at 
the time a Homan Catholic.” 

Phrase seems to suggest avowedly 
temporary condition of religious con - 1 
viction. Odd on the face of it ; turns j 
out to be justified by result. According I 
to Charles Curtice's interesting nar- ! 
rative Colour-Sergeant Moore entered j 
upon his duties on 25th May, 1910. 
On the 1st November, 1911, “having 
in the meantime become a Protestant,” 
he received notice terminating his 
engagement. ^ “In the meantime,” in- 
definite in point of date, subtly conveys 
idea of military promptness and pre- 
cision in the right-about-face. Probably 
Colour-Sergeant Moore was brought 
over by closer study of the gentleness 


J and charity of Protestantism as prac- 
t.tised in Belfast. Howeve** that be, 
j Ulster wants to know whv' this thinff 
• I is thus ? 

j Ukder-Sbcretart of War makes 
(timid answer to effect that Sergeant- 
i Instructor at this school has always 
I been a Catholic, and that suitable pro- 
; vision was elsewhere made for the 
convert. Charles Curtice obliged to 
accept answer for moment ; but more 
will be heard of the matter. 

Business done.— The Suffragette, 
though in prison 3 'et speaketh. Last 
j Bill designed to bestow suffrage 
. upon ■women, I’ead second time with 
j overwhelming majority of 167. To-daj^ 
j the House, having meanwhile had fresh 
^ and fuller experience of what happens 
I when Lovely Woman stoops to politics, 
throws out the same measure bj* 
majority of 14, Thus are the shop 
windows in tlie Strand and further 
West avenged. Decision the more 
significant since in exceptionally 
j crowded House division was taken 
after unloosing of Party bonds. 

. — Curious how an incident 

intrinsically unimportant sometimes 
leads to grave issues. Take for example 
the little affair of Isaac Newton and 
the apple. Had Isaac not ha^jpened to 
be under a certain tree at a particular 
moment when the apple was ripe to 
fall, we might to this daj', ignorant of 
bearings of Law of Gravitation, been , 
wondering how we can keep our feet i 
on the surface of a sphere hunying 


through space at reckless speed. In 
a way it’s the same with Lahe-Pox 
and those thirteen pigs, late resident 
on the farm of Mr. Dodson of Sprot- 
borough. 

It was so far back as August that 
these pigs with a wehd history first 
stra 3 'ed within ken of Member for 
Barkston Ash, West Hiding. When- 
ever, as not infrequently happens, Lake- 
Fox trots them out — or, to be more 
precise, invokes their wraiths — the 
House, possibly discovered in moment 
of lethargy, displays keenest interest. 
Whether from cultured art or casual 
oversight Lakb-Fox is always distantly 
allusive in his reference to details in 
the career of the pigs. As Jeames's 
birth was “ wropped in a mistiy,” so 
the death of the Sprotborough pigs 
-~if indeed they be dead — is enveloped 
in haze. Lane-Fox’s most precise 
reference is found in the phrase “re- 
ported to have died or been destroyed 
or buried.” Whether he knows more 
and is desirous of sparing the House 
a shock is a secret he will carry back 
wuth him in brief Easter Hecess to the 
Barkston Ash Division, West Hiding. 

L.-F. never was what may be called 
unduly sprightly in manner. Effect of 
I this obscure traged 3 *, brooded over day 
and night, has been to invest him with 


! 



BENN THOYATO. 

“I will undertake to put a little figiu^e of a 
man of average height beside it for purposes of 
compamon.” ^ ^ 

■ (Mr. Wedgwood Bunn.) 


April 3, 1912,]. 
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monumental gravity, to endow him 
with a funereal voice, that make 
AjTSTpTHER- G ray’s flesh creep, a 
practice cultivated, it will be remem- 
bered, by a younger but equally plump 
person in days that are no more. 

Business clone . — Eoyal Assent given 
to Mines Bill. 
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ELEGANTI-3E AEBITEI. 

The weavers of France have been 
earnestly appealing to the modistes and 
elegantes of Paris to stop the rot in the 
matter of skirts. It appears that the 
continued success of the hobble and the 
semi-hobble has so restricted the use 
of textile material that the manu- 
facturers are sighing for the old days 
and the amplitude of the bustle. The 
dressmakers show signs of giving in, 
and other trades are taking advantage 
of this example to carry out long con- 
templated refoims. 

Thus, a deputation of Genoese silk- 
worm breeders have lost no time in 
calling upon the Hon. Algernon 
Chumley, whose revival of the cotton 
neck-tie burst like a thunder-cloud 
upon the beaux of Bond Street a few 
weeks ago. The Hon. Algernon, who 
received the deputation at his chambers, 
took up a firm attitude, although the 
interpreter made it quite clear that his 
fiat had paralysed one arm of the silk- 
trade and that several hundi-eds of the 
more highly-educated silk-worms had 
been prostrated with hemicrania since 
receiving the news. On the under- 
. standing that the deputation, -which 
diffused a strong flavour of garlic 
through the apartment, should at once 
take its leave, the Hon. Algernon 
agreed to a compromise. Silk neck- 
ties are now correct on Tuesdays and 
Saturdays, Saints’ Days excepted. 

Lady Lobelia Hogge, whose clever 
inspiration has made the vs'earing of 
brass earrings one of the crazes of 1912, 
is, it is stated, largely responsible for 
the serious depression in the gold pro- 
duction of the last month. There is 
no truth in the report that brass tiaras 
are to be worn during the forthcoming 
Op^a season, but a prominent South 
African financier has astutely sub- 
mitted a sheaf of statistics and samples 
of gold quartz in various stages of 
trituration to Mr. Lloyd George for 
consideration. It has not yet been 
ascertained whether the Chancellor 
is partial to brass, though grave doubts 
are entertained. 

The announcement, in last Thurs- 
day’s daily papers, that anchovy sand- 
wiches are no longer de rigmur at 
ecclesiastical tea-parties, roused trepid- 
ation- approaching panic among the 
anchovy-farms on the Mediterranean 



Our JSoihirkr, '‘CoMixa to the Footjjalt, 
All the JSLITJS of tub NEIGHBOUJmOUD ARE 


littoral. The popular Bishop who was 
supposed to have started the fashion 
has, however, set these fears at rest in an 
interview. “ The whole affair is quite 
a misunderstanding,” he assured his 
questioner. “ A young curate passion- 
ately devoted to anchovies came* early 
to my tea-party and consumed all the 
available stock of sandwiches before 
the more noteworthy and less greedy 
guests aa:rived. Please reassure the 
anchovy-growers. I have afready 
cabled to them my heart-felt regrets 
that anything of the kind should have 
occurred.” The denial of the veto has 
been received with some mortification 
in the bloater-paste suburbs of Yar- 
mouth and among the cucumber- 
framers of Kent. 

The manufacturers of British boot- 
uppers have joined forces with the 
designers of sock-cloCks in a strong 
protest against the prevalence of the 
spat. “ These barbaric articles of 
wear,” runs a paragraph in one of the 
Association’s pamphlets, “ are a revival 




* Hop, oi.i) MAX, ox Friday ? You should. 

GOING— AS THEY ARBV' 

of a remote and savage fashion, and 
their insane vogue is coming near to 
ruining an industry of sterling worth 
and an art of which the finest examples 
are comparable only to the superb 
decorative masterpieces of the great 
screp-painters of China. W e can only 
await the return of the public mind to 
a state of reason. Meantime we are 
glad to announce, over 20,000 persons 
I have already signed the * I renounce 
Spats ' form which will be found 
attached.” 

From an adveitisemenb : — 

sj^leiidid IS-hole course at TJlverstou. 
)Sea, Riouutaln, and lake. 

Caddie. ” Helvellyn, Sir. Better have 
a brassy — you’ll never carry it with an 
iron.” 

I After a short palavel on tho heaoh. Sir 
I James, accompanied hy the Sultan and the 
crowd, visited tho palaver on the beach.” 

MaU Gazette. 

“ Where have I seen something like 
this before *? ” said Sir James. 
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THE PATH TO REALITY. 

{Ilints for the representation of ovr everyday foys and 
so7ro2vs in the Greek form.) 

V.-TIIE CJUXUELIxa^. 

Persoss of the Pl.\y. 

Field-Marshal Sir Hector Blasonhrest, Cr.C.D.; Lady 
Blasonbrest, his Wife; Binns, his hntler; Kesiah, his 
amient Kurse, mother to Bmns; Keons, a Socialist. 
Chorus of Private Soldiers. ' * 

ScEXE— ..4 Port of Bmharhatior.. 

Sib Hector. 

Now is the war clechirecl, and I depart, 

The chief commander of our arm^d liost, 

To do and dare, to die, if need should be, 

For duty and for England. Oh, prepare, 

Pi*epare, my sword, to brue thyself in gore, 
Lopping the limbs of all our nation’s foes ! 

And ye, bright guerdons of my former wars, 
xe stars and orders sewn across my' chest, 

Oh, be ye proud that ye shall soon behold 
Another foeman flying from the field, ! 

• As foemen must when Blazonbrest appears 1 . I 
And ye, my men, take note that ye shall have 
For every victory a doubled pay f 

Ohobus. 

though he trounces and rates ns, 
e 11 stand by Sir H., since our pay he ’s enlarged : 

And wherever the truculent foeman awaits us 
Our ranks shaU be formed and our volleys discharged. 

For us, since there is to be warfare, there will come hard 
olows md scanty sustenance. Yea, we shall have to fight 
our opinions not being asked beforehand. Have we not 
rifles weU-rifled and of a flat kajector 5 ^ and cartridges, and 
bayonets short but mightily shaipened for the thmsting? 
But to the enemy also there are, it may be, rifles flatter m 
tiajTOtory, and stajonger cartridges, and bayonets longer and 
not less pointed ; wherefore it were well to 6e always superior 
m numbers and of a ooui-age even more dauntless so that the 
gods may g^t us the victory, since superior numbere are 
pleasmg to Zeus. Such then is our judgment, and even if 
Ares should blmd ns as to both our eyes, making t.bero 
sangumai: 5 ^ we could say naught else. But now the 

®P®'3:elh to his lady, before 

theiT^^ds*^'^ ^ 

fated hour, and I must go. 

*^2' °P % soul, and play a manly part. 
otj it. But those who flinch not on a stricken fi el d 
r JT wives are often overborne, 

e* ^ no time for talking senseless things. i 

speakest truly. Has my flask been fiUed ? 

A?. Yea, and thy sandwiches are in their case, 

And all thy knitted W'aistooats in the bag' 
o- -rr ^^o^^orters and mittens not a few. ’ J 

Sir R. well. We will embrace, and I wiU go 

Whither the swift ship with her straining sails, 
Bi(^g at anchor, waits to bear me hence. 

But, oh dear heart, wait tbon till I return 
Gi'owded with glory to my native shore. 

Binns. Sir Hector, there 's a person who would say ^ i 

c* » ^ you- He waits without. \ 

• I tave no time for persons now. f 

Lady B. Nay, introduce him. We will hear his tale. I 
retires and brings in' Eeggs, i 


Chorus. 

What is ho after, what is he at, 

The dreadful man in the reel cravat ? 

He can’t be what you may call a pal 
Of our waiTior chief, the Field-MarshtU. 

There *s something about him we ’d like to twist, 
For he looks like a blossoming Socialist: 

/ A terrible crarj* faddist, for * 

^ He wants to abolish wives and war. 

But now we are stirred with a great desire, 

Our minds are aflame and our souls on fire 
To know, to know 
His secret ; so, 

Quietly all give ear, give ear, 

And learn from the man what brought him here. 
B^gs (to Sir Rector). Comrade, I’ll cut my story very short. 
Sir JET. No comrade I of such a man as thou. 

Keggs. Ferocious swordsman, know that thou wast born 
On the same day as he that hath been Binns, 

A Butler and a very red-faced man, 

But then a puny and a sickly babe. 

Re was the scion of the Blazonbresfcs, 

Whilst thou wast offspring to Keziah Binns. 

‘ ' (S&nsation) 

bbe nursed you both, and being moved by pride 
'• Welshed that her son (thysslf) should have the 
chance 

Of wealth and honour, so she interchanged 
, Thyself and him. Thus Binns is Blazonbrest 

. . ^ art naught but Mr. William Binns. 

So- Rector. Speak out, Keziah. Is this story true ? 
liczicuK True as the mid-day sun 1 These swaddling 
1 clothes, - ° 

, Marked with a coat-of-arms, attest its truth. 

; Oh, dreadful moment, whither shall I fly? 

■ ^‘^Mector, Then Blazonbrest henceforth must live as Binns 
' ^ Hector-Blazonbrest. 

Sir Sector. My stars and orders I resign to thee. 

My Marshal’s baton and my uniform. 

My lands and houses, and my wedded wife, 

^d my command agamst my country’s foes. 

^or forth the lady ; she hath swooned away. 
Binns. Henceforth to thee the servant’s hall diall be 
Thy place of honour, and thou shalt be great 
In guarding and decanting many wines. 

^ [T% go out. 

Chorus. 

Wonderful, indeed, are the transformations of men. For 
now the unbutlered Butler commands us and the Marshal 
unmarshalled retireth to the pantiy. What stay is there 
I i where shall a man find seeweitj from fate ? 
Mighty are the gods that rule over mankind and to submit ' 
in patience is the part of a wise man. 

‘^^nged clothes. 

Sir Sector {ww Binns). The tug is waiting at pier. Sir 
Hector. 

Bums [now Sir Sector). Zounds ! I must go. Eyes front 1 
Form fours ! Quick march 1 
Give me my plurn&l hat, and so fareweU. 

— . E. 0. L. 

Our Mntemporary, The Tatler, usually so well informed 
seems to be laboumg under a delusion as to the pS 
machinery for aviation. It reproduces a portrait of a Iwlv 
wi h her arm msring upon ^ motor-car: and pSite £ 
bv Waiting to Cross the c£uS 

used for Cross-Channel 



Ateih 3, 1912.] 


JLWCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVAEr, 


257 


THE VOICES OE THE 
PEOPHETS. 

(As heard — ajiclj alas ! acted u^on — 
emij day oj the yean) 

I. 

The confidence of Sol Short’s trainer 
is one of the most amusing things I 
remember. ^ What he seems to forget 
is that, since Sol Short won the 
Oxfordshire by six and a-half lengths, 
nearly six months have elapsed — wet 
cold months too. Another thing — he 
was 18 lbs. lighter then, and 13 lbs. is 
a terrific handica];) even to a strong 
horse. Of course, if people will be so 
foolish as to back good blood, let them ; 
but for my part I shall continue to pin 
my faith to Ugly Moggimo. — ^N osbv 
Parker in The Daily Bace, 

n. 

The Colonel’s selection for the 
Middleshire is — 

My Vest, 

m. 

For the Middleshire my fancy is 
Two-to-One; with which I associate 
Corncure as his possible master. No 
one else will come near him. That is 
all that I am going to say about the 
great event, except that if one horse 
comes in several lengths behind the 
penultimate that horse will be Sol Short. 
Lord Tattenham in The Starting Gate. 

IV. 

To-day’s cert: — 

Harbour Bar for the Middleshire. 

Old Coe. 

V, 

As to the Middleshire, I say again, 
as I have always said, that the horse 
that beats Pacific will win the race. 
Pacific is as absolute a cert as you can 
hope to find in tins world of disappoint- 
ment. I heard for a fact that there is 
£50,000' stable money on him; and 
Boakes, his trainer, is not in the habit 
of making mistakes. 

The Prince op Touts in The Mornina 

Gallop. 

VI, 

If o’er the Middleshire you ’d win 
A packet of the best, 

Invest your bottom dollar in 
The chances of My Vest. 

The Little Bird. 

VII. 

To-day’s snip for the Middleshire : — 
Dingley Pale. 

^ Captain Joe. 

vnr. 

Let us arrive at the Middleshire 
winner by a process of exhaustion. To J 
begin with, there is the much- vaunted | 
Ugly Moggimo, but in him I am, as , 
my readers know, no believer. Then I 



’ear your ole woman’s in ’ORSWTAL, BlLT.. AVoT s urT* 

*' Whiskers ’ere rahnd a lump o* reel coal, and ’is ole woman copt mine 
l-tryin’ to sneak it ore of ’im!” 


there is Dingley Dale, a good horse, 
but hopelessly penalised by the handi- 
capper. Pacific, My Vest, and Corncure 
I have never fancied, nor Two-to-One ; 
and Sol Short has always struck me as 
a precarious piece of goods. No, my 
advice, is to go for Ribston Pippin, 
with a little place money on Snips. 

Sentry in The Jockey's Gazette. 


STOP PRESS XEAVS. 

Middleshieb Handicap. 
Result. 

1. Sol Short. 

2. Aunt Bridget. 

3. Pacific. 


Political Note. 

The hands of Unionists are greatl}’- 
strengthened by the following adver- 
tisement in The Irish Times : — 

*' AVanted immediatelv, Pi-otcstant for 
Cooking.” 

Electors, this is what Rome Rule, dis- 
guised as Home Rule, really means. 

From a letter in The Pioneer : — 

“Sir, —A laige number of letters have ap- 
peared in the Pioaecr and elsewhere giving 
suggestions — ^all more or loss fantastic — for a 
name for the recently created Province, and yet 
the simplest solution of all does not seem to 
have oQCUiTed to anyone, vfc., to call it the 
NEW PROV1NE.C” 

Even now we are doubtful if it would 
ever have occurred to us. 
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THE UNIVERSAL ARBITRATOR. 

The proposals of Mr. Hall Caine 
for terminating the hostilities betiveen 
Italy and Turkey, though they have 
been courteously discussed by the 
Italian press, have, as The ^Daili/ 
Telegraph informs us, failed to comi- 
mend themselves to the authorities. 

But we have good reason to believe 
that Mr. H all Caine has been im- 
mensely encouraged by the moral 
victory of his failure to negotiate peace 
— a victory demonstrated by a pro- 
fusion of interviews with and, above 
all,^ portraits of the famous Manx 
hctionist — and that lie is continuing 
his tour as Grand Pacific Plenipo- 
tentiary with prodigious and resound- 
ing results. 

Thus, on his amval at Palermo, he 
at once despatched a peremptory sum- 
mons to the famous banifc chief, 
Signor Niccolo Vecchio, in which 
he propounded the following scheme 
for the voluntary winding up of brig- 
andage in that beautiful island. 

1. All brigands, on handing over their 
arms, to be presented wuth a copy of 
'The Eternal Ciitf, 

2. All brigands, on taking an oath 
not to molest, waylay or rob travellers, 

. to be presented with a free pass en- 
I titling them to be shown over Greeba 
i Castle and grounds. j 

I 3. If the brigands should fail to 
I comply^ with these terms, Mr. Hall 
Caine is unable to guarantee that he 
j will ever visit Sicily again. 

I We regret to learn that, after a pro- 
i tiacted conference, at which Mr. Hall 
I Caine addressed the leading brigands 
I in a speech which lasted several hours, 

; his proposals were enthusiastically 
declined, and a resolution was passed 
declaring that Mr. Eobebt Hichens 
the author of The Call of the Blood, 
was the greatest British novelist. 

Mr. Caine was greatly prostrated on 
hearing the decision, but by an heroic 
effort recovered his strength sufi5cieutly 
to embark for Alexandria on thefoUow- 
mg day. 

^^his arrival at the landing-stage 
Mr. Hall Caine at once despatched 
a telegram to Lord Kitchener, who, 
by an extraordinary oversight, had 
failed to meet him. The contents of 
the telegram have not yet transpired, 
but zt is believed that it conveyed a 
grave rebuke to the British Agent- 
General. It is pleasant to learn, how- 
ever that the native population did all 
in their power to remedy this official 
neglect, and Alexandria was soon given 
over to tamashas, fantasias, jamborees, 
and other demonstrations of delight. 

A deputation of Young Egj^ptian 
Nationalists, who have long regarded 


Mr, Hall Caine as their most fearless 
and influential representative in Eng- 
land, waited on the illustrious visitor, 
who, after consultation ivith the leaders, 
despatched an ultimatum to Lord 
Kitchener, w'hich may be thus briefly 
summarised : — 

1. No new Pyramids to be erected 
without permission of Mr, Hall 
Caine. 

2. Cleopatra’s Needle to be at once 
returned to Egypt. 

3. No donkey 'boys in future to 
receive permits unless or until they 
can draw a map of the Isle of Man 
indicating the exact whereabouts and 
area of Mr. Hall Caine’s estate. 

4. In ease of bad seasons the 
Egyptian Government to guarantee the 
gratuitous distribution oi Mr. Hall 
Caine’s photographs to the distressed 
fellaheen. 

6, Mr. Hall Oajne to have priority 
of access to the Khedive’s audience- 
chamber over all officials. 

^Incredible as it may appear, Lord 
Kitchenek — so we are informed — 


returned a distinctly unsympathetic 
reply, through Sir Eudolp Slatin, to 
these singularly temperate proposals. 

Mr. Hall Caine, who was at first 
desperately unhinged by the turn which 
events^ had taken, soon rallied, and, 
according to latest advices, had just 
despatched a powerful cablegram to 
the Board of Control in Australia, 
threatening to join the team as umpire 
unless the demands of Mr. Clement 
Hill w’ere promptly conceded. 

^ A Canadian emigration official, writ- 
ing in The Daily Express and referring 
to certain emigrants described as " the 
best of the English people — men of the 
old yeoman stock whose families have 
lived on the soil for centuries,” makes 
the following observation : “ They ’re 
the sort I^ should have thought you 
would be just crazy to keep in your 
country,” We are confident that this 
was well meant. 


, He tiptoed on, his breath snsiK-udod—and 
then, with a sensation as though the ai-oli of his 
licad had. lifted, he had taken a great leap.” 

T , _ TlUBits. 

liong-jumpers have to wear a special 
cap to keep the arch of the head down. 

The Eznergeiicy Hsit 
(Or, First Aid for Playgoers). 
From a newspaper quotation in the 
programme of a Montreal Theatre : — 

•i. aiidioiiee went away literally hugafinff 
itselt in intellectual nq^ture.^* oo b 

An attractive engagement for next week has 
been entemd into at the Birkenhead Hoppo- 
drome. — Liverpool Emmig Echo. 

It sounds like more Eussian dancers. 


A KERCHIEF. 

To me it comes~so frail and fine; 

A laundry-hand, with some divine 
Impulse, has packed the thing with 
mine — 

A pretty blunder, 

A dainty thing of lawn and lace 
Such as a maid from some strange place 
Produces with an easy grace 
That makes men wonder. 

It bears a monogram, a J. ; 

Who knows what name it might convey, 
Judith or Julia, shall we say, 

Jeannette or Jenny ? ' * 

We may not hope to ascertain ; 

We cannot make the mystery plain ; 

It might be Joan; it wasn’t Jane, 

I ’ll bet a penny. 

That were a name too hard to bear 
By one who, I ’m prepared to swear, 
Was trim and delicate and fair, 

A dream of beauty ; 

Methinks she grows before my eyes : 

I see her shape, I recognise 
Her nose, a thing of slender size 
And very fluty. 

I see her with her kerchief grasp 
That member with a tender clasp, - 
Finger and thumb— a gentle gasp— 

And then, how sweetly 
Out on the air there seems to float 
So soft, so musical a note 
That it would make the blackhircTs 
throat 

Dry up completely. 

Perchance some youth is standing near 
Who listens with enraptured ear, 

Yet trusts the cold is not severe. 

Ah, foolish lover ! 

He may be sure that she ’s all right ; ■’ 
That with catarrh however slight 
Maids with complexions shun the liglit 
Till they recover. 

0 lady, lady fair and sweet, 
pear maid, whom I could wish to meet,' 

1 W’onder if, to make complete 
Your weekly docket, 

They sent you aught of mine — a wipe 
Yirile and masculine of type, 

Scented with carrying a pipe 
In my breast-pocket. 

pear Mistress Anything but Jane, ' 

I should be proud if you ’d retain 
The trophy ; but, if you dis.dain 
The smell of baccy, 

Then, as I have a present lack, 

Perhaps you ’ll kindly send it back 
(The J., m my case, stands fpr Jack, 

Or sometimes Jaeky). Dum-Dum. 


What to do in a Crisis. 

tixr CASEI. 

Nora IS the husband of two men—thcre is 
nothing for it but to run away." 
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IHK ^owifr'Dl’^ cfo;„,). »But how ho «ir kkow they hveu h.t. 

<»Ko, HO, ^xACrOV; BUT IT’. AT.T. HIOHT, HO^-’x TOr K^W, THEY SHOWED HE THE EMDrV HOOm” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Pmoh’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) i 

Thebe are nine-and-sixfey ways of constructing tribal 
lays, and every single one of them is right; but to me 
personally the literary method that appeals most is that 
employed by Mr. W, B. Maxweli, in In Cotton Wool 
(iauTCHiNSON), where he concentrates on one character — 
takes the coyer, as it were, off one human machine, and 
shows us the mechanism at work. It has to be done 
supremely well if it is to grip the reader. If it is hot to 
fascinate ; there is no middle course. But 
Ml. Ma:^ell is such an artist that he handles the task 
without danger. The latest specimen under his microscope 

IS the exact antithesis of the hero of LeJiny 

Get leva ft IS a drifter, a stroller along the easiest way. Even 
his devoted attendance on his invalid father does not bear 
inspection. It may have been slavei^, but it was un- 
commonly luxurious slavery; and, though Mr. Maxwell 
with mnmte skill avoids giving his casting-vote one 
^ other, ^ the reader is left with the impression 
that, if filial devotion had not been supplemented by a large 
allow^ee, snug quarters, and the worshipping admiration 
of all \\ estohurch, Zeww2^ might have been far less firmly 
attached to the side of that bath-chair. And yet, super- 
ficially, he i^ such a good fellow, the sort of man who might 
well seem almost ideal to a not too close friend. His sins 
are entirely negative. He has good, even noble, intentions, 
but his soul IS too flabby for the effort of carrying them out. 
In fact, Mr. Maxwell has put enough of the ordinary, well- 
meaning man into him to make almost any reader start 
guiltily and begin thoroughly to overhaul his character, lest 


perchance he himself may find that » within the packing of 
^tton-wool all the best of the man has perished, and only 
the husk of a man remains.” 

^ Mr. Mobley Egberts claims, ifc would appear, to be the 
9 ^*^® telephone romance, and two of the stories in 
MQ.% Who Stvoked Cats (Nash) are concerned with this 
mher pusillanimous of love-making. Both occurred, 
I take it, before the Government became responsible for 
the telephone service, otherwise (if I am to trust my Daily 
Mail) the vai’ious affinities introduced would still be 
yearning for each other’s numbers. The first is a pleasant 
enough little idyll, if a trifle over sentimentalised, about 
a gni who consoles heteelf for a long' and possibly fatal 
itoess by talking to a young man whom she only knows by 
sight. The second is a sort of burlesque on the possibilities 
of the idea, and represents the author himself as playing 
the old part of Cijrano on behalf of a bashful young 
cricketer. Myself, I think that Mr. Eoberts’s real forte is 
j the delineation of the flapper, several samples of which 
interesting genus (now, I am told, rajii^y disappearing) 
figure in these pages with marked success. There is also 
a rather original Cockney house-breaker in the first story ; 
but in the last, which is entitled “A Drama in Venice, ” the 
writer has, I think, ^ slightly over-reached himself : at any 
rats, he entirely faUs to convey to me that sense of a 
powerful emotional situation which he presumably intended 
to produce. By the wa5% to avoid all confusion, I ought 
to say that the title of this book has no reference at all to 
gentleman who may in past years have set the time to 
Non-collegiate Eight or Torpid at the University of 
Oxford. ‘ ' 




260 


niystay of the Almayne-WavburtoS Esther At Lv ‘f® 

^io“<:i “p£.rx* ?'» 

ss.“tSr.L‘irstr:?hi‘S“? 

modem a studj', is presented 
with a gracious and reverent 
tenderness all but Meredithian. 

But the sparkling many- 
facetted complexity of the 
dead master is no part of the 
method of the living disciplb. 

■Mr. (Jretton is a true though 
selective realist, wisely declin- ! 
ing to interpret realism as i 
necessarily involving over- ' 
emphasis of the sordid. Hei 
knows and loves his London' 
as well as his Londoner, and 
giv^ you jolly little thumbnail 
sketches it his margins, so 
to speak. This is indeed a 
book of mastoi-Iy studies of 
men and things finely observed 
and more than capably put 
man “can draw,” 
and I see him bnsy strotchine 
a canvas for a big picture of 
some subject that the Ingh 
gods will send him surely 
and soon through the chan- 
nels of his deepening e.xperi- 
ence and distinguislied vision. 

A very notable piece of work, 

Wiis Almaune, I missed Mr 
Gmtton’s Ingram of last year 
and this evening I am the 
I»orer by four and a half solid 
silver shillings amd the riebor 
by a very pleasant anticipation. 

I Sit!Kf,fbaMveaSb^hS^^^ 
look upin the CXthe Butifyou will 

described in the first ehanter -m a ®^?i® Qu^’ Eesults, 

Bate, you will har-dly be 

element in Mr. JlJmios ^e supernatural 

human story When rAimfr n ® excellent and most 
coffee-brokel open? ie 

he bor^ht at tL office of Jhe SPoT 


rogC^OB THE LOSBO^f CHABIYArT 3, im 



TRUE POLITENESS. 

"Vriiv sonrv, Sm ; 

ium“ 

matter r* ^ MORM2VU, $0 IT REALLY DOESX^JC 


nxonplace for a byway that leads to the heart of mediocval 
I romance. At Saint J ean de Yerselet, to which he next travels 
I in obedience to envelope number two, Corcly again meets the ^ 
lady of the train, and shares with her in a village tragedy ' 
ex^tly suited to the genius of the Sicilian players. And 
at fiighcombe. the English home of the head of her family, 
he brings to a fortunate but unusual ending as pretty a story 
[0 the course of true love as I have read for some time, 
lhat is nil I must say about the plot for fear of spoiling 
the reader s interest in this very original novel. 

The latest addition to the Eat Boys is Mr. E. E. Benson 
with a volume of ghost stories called The Boom in the 
loiccr (Mills and Boon), which lie advertises in his preface j 

- as being designed to make the j 

reader’s flesh creep. I must i 
also admit that he has sue- fi 
ceeded in this aim, thougli j 
j perhaps not every time, [j 
Most of the tales are delight- j! 
fully bogie; indeed even the I 
mere reading of their title f 
should suffice to murder sleep 
for the timid-minded. Listen }: 
to them and tremble; — “Out- 
side the Door;" “The Other ? 
Bed;" “The Terror by 
Night;" “The Thing in the 
Hall." Of them all, I fancy 
there were most prickles in 
the last, a quite ghastly little 
tale called “ The House with 
Brick-kiln;” though "The 
Boom in the Tower”- had 
some very creditable mo- 
iments, especially when they 
tned to pull down the sinister 
picture and it began to 
bleed. My investigations into 
psychic fiction have, how- 
ever, led me to the conclusion 
that ghost stories should be 
read a few at a time, and not 
en masse. Taken in too large 
quantities there is apt to be 
a certain sameness even about 
goo* spectres as these 
of Mr. Bensok; while the repe- 
tition_ of his favourite atmo- 
spheric background (quite a 
jolly one — “as evening 


' 3 "onf fdf thlf Sfu d Creased! 

parent of contempt. But the author knws the bloS! 

“ disereat reticence; t^e, forexamnle 
Sn^P®,?/ fii^datthegLter^fe 

he went through is not to bo recorded b Iv-xT 

(^rom LiKE) The Snake 
TO • 7 strongly told, 

spells that make 
My Occidental blood run cold. 

It gave me quite a tmm ; but still. 

It ^SES and worms (or snakes) combine— 

Deft turnei-s both-your chance is nil : 

■they ve got you all along the line. 
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CU&DivARIA led a gentleman to draw attention 

rp -p-.- 1 Q 4.1,’ j Bacon statue in Grange Eoad, 

pE Irrach Senate has passed the Bermondsey. It transpires, however 

^ that this was erected to the memory 

‘ 1 “ ^ Bacon, a wealthy Lond^ 

now even be merchant. Is it not almost incredible 
^rmissible for a regiment to keep one that Josxah should have boon forgotten 

iiaost of us in spito of his statue, 

0.pt.to Soot, to j.„l . ^ 

to the effect that he is remaining in 

the Antarctic fbr another winter. He By the way. The Pall Mall Gazette 
IS, It IS said, anxious to prove that, as points out that it is incon'ect to refer 
a wmter resort, the South Pole district to Pbancis Bacon as “Loud Bacon ” 
compares favourably with the Eiviei-a, It would therefore have been quite in 
being both cooxer and less crowded. order for Sir Thomas Lipton, if he had 

rriu« A • T 1 A 1 V , raised to the peerage, to have 
The Arizona, Legislature has elected chosen that title. 

,a switchman as Speaker. One who * 

Imows how to switch the gas oil at) The Association for the Prevention 

the right moment is the 

man for the job. 

Mrs. Despard has sug- 
gested that her Suffragette 
followers should join the 
hatless brigade, to the con- 
fusion of . male milliners. 

To this counsel of Des- 
pard' a counter-move is 
threatened by the ladies 
belonging to an anti- 
Suffrage Society.* These 
are contemplating wearing ; 
hats double their present i 
size, so that trade shall 
not suffer. ... 

I 

^ We understand that, as a , 
direct consequence of the 
happenings at the Boat 
Bace, the Boyal Lifeboat 
Institution is being urged 

to proceed at once with the Sho^Tceeper {scared to death), “ Oh !— er—what can I snow 
erection of a station between — — - — —I 

Putney and Mortlake. It was the subject of Premature Burial is anxious to 
of ^^®h adverse comment that by the receive authentic accounts of the 
time the Southend hfeboat put in an annoying mishaps in which it interests 
appearance all the members of the itself. We are sorry for the Associa- 
Cambndge crew had been saved. tion, but we believe that such cases are 
. , . ’V' comparatively scarce. 

A new advertisement for Harrod's : — 

~~ According to the oiQQcial return, no 

BOATiNO MEN fewer than 42,676 of the 60,508 old-age 

pensioners in the County of London 
DRIED AND CLEANED are women. How ladies do love a! 

ON THE SHORTEST NOTICE. bargain! .. ^ 1 



The new telephone exchange to be 
opened next year in Tottenham Court 
Road is to be called, we are told, ** The 
Museum.” ^ The choice of this name, 
so suggestive of antiquated methods, ' 
was a wonderfully happy inspiration. 

An item of news (published appro- 
priately enough on the 1st of April) 
informs us that two Philadelphia mon- 
keys, under the tuition of a professor 
at the University of Philadelphia, have 
mastered the alphabet as far as the 
letter H. Even better men have found 
in this difficult letter a cause of ex- 
haustion. . j. ^ 

Hatters who have invested in a copy 
of “ The Complete Bowler,” just pub- 
lished by Messrs. A, & C. Black, com- 

plain bitterly that the book i 

does not even contain a 
; chapter on The Hat Trick. 

i'fi 

The new armoured cruiser 
I launched at Hamburg last 
week has been christened 
The Seydlit?, The General 
' who delivered the baptismal 
address cherished the hope 
that the crew would always 
keep their powder dry. 


ON THE SHORTEST NOTICE. 


Poor Mr. Victor Grayson is com- 
plaining because the Attorney - 
General will not lock him up. It is 
rather annoying, of course, not to be 
considered valuable enough to make 
locking-up worth while. 

The statement that there is no 
memorial to Francis Bacon in London 


A table-dressing competition is being 
organised in connection with the Ideal 
Home Exhibition, and many ladies are 
already practising cutting trousers for 
the logs. . 

We Sell the Truth” is the motto 
chosen by a new periodical. That 
anyone should traffic in Trntli is 
regrettable: that it should become a 
boast is deplorable. 


Mr. McKenna states that 
under the terms of the Dis- 
establishment Bill, to be 
introduced by the Govern- 
ment, ministers of the 
Church of England in Wales 
will be permitted to sit, if 
elected, as members of the 
House of Commons. 
There is a suggestion of 
YOU, Sir.?” pecuniary compensation 

'about this which we do 

not quite like. 

ON THE BATTLEFIELD. 

He shot I But no, I was not hit ; 

Not mine to lie among the slain; 

The ball flew wide and left me fit 
To face the foomen once again. 

But I was sad at heart, oppressed 
By pangs that almost made me cry. 

I “ Would that his shot bad struck my 
I chest 

Or landed in my dexter eye.” 

, Yet think not I was tired of life ; 

I Gorinna had not proved unkind ; 

I This world of mingled peace and strife 
I I had no wish to leave behind. 

; I was as gay as other men, 

1 Happy of heart, serene of soul, 

But oh, I wish he*d hit me wdien 
He shot — and scored the winning 
goal. 


YCL. UXLll. 
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TO APRIL. 

In .htticqMtiun of Kac Weather ami a Xnv Aije. 

[The will not liavo Wn fruitless, if oiilr Imiiise it lias 

^\ii.LE.tM KaiI'E-VV to publish a s?lieiiic fur disiieui.iii'' 
\\itli the services ot luiuers, by tlie Jtroductiou of gas iu the )»its and 
Us snbsequeiit lonveraioa into electric power for hcatiin' aud other 
piiri»oses.J 

Month of the Spving-maicVs coming-out I 
Whose moods are mixed of tears and laughter 
(So babes for lack of human wits 
Or people in hysteric fits 
Will weep, they don’t know what about. 

And smile aloud directly after) ; 


Ain'il, J say, in whose hiir head 
No method underlies the madness, 

Could you not just for this one year 
Omit tlio alternating tear 
And let us take the thing as shed 
And give your whole heart up to gladness ? 

For March has w-ept enough for two. 

The hoariest record gives us no trace 
Of any March so b^eastly wet ; 

And neither Eight will soon forget 
The way he took the Thames and threw 
Whole buckets of it at the Boat Race. 

Ho hit us, too, when wo lay flat 
Under the weight of otiier trials ; 

As one who wounds you on the raw 
He watched the Stiike, and, w’heu he saw 
V\ e had no coal to dry 'em at. 

Over our ti-gusers loosed Jiis vials. 

But now — in places — Oomin on-sense 
Resumes the art of coal-extraction ; 

With or without their leaders’ leave 
The hewers hew, the heavers lieavo. 
Having secured at great expense 
The “minimum”— of satisfaction. 

And Jiark ! here comes a golden ago 
When gas, to save our well-earned shiners, 
Down in the pits shall have its birth. 

And miners (late the lords of earth) 

No more shall strike for better wage, 

Because there w’on’t be any miners. 

An age without a seamy side ! 

Then shall the lion and the lamb say 
V Sweet things together, smiling fair, 

And family feuds shall melt in air, 
Warmed by electric wires that hide 
Under the hearth-mg (bless you, Ramsay !) 

Come then, my April, lead the way ! 

Inaugurate the frolic revel 1 
Be always meny, alwaj's bright! 

You hear me ? No ; for, as I write 
On this your opening (All Fools’) da\', 

You Ve started hailing like the O 


The older fnends of Mr. Punch will learn with sorrow of 
the recent death of l^Irs. Bowers-Bdwakds, whose sketches 
I sigmed with her maiden initials, G. B. (Georgina Bowers). 

. and treating of sporting subjects which she found for 
• herself in the hunting-field, were a familiar feature of 
ins pages from 1866 — 76. Among the women artists, tooi 
j modest m number, w'ho have dra^vn for Punch, her. contri- 1 
bjitions were the most considerable. 


DRAMATIC HISTORY. 

[Tlie latest development of intelligent educational methods is to bo 
^ found iu the history class-room, where \Yliat is called “Dramatisation 
irr history" is trying to supei-sede the parrot-like repetition of facts I 
*2 and dates.] 

When my report on the dramatic method of teaching I 
history appears, I very much fear Miss Honeyman will 
cut me. I had received instructions from the" Board to 
report upon the new method, of v/hich, I was told, she was 
the most successful exponent. Of course I had heard a 
great deal of Miss Honej^man. She was considered the 
brightest and best of our younger school of teachers. Her 
handbooks on The Psychology of Addition, The Psychology 
of Stibtraciion and The Psychology of Dictation are pre- 
scribed for the Diploma of Pedagogj^ of the University of 
London ; aud her thesis for the D.Sc. degree, with its 
remarkable series of curves showing in milligrammes the 
precise amount of fatigue endured bv 5,875 children (male 
and female), varying in age from 6*329 to 7-215 years, in 
committing to memory the complete poem of “ Maiy and the 
Lamb,” bade fair to revolutionise the whole science of 
Experimental Psychology. Need I say that,^vliLen I heard 
how brilliantly she was teaching history on the new 
method, I looked forward to my visit with the greatest 
of expectations? ' . 

Miss Honeyman pn'oved to be a young lady of a calm and 
assured manner. Her confidence in her own powers was 
amazing, and raade one feel that in patronising an inspector 
she was only acting in accordance with natural law. 

“ Histojy,” she remarked, while w'e were waiting for the 
dass to assemble— “history has never been properly tkight. 
Hitherto it has been nothing but a parrot-like recital of 
meaningless names and dates. The Dramatic Method, on 
based upon a careful psychological analysis 
of the childish intelligence, and appealing to the mimetic 
^^d histi ionic instincts of the youthful mind, enables the 
pupil to understand that the great figures of history were 
something more than names— that they really lived and 
moved and had their being, just as the children themselves 
The eSect is instantaneous and immeasurable. The past 
alive, and history the most enthralling 

B} this time the class, which was evidently under the 
thei’ discipline, had filed almost noiselessly into 

Miss Honeyman tumea to them, the embodiment of that 
bright intelUgence which is the ambition of all trained 
educationalists. “ Now, dears,’’ she said, “ we will act the ' 
and the cakes. Who will be Alfred ? ” 
hifty hands wei-e held up. 

“ e can * all be Alfred,” said Miss Honeyman, brighter 
and more inte hgent than ever. « As Alfred was a Wn 

toEBD today’^” a boy. Charlie Marshall, you shaU be 

Forty-nine youngsters looked disappointed, while Charlie 
him if It tbe greatness thus suddenly thrast upon 
him, BharnefM^y shuffled to the front of the classf in 
obedience to Miss Honeyman’s gesture. 

1 *1?°^ we haTO got Alfred,” she said brightly, “ who will 
be the neatherd s wife ? ” ' 

Forty-nine hands went up mechanically. Miss Honev- 

i neatherd’s wife. Come and 

stand by Charlie. Good ! Now, children, yon know what 
5 on have got to do. Charlie, you must forget that you are 
Charlie. Who are you ? ” Ch^lie looked ^gue. ^ 
ame. dear, who are you ? ” Charlie smiSd vacantly. 
Miot Honej-man turned to the class. “Poor Charlie has 
forgotten who he is. Can anyone tell him ? ” 
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AU the hands went up. « Well, who is' he ? ” Charlie 
MarehaU, • came the reply from forty-eight young throats. 

, Miss Hoaeyman tamed to me with a smile. “They 
have not quite caught the idea yet, but you see how keen 
I 'h®}' ah are— how the method stimulates their interest, 
fio, de^, she continued, looking at the class, “Charlie 
IS not Charlie Marshall now. He is Alfred the Gbbat.” 
Mcst of- the class looked bewildered, and. one so far 
I mrgot himself as to whistle from pum incredulity. Mice 
Honeyman — admirable disciplinarian — was down on him 
m a mpM. “ Stand up, Johnnie Walker ! One- bad mark 
^ for whistlmg m class. Now, dears, don't forget that Charlie 
IS Alfred the Great, and Janie is— ? 

: ^ looked af Janie; Janie blushed, shifted from one 

foot to the other, and back again, nibbled her pinafore 
and at last suggested that she might be the cakes. 

“No, dear, these are the cakes," said Miss Honeyman, 
as she produced some property buns from her desk. 

* Charlie,” she added to the class. 

“ She doesn’t know who she is. Who can tell her ? ” 

Again all the hands went up., and all the younff voices 
chorused, “ Janie West I ” o 

Miss Honeyman looked a little annoyed. « No. no ” she 
said. “Who Janie?” 

“ Alfred the Great Charlie Marshall ! ” 

At these two suggestions Miss Honeyman’s brightness 
b^ame almost hysterical. “Nonsense, children! Janie is 
the neatherd’s wife.” Janie evidently did not believe it. 

Now, Alfred — Charlie, you ’re Alfred — you are 
coming to the neatherd’s hut, and you see the neatherd’s, 
wife. You must say something. What will vou say ? ” 
Alfred’s mouth opened a little, but no sedad'came. 


“ Think, dear I ” said Miss Honeyman. Alfred thought. 

“What do you say when you meet a friend in the 
street?” Alfred smiled fatuously and shook his head, 
“ I dunno,” he said. 

“ Oh yes, you do. You would say ‘ Good—ffood ’ ” 

“Good morning.” ^ 

“^at’s right. But Alfred the Great would not 
say that. It would be an anaehronism, and ’’—turning to 
me— think it^ very important that the children should 
learn to speak in tlie language of the period they are 
representing. Alfred would say, ‘Good morrow, good 
darnel’ Say it I” 

Alfred grinned all over and murmured, “To-moiTow 
to-d:ay.” 

“And now, Janie, what does the neatherd’s wife reply? ” 

Janie’s eyes filled with tears. “ She is a little shy before 
Stranges,” Miss Honeyman explained. “You have no 
idea what a dramatic genius that child has when we are 
by ourselves. Come, Janie dear, w-hat does the neatherd’s 
wife reply ? ” 

But Janie’s dramatic genius gave no sign of life. Her 
poor little pmple face puckered itself up into an expression 
of acute agony, and the tense silence was broken bv a 
piteous wail. * 

I The situation was intolerable. Even Miss Honeyman 
was upset. Eeeling that something must be done to 
relieve the tension and .to prevent the whole class falling 
into hysterics, I boldly came to the rescue. “Children” 
I said, “what was the date of the Battle of Hastings? 

Vacuity vanished ; hope returned Janie wiped her eyes * 
^ i ’ ** greeted me in cheerful chorus as I beat a 

retreat from the class-room. 
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-ADELA’S BANK-BOOK; 

Behig the first glad word ever written 
ahoiit a Government Dej^artment 
Adela rushed in breathlessly at the 
gates of the Post Office Savings Bank 
Head Office, which is situate in West 
Kensington. want the Savings 
Bankl-*’ cried she to the porter. 

. The porter informed her politely that 
the inquiry office was on the right. 

■ Adela rushed in at a -door on the 
left and cannoned into a high official 
leaving the office for lunch. I want 
the Savings Bank! ” she cried. “ Oh, 
I do hope I haven’t hui*t your hat ? ” * j 
The high official picked up his silk 
hat from the floor and niurniured a 
polite **Not at all.” Then he accom- 
panied her to the inquiry 
office and introduced her 
to a fatherly gentleman 
behind^ counter. 

“I’ve lost my bank- 
book I ” cried Adela. “ All 
my money wiU be stolen 1 
I must have left it in the 
shop where I bought the 
cream tarts. There was 
a nasty-looking man at a 
corner table eyeing me — 

I’m certain he’s drawn! 
out all my money. And 
now, just when I want 
to buy a new Spring cos- 
tume! . . . You won’t 
let him go soot free, will 
you?” 

The official behind the 
counter beamed reassur- 
ance upon Adela. “Don’t 
be anxious, madam — we 
shall, find the book all 
right. Your money will be 

quite safe. ' I will just ask 

you to-give me a few particulars.” (He 
drew out a printed form from a drawer.) 

“ You are sure you left the book at the 
shop where you bought the cream 
tarts ? ” 

“Well, of course I can’t be sure, 
but I* 'went there just- after' I had put 
some money in the Savings Bank, and 
I was so worried that afternoon, and 
that man at the comer table had such 
a nasty look in his eye.” 

“What was the number of your 
book ? ” - 

“I don’t know— yes, it had a six 
and an eight in it, and a five some- 
wh«e, I think. I bought it at the 

post office in Hotting Hill Gate ^I 

meam they gave it to me there.” 

"How much did you have on 
deposit ? ” 

** f ^on’t know — about forty pounds, 

I think. Yes, it must have beennearly 
forty pounds.” 


post office did you make the last 
deposit ? ” 

“At Hastings — it must have been 
a month ago. It was the post office 
near that nice shop where they sell 
the cream tarts.” ^ 

“ Can you tell me the street ? ” 

“ I don’t remember, but everyone at ! 
Hastings knows the one I mean. Put 


down that it ’s near that nice 
where they sell those cream tarts, 
you don’t think that wretched 
has stolen my money ? ” 

“I’m sure he hasn’t, madam, 
send^ upstairs at once and get 
particulars of your account.” 

In a few minutes the particulais had 
arrived, and the fatherly official was 
questioning Adela about the balance. 


If you lose an elephant in the parcels 
post and send in a comj)laint, you 
receive a printed answer headed, “ Lost 
Elephants-— Form A.I.”) 

John read it through carefully, **I 
don’t see what you ’re in trouble about, 
little woDian,” said he. “They only 
ask you to make a careful search for 
the lost book, and state that if not 


shop ] found they will let you have 


Oh, 

man 

I’ll 

the 



To THE Manager, 

Limited, Face MAsaACE Experts. 

Massage Operator uudertook to o^emovc mv I 
double chin. I certainly understood the word "remove” meant remove '4 
altogettier; but yoiu' operator has simply shifted the seat of t^o 

myself taken before and after treatment, and will be 
j-glad to know what you propose to do about it.— Yours faithfully, 


" Where did you lose it, and at what 


“ There has been no withdrawal since 
niore^ than a month ago. Your money 
is quite safe.” ^ 

" Oh, thank you, thank you ! ” 

“But are you quite sure you had 
only forty pounds in the bank ? ’* 
"Quite sure.” 

“Couldn’t it have been a little 
more?” 

Well, it might have been forty- 
five.” ^ 

“ Are you sure it was not fifty-five ? 
“Is it really fifty-five? How nice 
of you I ” 

“It’s fifty-six pounds ten, madam,” 
said the fatherly official smilingly, 

" I ’ll recommend aU my friends to 
deal with you ! ” cried Adela warmly, 

^ * 

A fortnight later Adela came shame- 
facedly to her husband with a printed 
mtter from the Savings Bank. (The 
Post Office has, of course, a printed 
letter for every possible eventuality. 


- a new 

book in a month’s time on payment of 
la. It *s quite straightforward.” 

“ Yes, I know. . , . But the point 
is, I *ve foujid the book.” 

John expressed no surprise. 

“In the second top drawer,” con- 
fessed Adela. 

“ That ’s where I told you to look.” 
“But I never keep papers there! 
- 1 ’m cei-tain I couldn’t pos- 
. sibly have put it there.” 

! “ Well, you ’ve found the 

, book— doesn’t that settle’ 
the matter? ” 

"Ho, it doesn’t! It 
sounds so silly to write 
' and say I ’ve found it after 
all.” 

I “I should pay up the 
’ shilling and get a new 
I book.” 

I “How like a man — so 
I cowardly! Men have no' 
moral courage. To do that' 
would practically be telling' 
them an untruth.” 

'“Very well, dear, do as i 
you pleas3. But why ask ' 
my advice if you decide 
beforehand not to take 
it?” : 

A quaiter of an houi* 
later Adela came back 
with the answer she had 
written.’ "How do you 


think this would do, John ? 

‘Dear Sirs, — Thank-you very mud) 
for the trouble you have taken, and 
especially that very nice manager atj 
the inquiry office. By an extraordinary 
^incidence the deposit-book I 'lost at 
Hastings has been retutrfed to me to-; 

picked up by* that man' 
at the corner table in that* nice shop 
where they sell those cream tarts, and 
it turned out he was a business -friend 
of my husband’s. ' Wasn’t It lifcky? I 
‘Thank you very much for 'jrour 
attention— I shall certainly recommend 
you to all my friends. \ 

* Yours very truly.’ ” j 

"Your courage and candour,” said 
John, “put my cowardice to shame.” . 

Coal Strike ifews. ’ 

of 

The luoW owner can now have as many 
nres as he likes. . 
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; HIMN TO THE GEEEK GEAMMAE. 

i [Inspired by the hail of criticism which has threatened to oust it from 
its prominent place in the curriculum of our public schools] 

■ I AM sick to death of their babel; the spiidt within me is 
weak, 

But I know that thon art not able to stand much lono’er 0 
Greek 1 ® ’ 

’ For the surge of the Press has thundered; they call us 
I to make a choice, 

And the cries are as two deeps sundered ; there is no 
middle voice. 

All loveliest things and fairest are taken at last on the bend ; 
0 first and 0 second aorist, it is time to make an end. 

Shall I welcome the new ways rather than those that our 
sires have trod 

From firjTTip and narrip (a father and mother) and dew (a god) 
To the days when our eyes were dreamy for love of a 
couch yet warm 

As we crashed on the rock tvTrjfii and rendei'od our sterns 
‘ ’ to the storm ? 

Ah no ! for her reign was cruel, the goddess from whom we fly, 
And hard to remember the dual, and bitter the verb in -/zl 
And a banren way was the syntax and sharp for delicate feet 
As the points of upturned tin-tacks are sharp in the tutor’s 
seat ; 

And verbs irregular, massive, bung o’er with a menacing 
■ brow, ° 

And I don t know the perfect passive of most of them even 
now. 

j But she led to the flowery places, to the isles where the 
! heroes dwell . . .. 


And the silvery laugh of the Graces and the meadows of 
asphodel, 

And all the toil of Odysseus and all the strife before Troy 

Was stamped on the trouser tissues and seared in the soul 
or the boy. 

plural of KpiTTjpj 0 dative of fwiora the Muse, 

What art of our smoke-stained cities shall stand in your 
outworn shoes ? ^ 

Ye held us with old alliance, ye lured us to culture’s links, 

bhalt thou give us these things, Science, who wast known , 
of yore as » stinks ” ? 

A goddess not wreathed with roses, not won with the aid 
of a cab, 

Not worshipped with Sidgwice’s proses, but studied in 
stealth in a lab. 

Shall they turn us to foreigu jargon and a Frensli or a 
German tongue, 

Instead of the speech of the Argonaut, breath of a world 
yet young ? ! 

Shall they try us with cubes and figures that are worse 
than French to bear, ^ i 

Or hard historical rigours ? I confess I do not care ; 

For I know that are and oTrep are falling, the once divine ; 

They are changing our gold for copper, a hundred oxen for ' 
nine. 

And the world is broken in pieces and swept on the wave 
of the sea. 

And my heart is riven with tmesis, I suffer from syncope. 

And the pains of death stab through me and, writ on the 
. sinking sun 

Is the perfect (strong) of ‘'OAxWMI— SX wXa, I am undone. 

' ’ ^ Evoe. 




say. 

last 


THE HERALD OF SUMMER. 

" M-k dear,” said Jeremy.as lie folded 
back his paper at the sporting page, “ I 
have some news for yon. Cricket is 
upon US once again/' 

“There’s a nasty cold upon Baby 
once again,” said Mrs. Jeremy. “ I hope 
it doesn’t mean measles.” 

“ No child of mine would ever liave 
measles, * 'said Jeremy confidently ‘ * It ’s 
beneath ns.” He cleared his throat and 
read, « ‘The coming season will be 
rendered ever memorable by the fact 
that for the first time in the history of 

the game * You'll never 

what's coming.” 

I Smith is expected to 

make double figures.” 

J eremy sat up indignantly. 

I ‘ Well of all the wifely things to 
Who was top of our averages 
year?” , 

. “Plu^OT. Because you presented 

the bat to him yourself.” 

\,Jf FO’^es nething. I gave my- 
seU a bat too, as it happens; and a 
better one than Plummer’s. After all 
his avOTage.was only 25. if 

the weather had allowed me to fini.ii 
. my sohtary innings, would probably 
have been 26.” ^ ^ 

“As it was, the weather only allowed 
you to mve a chance to the wicket- 
kee^r off the one ball you had.” • 

Fee of the 
pitch, said Jeremy. “Besides, it 
wasut really, a chance, because .our 
umpire would never have given the 
treasraer out first baU. There are 
I eertm decencies which are bound to 
be observed. 

you don t play more often.” ^ 

J®emy got up and made a few 
strokes with the poker. 

“ One of Tw is rather stiff,” he said. 
POThaps it s the poker. If I pW 
to^Mly this season will you promise 
I to brmg Baby to watch me ? ” 

“ Of course we shall both come.” 

‘ .^d you won’t let Baby jeer at 
o/ ^ l>owM by a shooter.” 
bhe won’t know what a shooter is.” 

nr,'?,, I.®*! *^a.t it ’s the 

oMy ball that ever bowls father,” said 

ton^^' down the poker and 

SL somewhere behind Ve 

don t come; but if I should miss a 
catch you must point out to her that 

mvrMT“>‘y®®y®®- I want 
my child to understand the game as 
soon M possible.” ® 

I I U tell her all that she ought to 
I inow,” said his wife. “An.dwhS 


Jeremy gave himself another catch, 
threw the wool to his wife and drifted 
out. He came back in ten minn f^a a 
with his bat under his arm. 

" Eeally, it has wintered rather well ” 
he said, “ considering that it has been 
^ m the boot cupboard all the time. We 
oughti^ to Lave put soma camphor in 
with itj' or — I know there's so 77 ifi- 
mnff you do to bats in the winter. 
Anyhow, the splice is still there.” 

« ’^“y oM.”said Mrs. Jeremy, 

is that really your new one ? ” 

Yes, this is the one that played the 
histonc_ innings. It has only had one 
baU in its whole life, and that was on 
the edge. The part of the bat that I 
propose to use this season wiU come 
entirely fresh to the business.” 

" Ton ought to have oiled it, Jeremy, 
yu — tiiat was what I meant, I ’] 

1 1 + TTr_ ... 


- ^ ” y**® vvAioio X iueiinu, j. ’ll 

do it now. We'U give it a good rub 

“My dear, that’s trae. It said in 
the paper that on the County grounds 
notice was ah-eady in full swing.” 
He made an imaginary drive. “I 
don i think I shaU take a full swing, 
it s so much harder to time the baU 
I say, do i/ou bowl ?” 

“ ^®^’y badly, Jeremy.' 

“The worse you bowl the more 
practice the bat will get. Or what 
about Baby ? Could she boxS to me 

Sa toss’?” 

«' m to-day.” 
Ipff .,Nurse tells me she ’s 

^ particularly want a 

veiy hot left-hand bowler called^—” 

I,." yo’^r daughter to 

be an athletic girl, do you? ” 

at her in surprise and 

” Not a girl ] ” 

“ Why not ? Thei-e ’s nothing in the 
rules about it. Buie 197 (b) savs that 

TO Msd»'t play if j„ 

ta. 

^enmy smiled and ruffled id, 

•u^®^’!* Jeremy, "if uobodv 
will bowl to me, I can at leMU^A 
my bat out and let it see the grass^ 

chXe foirit.”*^ ’^°®*® l^® 

Sr • ®*xi. ^’Far again until lunch 
'Dar“g- the meal hi. read extraoto ^ 
his wife from “The Coming &aLn^ 


, J-IIB WHO. •• Aw ri TCThAw 

With-my wool 

I ve got something to do with itf” 


Prospects,” and spoke cheerfnllv of 
the inns he intended to make for the 
village. After lunch he took her on 
to the tennis lawn. 

Tlieie ! he said proudly, poinfcinfT 
to a cricket pitch beautifuUy cut and 
marked with a crease of dazzling white. 
Doesn’t that look jolly ? ” 

“ Heavenly,” she said. “ You must 
aek some one up to-morrow. You can 
get quite good practice here with these 
deep banks all rouni” 

“ Yes, I shaB make a lot of runs 
this season,” said Jeremy airily. But 
apart from practice, don’t you feel 
how jolly and summery a cricket pitch 
makes everything ? ” 

Jeremy took a deep breath. 

® nothing like a bucket 

sum^e?““'® ^®’^ 

“I’m glad you think so too,” said 
“because 
*’'® "^“-y back to 
the stipes— just underneath theper- 

l^tA ■ ‘® *be rosea on 

like anything.” A.A.M. 


LEXICOMANIA. 

hiSZtIV ^ f *'^,^/®-ag®<J man, who had 
latA i»i '^*®’“®l®®s and immacu- 

®®i!® Belinda’s 

oque, which that lady subsequentlv 

youth. Beloved of his famfiy, not 

^versely criticised by hisownchiidi-en ' 

and much thought of by the dogs of 
So be is the iast man 

to become the 
®^ lust of dictionary-writing. 

At the beginning of things, when he 
was 8 tiU on the fringe of tbeilaiflZbe 
aSacisfs and the adiaphorous, he con- 
ff practices to the privacy 

ww! abimd the 

wholesome circle of his mereantllo 
aoqu^tance. But, as he prSSS 
noSoS® diabohoal enterprise, he came 

rOTel H *®^®^?*® positively to 
i6vel in tbe sociAfv 


mtimate. We mit to dTs^ssir oS 
“ a ^ maintained to be 

us^ in f^^ative, principally ! 

fw j nautical circles,” and he nro- 

I IhalT no ^ 

nigS^A x^®'8®t the shameless ' 

\‘7^^ spent together with the 

the ribald merriment with which, at 1 
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the grey break of dawn, we landed 
right in the middle of the hciagnoulc. 

His passage through the “B*s” was 
of such ease as to leave no hope with 
his relations of his ultimate salvation. 
The ceraiinoscope did not long deter 
him, the chipmunk proved the merest 
child's play, and he arrived at the 
beginning of the ” D’s," flushed with 
indecent triumph — to be defeated by 
a monosyllable. It was not damn. 
He knew exactljr how to deal with that 
and enjoyed doing it. He even gave 
instances. Not to care a damn, he ex- 
plained for those to whom the phrase 
conveyed nothing, means **notto mind 
in the least,” and he passed on with a 
light heart to the dandy-rolls and the 
danglsberries, the darapskites and the 
darges. But at the next word but 
three he ceased suddenly. 

I found him depressed to the verge 
of suicide. I left him trembling with 
guilty excitement. He acted on my 
suggestion, in fact, and started opera- 
tions at the other end, hoping for bettei’ 
luck when he came to attack that 
fatal word from the back, as it were. 
After that, he dabbled for months 
among the zalambdodonta, the voodoo, 
the thussock, the slatch, the paracor- 
olla, the noops, the jlabbergullion, and 
the eng. But arrived once more in the 
“D’s,” his spirit left him, and it was 
almost with a sigh that he wrote “ dic- 
tionary : this is a dictionary,” and 
passed on. He even grew irritable, 
and the offensive manner in which he 
dismissed the harmless daubreellic as 
"an amorphous, earthy, whitish, hy- 
drated, bismuth, oxy-chloride,” shows 
that he knew he was rapidly getting 
to the end of his tether. The dawioor 
gave him some excuse to pause ,* he 
postponed the inevitable by means 
of such subterfuges as “ darkness : 
see dark,*’ *Ularkful : full of dark,” and 
“ darken : to make dark.” He found an 
unexpected but legitimate breathing- 
space in the darkemon; but at last 
there was nothing for it but to plunge 
hopelessly and inevitably into the 
dark; and it was there that his vicious 
career ended from sheer inability to 
continue. 

He did not give in without a struggle ; 
for a week he endeavoured to compile a 
definition of the dai'k. He would have 
been satisfied with an algebraical for- 
mula, had there been one, but he could 
not even say that it was a?, the' unknown 
quantify. The dark is universally 
known and respected ; it is, as every- 
body knows, the dark. He could not 
even deal with it negatively and say 
it was not lighu The same remark, he 
told me bitterly, would apply to muttofi 
and Mister ttamsay Macaonald, and 
three things less synonymous than; 





“Egg on it, Sir? I’m reellt yeiiy sorry. I don’t know what I could ’a’ been 

DOING, BRINGING YOU A SPOON LIKE THAT. AnD THERE’s SOME AS DON’T LIKE EGG.” 


mutton, Mister Bamsay Macdonald and 
dark he could not well conceive. 

“ Park ? ” he said to himself. ‘ ‘ What 
is it ? What is dark ? Dark, dark, dark 
...” till he began to wonder what on 
earth he was talking about and whether 
there was such a word at all. He 
turned out all the lights in his study 
and had a good look at it. He smelt 
it, listened to it, stroked it, swallowed 
some of it to see if he could taste any- 
thing characteristic about it. A thing 
which he had known all his life and 
had even sworn at as one would swear 
at one’s best friend — ^and he could 
not even begin to say what it was ! 
The dark ? It was just — the dai'k. 

I think the definition he hit upon at 
the last shows the awful effect on his 
mind of his malpractices. Light, it 
may be mentioned for comparison, he 


had defined as “the form of radiant 
energy which acts on the retina of the 
eye and renders visible the object from 
which it comes " ,* he said at the 

end, “ is that which you see in a room 
when you cannot see anything and is 
that which, when you strike a match 
to look for it, is not there.” 

And with that he gave up for good. 
Nowadays he is sufficiently changed 
and recovered to refer to his lapse as 
“ lexicomania,” a word which does not 
in fact exist. 


From an auctioneer's catalogue — 
Lot 620, Books : — 

"Ditto, 5 ft. by 5 ft.” 

This must be the pocket edition of The 
TJncyclopcsdia Britannica, of which we 
have heard so much.’ 




‘CoarE 05 r, SwaxkI” 


AT THE 'ALLS. 

[With aeknowledginenta to the courageous 
^ Mr. W. R. Tittertos iu TH 

^oXl GatacU^^'] 

At th© Pavoli I found that amazing 
peasant-genius Billy Sawdust in several 
new songs. They are not so good as 
his best — ^not so good as “Not Guilty/’ 
and “I Ve never been the Same Man 
since," and “There ’s Room in my Heart ' 
£or^ a Milhon Girls," _ that ecstatic 
lyric of the joie de vivre — but they are 
good none the less. And you have to 
see Billy Sawdust to appreciate him. 
He comes on at ten, and the knowincr 
ones dash in from the street at ^that 
hour, full of good dinnei*. But they 
make a mistake. The right preparation 
for Sawdust’s genius is to stand at the 
early doors in the rain for an hour 
and endure all the rest of the pro- 
gramme on an empty stomach before 
he comes on. Then Sawdust really 
appeals to you. He is beyond words 
great. 

Also at the Pavoli is Bessie Boole, 
fair daughter of a notable mother 
whose name is Lizzie Lute, and who 
has charmed millions of musiciall 
frequenters by her genius; and you 


will find Bessie very like her. The 
sketch called “Trousers to Mend" 
might be better acted here and there, 
and the author has somewhat trifled 
with the unities ; ^ but, like everything 
at the Halls, it is a superb piece of 
realism, .and the' moment when the 
drunken tailor declares that he has 
never seen trousers in worse repair is 
something to remember. 


as Nelly always gives, is a serious 
privation. . * 


The Tivilion has its usual galaxy of 
stare, chief among whom axe the ever 
droll Tom Barge, with a new song 
about a talking parrot which keeps the 
^dience convulsed ; the incomparable 
Eive Silos, whose contortions become 
more astounding at every performance ; 
and a remarkable American musical 
humourist who plays the piano with 
ms nose, and in this way is not less 
impressive than Busoni. I must, how- 
ever, implore the management to put 
up some notice as to the importance 
of silence at the bars. Owing to the 
noisy chatter of several men during 
the singing of sweet NeUy Musker’s 
new slum song, “Muwer's Purs are up 
the Spout,” I missed several of the 
inost telling lines, and this in a firmly 
etched impression of mean streets, such 


At the Mausoleum are a number of 

sketches and musical numbers and 

Shadie Glayde. Now you must hear 
Sh^ie Glayde. She is immense. 
Whrther or not she is quite realizing 
her best self is a question not to be 
answered until I have been io the dear 
I old Mausoleum a few more times ; but 
she is remarkable, wonderful. The way 
she sings that highly significant song, 

Pather s on the Tiles once more,” is 
I shall watch 
ohadie Glayde's career with interest 
It IS such as she that lift the Halls to 
the sphere of art. 

(And a lot move equally ivell u'ortli 
writing and reading.) 

Commercial Candour. 

Prom a boot manufacturer's circular; 

“Our goods talk for themselves.” 

We have often heard that kind of boot. 

interring and beantifnl hymn 
ftom the Greek u ‘ Hail, Gladstoue Light.'™ 
BritUh News of Oanadob. 

UbScS, ' 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

(Extjiacied fhom the Diaky ov Toby, II.P.) 

Bouse of Cmnmons, Wcd7iesday, April 
?/r~ u sittings on Monday, 

Members -were pointedly reminded it 
TOs time to wind np work and go 
off for Easter holidays. Shortly after 
do clock it suddenly grew so dark 
that lights were turned on. Gas-lit 
ceihng, which contrived a double debt 
to pay— lighting the chamber and 
dn-eotmg ventilation— presented dis- 
reputable appearance. Eive squares of 
glass did not light up. Eesult sug- 
gested five black eyes in a rubicund 
countenance; which, as Euclid some- 
where remarks, is absurd. 

Later in sitting a fresher light shone 
upon scanty gathering, the more wel 
TOme since it was xmexpected. 
Business- in hand Second Beading of 
Scotch Temperance Bill in charge of 
new Secretary, McKinnon Wood. 
After House had been droning along 
for couple of hours, sparsely-built gen” 
tleman, with sharp-featured counte- 
nance and unobtinsive hair, rose on 
Ministerial side. Members looked 
across and languidly asked, “Who’s 
this?" No one seemed to know, 
Surmised it was one of the new Mat»i 
bers returned at recent by-elections. 
Further enquiry, more persistent as 
the speech proceeded, revealed the 




I . 

„ , „ WOETH WAITING l?OE! 


JBORK TO GOVAX 

*^**A“, ^ ® Pliai'isee or a Crusader, 'which? 
I don’t inow 1 ” 

(Mr. Holmes makes a fascinating maiden 
speech m which he confesses that in all 
prooahility his countrymen "will “never he 
either siekeningly abstemious or ostentatiously 
teetotal/’) i 


identity of Mr. Holmes, Member for 
Govan. 

Hadnoi) uttered half-a-dozen sentences 
when pleased discovery was made that 
here was somebody refreshingly new. 
Members delivering their maiden speech 
are usually so impressed with impor- 
tance of occasion as to begin by re- 
commendiiag themselves to merciful 
consideration of House. Gentleman 
from Govan had neither necessity nor 
desire for clemency. As perfectly at 
his ease as if he had been born in the 
House and christened in the Crypt. 

Most irresistible charm about speech 
full of drolleries was his own frank, 
unstinted enjoyment of it. 

“ Everyone agrees,” he said, looking 
round the House, pointedly including 
the Speakbb at one end, Seegeant-at- 
Aems at the other, “ that it is wrong to 
tipple airly in the forenoon.” 

Benevolent smile lit up his coun- 


tenance, sparkling over his abnormally 
spacious unfringed forehead. As he 
smiled, his body swaying lightly from 
left to right, he paused to give his 
hearers opportunity for moment’s re- 
flection upon this great truth. Interval 
prolonged by burst of laughter; whereat 
the new Member’s smile broadened and 
he nodded genial approbation. 

Jealous for reputation of his country- 
men, maligned by earlier speaker who 
hinted that Scotland was exceptionally 
disposed towards alcoholio liquors. 
This illusion was, he argued, lai'gely 
due to “that charming singer ” Burns, 
who gave currency to the assertion 
th^ “ freedom and whusky gang the- 

He spoke without prejudice. “ I am 
myself,” he said in one of his confiden- 
tial asides, “an ex-president of a Burns 
club.” ^ Still ^ truth must be told, 
and whilst vindicating the 
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character of his countrymen he ad- 
mitted that, owing to climatic and 
other inftuencee, there was no danger 
of Scotchmen being found “ either sick- 
enin^y abstemious or ostentatiouslv 
teetotal.” ^ 

New Member having smiled and 
swayed himself off the stage, debate 
resumed normal conditions, resulting 
in Second Reading of the Bill without 
a division. 

Yesterday Lloyd 
George expounded his 
Budget. After some 
talk to-day on question 
of Imperial Preference 
and alleged br’each of 
faith on part of a wicked 
Government, House 
adjourned for brief 
Easter holiday. Back 
again next Wednesday. 

Business done. 

Budget brought in. 
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and tramp and pull in vain. It really 
IS the most maddening thmg. So near 
and yet so far. I can jsee it before me 
trying to lift up its voice, but it is not 
a bit of use as long as those other 
fellows are talking. - On this occasion 
it was simply shouted down by a horrid 
little persistent trill that ran along 
above it. It began near the beginning 
of the roll with a long row of double 


THE MUSIC OE 

THE eutube; 

I SUPPOSE most great 
inventions are baaed 
upon a fluke. At least 
mine was. I stumbled 
on to it quite by acci- 
dent, and yet it is a 
pretty far-reaching 
thing. It ought to 
mean — ^when I have 
had time to work it up 
a bit — an entirely new 
method of musical 
composition, eliminat- ! 
ing all that tiresome 
business about harmony 
and counterpoint, and 
dots and rests and 
minims and semi- 
quavers and staves and 
clefs and so on. It is 
so beautifully straight- 
forward and direct. 

This is the way it I 

happened. I was 

wrestling with Debussz on the piano- 
Ima and I came to a passage — one out 
m many that wouldn^t make sense. 
Ihat was not entirely Debussy’s fault. 
My instrument (not the most expensive 
kind) has its limitations. It divides 
the key-hoard sharply into two halves, 
which can be operated separately. If 
the melody is pretty high up in the 
feeble I can smother the bass all right 
tod squeeze it out with my feet. And 
if the melody is deep down in the bass 
X can still overhear it by haishly 
shutting down the treWe. But if the 
melody is bang in the middle— where, 
aecording to my ideas, it has no earthly 
right to be — I am helpless. I squeeze 



(jfomtiff to 7(is iiveO). “Look at ’im aw 
s the marbles season r* 


perforations, like the track of a rabbifc 
in the snow, and, when I got the 
pressure on, it merely squealed louder 
and louder. It was then that I struck 
the Great Idea. I got up and collected 
aU the stamp-paper in the house, some 
court plaster and a packet of adhesive 
labels, and with these, cut into narrow 
strips and gummed on to the roll I 
simply stamped it out. It was splendid. 
The m^ody began to chip in at once 
and made a very good fight for it with 


That was the thin end of the wedge. 
As soon as I had admitted the principle 
of covenng up the notes I didi’t want, 
i found there was any amoimt more to 


do in the^ same direction. I worked 
myself up into a passion of obliteration, 
becoming more and more reckless, till 
I- was dabbing on .little patches all 
over the place. "When I had exhausted 
the supply of adhesive matter I had to 
use halfpenny and penny stamps, cut 
into four. This gave the record a 
pretty and variegated appearance which 
I hope will be appreciated when it is 
returned to the library. 
But I will admit that 
my final edition of the 
score disappointed me. 
It had become ahushed, 
feeble, stuttering thing, 
and I could not feel 
^ that it faithfully con- 
veyed thefull intentions 
of the composer. 

Still, I had the germ 
of my invention, and I 
have put a good lot of 
solid work into it since 
then. I went on to try 
what I may call the 
complementary pro- 
cess to thatpf stopping 
up the holes. I mean 
opening other holes 
with a pair oE scissors. 
And there you have it ! 
The composer of the 
future will simply sit at 
his pianolina with a pair 
of scissors and a pot of 
paste. He has only to 
open up a hole here 
and there and see if it 
sounds right; if hot, he 
shuts them up and tries 
again, I do not wish 
to infer for a moment 
that it will be an easy 
or casual process, for I 
calculate that no small 
knowledge of mathe- 
matics will be neces- 
sary. But it must be 
incomparably easier 
^ than the present anti- 
~ — — ; — quated methods. Be- 
: sides being far more fun. 

But my invention can also be used 
as a Parlour Game. This is done by 
setting to work to turn one score into 
another. It takes a good long time 
but it IS simply absorbing as a winter 
sport._ My own greatest success in this 
direction was when I turned the finola 
Some, Sweet 


n-ATISG Iir-CAT 


Kotice to Contributors. 

Whatever the chances of a lasting 
fieace in the coal world, Mr. Fund 
begs to announce that for the purpose 
of jokes about " miners and minimum ” 
Che strike is now definitely over. 
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FEIENDS IN COUNCIL. 

{With acknowledgments to “ T.P.'s 
Weekly") 

Gbittleuan, a.dv(ijDced tbinkev, 1111- 
conyentional, haricot beans, sandals, 
soft coUms, desires to exchange soul- 
throbs with congenial nut-outletist. 

Eecitatiok Wanted. — Can you tell 
me title and publisher of verses 
commencing— “Half a league, half a 
league, haU a league ” ?— (E.7. Winkle) 

Ebcitation Pound. — “ Mary bad a 
bttle" is published with touching 
lUustrations in Aunt Jane’s Chats to 
the Chtcklets. Eag edition, 9|d. 

Constant Ebadee writes “ I have 
]U8t been reading a book called Jane 
^yre, by a party named Chaelottb 
BrontS. Does anyone know anything 
about this author ? ” o 

[This is dreadful ! You really can- j 
not be a constant reader of us. See I 
all our back numbers, -and also last 
weeks issue for intensely interesting 
interview with a London railway porter 
whose great-aunt distinctly remembers 
the postman who handled nearly all 
the BRONTfi MSS.-^Ed.] 

Tolstoy, etc. — A correspondent 
would like to know if Tolstoy was 
ever vaccinated and, if so, the date; 
also the origin of Wormwood Scrubbs, 
and the name of the inventor of the 
crumb-scoop. 

Lady residing in delightful mid- 
Victorian house at Peckham, with 
two spinster daughters of same period, 
offers delightfully refined home to two 
gentlemen engaged during the day. 
Chance of becoming engaged during 
the evening. 










1 ^' 


_ .1! 






M ira.e- isct IN* c-— 


A CHANTY. 

There was an old mariner man at 
Wappin’ 

Who kept a curiosity shop, 

’B bought things, an’ sold things, an* 
. 'aa things for swoppin’, 

Prom an ivory junk to a peppermint 
drop ; 

Singing, Blow up the trumpets 
That blow the full-moon, 

Por we must be in China 
Before the monsoon ! 

*E *d baldfaced Bhuddas from out o’ the 
Indies, 

An* golden-dusted gods from Siam, 
An’ Japanese ginger in jars in- ’is 
windies, 

An* he once went to China an’ saw 
the Great Cham ! 

Singing, Blow up the trumpets', 

An* beat the bassoon, , , . 

But we must be in China 
Before the full-moon ! 


too ehieifia a view of tlu 

case). And YET they do say as ow a stbain can ie wobse than a break . ^ 
Jjoctor, * VERY RARE, I SHOULD SAY, IN THE CASE OF A NECK.” 1 

Oh, Chma^^the Jlace to take a chap’s But that the wood it was full o’ 

'E there met a lass called Li-WaDg- An’ when ’e went ’is luck to try ! 

We.nl . 1 -. A. green dragon ’e bellowed like i 

Jiut foi old sake s sake e christened er thunder 

An’ chased ’im as far as next Jnly! 
Si^ng, Blow up the trampets Oh, blow them in tnne. 


That sound the typhoon, 
Por we must be in Ohiua 
Before the monsoon ! 


Por we must be in China 
Before the monsoon ! 


01 . T j • T . . , So ’e signed on with ’a tea-shin for 

She hved m an elegant pinky pagoda " Wappin’, ^ 

^ firagon-’aunted Por London Town where the traders 

An’ it ’s six o’ rum to an ice-cream Where the fogs come up an* the rain is 
soda , a-dronnin* 

^ ’E would ;ave married 'er where she An’ ’e man-ied the girl ’as ’e ’d known 

«. ' ' ' atBowt 

1 "P trumpets. Singing, Blow up the trumpets 

I • . . There s roses m June. I^rom Cork to Kowloon, 

■Bift we must get to China But we must be in China 

•Before the fuU-moon! ; Before tlie full-moon.! 
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THE PATH TO REALITY. 

(Hints f 07* the Tepvesentation of our everydaj/ joys and 
soiToios in the Greek fonih) 
yr.— THE TRAIN-MISSERS. 

Persons oe the Play. 

The Father; TheMoilm; Two Daughters ; The Station- 
master; Eemnes, Chorus of Inspectors and Farters. 
Scene— 27te Phtform of an imjmtant London Station. 
Enter the Father liumedly, followed by his family. 

The Father. 

Now, by almighty Zeus, this is too bad ! 

The train by which I had designed to go, 

My tickets taken and my luggage packed, 

That train is gone and I am left behind. 

It has been dlled and now it overflow’s, 

The measure of this railway’s wickedness ; 

For all their cursed clocks declare the hour 
Was reached five minutes since, whereas mv watch 
A very careful British time-keeper, 

Tells me that five more minutes have to go. 

Oh, all ye grinning apes and motley fools, 

Stand not about me with your fish-like eyes, 

But stir yourselves and let some deed be dons, 

Lest I sit down and write my lengthy tale, 

My tale of matchless sorrow, to The Times. 

And thou, my spouse, and ye, my daughters twain, 
^ad ye not stayed above and spent the time 
In endless titivation of yourselves, 

This had nob happened ; but I called in vain, 
intag the house with clamour and complaint. 

And now ye see the end : we ’ve missed our train. 
Ohobus. 

This, in truth, is a very violent and angry man, unduly 
mov^, as It appears to us. by such a calam% as hSns 
^ someone, he himself not being the o^y 
among many similarly afflicted 

‘b. 

But, no doubt, he intended to go 
To Paris, the beautiful city, 

®*® Presses are low. 

And the ladies are graceful and witty. 

Por ogives, we have not been to France ; 

Such a jo^ey was never our whim. Sirs ; 

Birt we feel for this passenger’s pamful mischance— 

rm X- . 1 ® Sirs. ' , 

£}ie Father. OSm spnpathy unto those who need it; but 
nae onty bloo^hed will satisfy. 

The Mot^. Oh, dearest husband, moderate thine anger for 
I Thf are many that smile, concealing their faoeL 

[ The Father. And ye two who were bom to me as daughters 
in my ancestrrf mansion, wherefore do ye stand 
©• . bewailing your misfortune ? </ 

Ftrst Bavghter. Hard is my lot who was to be Parised and 
- am now nn-Parised through no fault of my own. 

» Damgh^. Yea, and to me the gain of a Parisian 
7 U nt henceforth forbidden, unhappy that I am 

27j« Let the Lord of the Station be Lnmoned. fora 

short word loudly spoken to him may calm my mind. 

Chorus. 

The Station-master will come, mayhap. 

With the golden braid on his jaunty Sap. 

Mayhap he will graciously deign to come 
^d address this fellow, who is not dumb 
Xlot rubbing him up, but calming down . 


His violent voice and his fearful frown. 

But perhaps he will stay away, and then 
A deed will occur in the haunts of naen, 

A terrible, murderous, bloodstained deed, 

Promoted and wrought by the bitter need 
Of the man who has missed his train and ship, 
And is robbed, in fact, of his Easter trip. 

Now ’whether he 11 come or stay away 
Is very much more than we can say ; 

But, whatever he does, some great disaster 
Is sure to liefall our Station-master. 

So we, like bees, will buzz alpng, 

Cheerfully singing our honey-song, 

And ready to creep into our hives 
With a view to saving our well-loved lives. 

But, misery, misery! Woe, woe, woe ! 

We knew the event must happen so ! 

For, lo, with a port devoid of fear 
The Station-master is coming hei*e ! 

The Station-master. 

What means this noise, and wherefore dost thou shout, 
black-browed man, who hast no business here ^ 

The Father. Ho business here? I have four first-class 
tickets ; 

And thou hast robbed me of ray destined train. 
St.-m. The train is gone and thou hadst better go; 

We have no room for foolish brawlers here. 

The FatUr. This is the limit I Strip thy station-coat 
Put up thy dukes, and let us test and know 
Which is the better man, thyself or I. “ 

, Ohoto., 

Now the battle is joined and the blood is already flo%vin<». 
Whom shall we support loudly declaring that out of eleven 
ohancM ten are in favour of one combatant or the other’ 
Now the Station-master strikes a blow fearful, indeed but 
not accurately delivered, and now the passenger rushes 
forward roaring horribly like unto a bull maddened by the 
sting of a gadfly. Surely the Station-master reels under 
the impact. Yea, he is down, his glory is overshadowed 
and his course is run. 

The Station-master. 

Carry me hence, for I have had my fill. * * 

[He dies. In mte of the shrieks of the wife and 
daughters j the crowd seizes the passenger and is 
about to tear liiwin pieces, when Hermes suddenhi 
alights on the platform. 

Hermes, 

Now stay 3 ’our hands, and let the man go free 

Him and his spouse and both his daughters too. 
gnee he has duly worshipped at my shrine 
He has my favour and, besides, shall have 
A special train to take him on his way. 

As for the Station-master who is dead, 

I will m^-self conduct him to the shades. 

Chorus. 

Great indeed is Hermes and worthy of all reverence 
But for ourselves we deem it best that we return to oS 

B. 0. L. 

wanting signs of great poUtioal changes 
in the not-far-distant future,” says The Wkithu 

having, perhaps, jhst heard of Home Buie. ^ 

. 1. . r«« 

Just?- the vessel for a rough sea. 
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THE FINAL PUTT. 

ao ' fcr ( topu ,- t , uv ). “.N-o;y yo-j’ve got Tma lo save the match, so kose oe toue sciejcceI Just huso it ie 1* 


THE OPTIMIST. 

(Suggested ly the Poets' Corner^' of o. 

Provincial Journal.) 

Though my brelhron faint and falter. 
Cowed by each successive scare, 

I for one wi.l never palter 
With a mood of dark despair. 

Though the nation's pride is humbled, 
Though her glory, sore bested, 

From its pinnacle is tumbled, 

I will never hang my head. 

If we gaze upon the seasons 
Eich in variegated bloom, 

We shall find abundant reasons 
For abandoning our gloom. 

Dangers stalk in countless legions 
Eight throughout the torrid zone ; 

England's more salubrious regions 
Teem with raptures all their own. 

What can be more deeply thrilling 
Than the magic which is Spring's, 

When tlie lark aloft is trilling 
Like a piccolo On wings ? 

When the hedgerow sprays are shooting, 
And the primrose decks the lane, 

And the owl’s nocturnal hooting 
Breathes a less funereal strain ? 


There is perfect joy in Summer 
When the year is at its primo 
And the bee, that busy hummer, 
Buzzes gaily all the time ; 

When the buttercups and daisies 
Decorate the verdant leas, 

And in char4-bancs and chaises 
Jocund tourists take their ease. 

Nor dees Autumn fail in voicing 
Orisons of tempered glee, 

Though the mood of her rejoicing 
Strikes a sort of minor key ; 

But the foliage rich and ruddy 
Is a feature of the scene, 

And affords a better study 
To the brush than when it *s green. 

Winter, too, in cot and castle— 
Though accompanied by snow — 
Brings the joy of Yule and wassail, 
Christmas cards and mistletoe, 
When the long ancestral table 
Groans with turkey and with beef, 
And old Brandy, choice of label, 
Ministers to our relief. 

What then matters it if haply 
In our ointment flies we find ? 

Let us choose the creed of Tapley^ 
Ply the art of being kind. 


Life is short, but you can brighten 
Ev’ry moment of its span ; 
Struggle on, O weary Titan, 

Never leave the frydng-pan. 

“ Bolli eights were out shortly after half-past 
ten to see that all was right with their boas.*’ 

T. i. n , 

It was found, however, that some of 
the feathers were under water. 

From the correspondence column of 
The Ceylon Observer : — . 

development and pn'ogress of Cei/looi 
tlep&i\d- up(yn the interest and efforts of its 
Oitizois, The Editor of ike * Observer* inrUes 
csfrreepm^dfiise from the people, Tclaiim to 
matters of public concern,'] 

“Deah Sir,— W liat is the latest ruling in 
biid^e when a card is exposed during a deal ? 
Is It left to the option of the opponents whether 
there should he a fresh deal or must tlicre he a 
fresh deal xHlly nilly ? I am strongly under the 
impression the rule now adopted in the London 
Clubs is that a fresh deal must follow, but should 
be glad to hear if any of youi* read rs can give 
an authoritative answer.” 

There were no other letters. 

“Buchan, who sent a hot diive, had the dis- 
comforting experience of seeing Eadie stop the 
ball uith his body when the latter was in full 
flight. '—Sunderlmid Football Echo, 

Coward 1 
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A TWO-FINGER EXERCISE. 

I HAD casually dropped in to tea 
with Phyllis. Everything had passed 
off safely, without any mishap to the 
carpet or my nice new dove-coloured 
spats, and we were sitting contentedly 
by the fire. After vainly endeavouring 
to contrive something really exciting to 
do next, I was on the point of grasping 
the cat’s tail and dragging him into 
the conversation, when I had an idea of 
unusual brilliance. 

** I know what you can’t do,” I said. 

She leant forward, clasping her j 
hands, her face ho23efully brimming 
with mischief. 

“It’s a new trick,” she declared 
delightedly. *■' Oh, do tell it me ! ” 

^ “ Well, if you promise to be good and 
listen very attentively.” 

I placed the first and third fingers of 
my left hand in my moutli, and, after 
whistling a few opening bars by way of 
tuning up, rose gracefully to a pellucid 
note of acute penetrative power, that 
reacted on the cat with remarkable 
felicity. 

“ You can’t do that 1 ” 

I turned to her with a look of 
triumphant challenge in time to catch 
her fingers coming away from her ears, 
“Why, you weren’t listening at all. 
And now I shall have to do it all over 
again.” 

“I caught the gist o£ it. Eeally I 
did!” she protested eagerly. “Tell 
me, what is it you have to do ? ” 

. “ It ’s quite simple,” I said. “ Lend 
me your hand a minute and I ’ll show 
you how it "s done.” 

I took possession of it with an easy 
indifference, only to find, after having 
‘ wasted several minutes in puzzling out 
bow her thumb came to be on the off- * 
side, that she had given me the wrong 
one. I returned it with a smack and 
made her exchange it. Eor a hand it 
was such a ridiculously small thing 
that I found myself absently measuring , 
it against my own. Then, just to 
humour her, I went off on a couple of j 
pat-a-cakes and a this -little -pig- went- ' 
to-market. Women like these little ‘ 
attenticns. She was laughing quietly i 
to herself all the while. But on 
I’eturning to business I vras further j 
-delayed by the extraordinary degree 
of stiffness that pervaded her fingers, i 
I must have been a good five minutes i 
coaxing their rosy tips into position. ] 


^ “ Don’t be afraid ! ” I said, trying to 
pierce the^ black interior; “pretend 
you’re a prima donna iust swiusfinef on 
to A-sharp.” 

She gave an accommodating gurgle, 
as much as to say, “ JSere goes then for 
another sixteenth of an inch.” 

I then told her to bunch her tongue 
well up^ against the roof of her mouth. 
On taking a last look rouucl to assure 
myself that all was in order, I caught i 
sight of a small pimple on the end] 
of her tongue. It had, I obseiTed with 
dismay, that fresh pink look about it 
as if it had but recently sprung up. 
This was a matter I was not at the 
moment prepared to overlook. 

“Before I can possibly go on,” I 
began severely, “I have found some- 
I thing that I think requires explanation. 
You’ve been telling stories. Do you 
see that ? ” and I pointed accusingly 
to the tell-tale excrescence. 

But she only broke into a peal of 
refractory laughter, and I was put on 
terms of the strictest attention to 
business before she could be prevailed 
upon to start afresh. Again I got her 
i fingers into position, and then thrust 
them into her mouth. 

“ Now take a deep breaili and get 
ready to blow I ” I told her. 

She obediently absorbed large quan- 
tities of air. 

“ Come forward ! Are you ready ? ” 

I cried, preparing to duck. “Blow ! ” 

It was as well, for our united efforts 
were rewarded wdth a tempestuous 
draught. 

“ We haven’t quite got it,’’ I said 
encouragingly ; “ now once again ! ” 

I tnrned up my ooat-eollar and re- 


“ Now comes the really difficult part,” 
I said, keeping close hold of her hand, 
in case it slipped out of position. 
** First of all I want you to open your 
mouth as wide as you can.” 

: .The curves of her lips shyly aiTanged 
themselves in a circle of modest 
diameter. 


I turned to the charge. There was still 
j no answer-~only the hollow sound of 
wind moaning through space. 

“It’s no good,” she declared at 
length; “ it will never come right.” 

“You’re not going to give in al-^ 
ready!” I exclaimed. “T7hy, we were 
getting on famously. I expect it ’s the 
fingers. Goodness only knows what 
goes on in there. I have it 1 ” I added 
with a sudden fiash of inspiration, 
“ why not try mine ? Anyhow, we ’ll 
see.” 

“ I might swallow them by mistake, 
and what then ? ” 

Happy fingers ! I pulled up my 
sleeve and politely rinsed them from 
the hot- water jug, borrowing her hand- 
kerchief to dry them on. 

“There you are! WJiat did I tell 
you ? ” I said, when we were finally re- 
warded with a faint yet decided whistle. ‘ 

^ I got up to go with a happy siffh of 
victory. 

“You mustn’t overdo it. All j-ou 
want now is a little daily practice. I 
will drop in again to-morrow.” 


30 “ Have you many lady-pupils ? ” she 

id asked, looking up at me. 
n It was getting late. I bade her a 
hasty good-bye and made for the door. 
3, As I was moving off in my taxi, a 
>r succession of whistles of exceptional 
force and purity rang out in the silent 
.0 square. I rubbed my eyes in ainaze- 
1 . ment,^ for — would j'ou believe it? — 

0 glancing up at the window I saw that 
t deceitful girl using Iier fingers with all 
d the fluency of an errand-boy. ’ 

1 To-morrow I am going to drag from 
t her the name of the bounder who taught 

her such a vulgar accomplishment. 

[ LA BELLE AU BOIS DORMANT. 

- Hid in the still heart of a wood 

• Where sylvan spirits keep 

1 A watch o’er all their woodland brood, 

^ Wintered and drowsing deep ; 

f With silveiy Travellers’-joy hung 
I round, 

) And Briony -strands that seem 
1 Like broken lute-strings, there I found 
L> My Beauty’s eyes a-dream. 

^ About her, sleeping buds were rocked 
, By tender wood-tamed winds ; 

^ And Spring’s sweet self lay by lier, 
locked 

In bonds that W’intor binds. 

r bent and touched the chestnut hair, 
Grown almost to her feet — 

• Those soft small feet, drawn up and 

bare — ■ 

And felt the young heart’s boat ; — 

My Belle Dormeuse whom, drear davs 
o’er 

And wintry dreamings done, 

Bending to kiss, Prince Rayon d’Or 
Should waken to the snn, 

And, would you see her, come with mo, 
Before pale Winter flies, 

Where, in a wren’s nest, cosily 
A^nttle dormouse lies. 

The Long Lens of Coincidence; 

OR, Two Cameras uiat Snaitjeu as o.mj. 

A very strange and disquieting series 
of coincidences seems to have occurred 
last week to the representatives of the 
two rival papers, The Tailor and The 
Sketch, Tiio Duke and Duchess of 
SoMEESET \vere photographed by each 
of them in the Park at the very same 
moment; at another moment they 
simultaneously snapped Lord land Lady 
Albemaele; at a third, Lord and 
Lady Goschen were their common 
vi^ctims; and at a fourth it was Mr. 
Heney Milneb “and a friend.” Can 
any of our readers furnish a parallel 
to this almost miraculous chain of 
identical adventures ? 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Chris,) 

Miss Ethel Sidgwick has many delicate gifts which do 
not S 03 m to be constrained by alliance wdth a rare strencffch 
and directness of touch. She reveals more of character m a 
dozen sentences of dialogue than your meticulously exact 
describer of details in 'as many pages, not only observing 
finely but selecting rigorously. She can light up a situation 
with a sudden flame of passion and quench it with a timely 
reticence. She can create adorable people (not merely 
insist that they are adorable), and, with less evident 
pleasure but as subtle a contrivance, quite dislikable ones j 
and that without caricature or bmtality. There are a score 
of real, astonishingly real, folk in Herself (Sidgwick and 
Jackson), which is not so much a story as a series of por- 
traits and intimate personal introductions. If anyone neo^- 
lects to make acquaintance with Harriett Clench (“herself^) 
he is missing more than it is at all wise to miss. And that *b 
nearly as true of her irresponsible, ailing vagabond of a 
cousin Pat Moroiigh, who loses his w^ay in life and dies 
(“ and I would have found the horse to ride and win you— 
only I had not tiine, Hanie. I will die blessing you for 
that kiss in the windy road**), and of Geoffrey Horn, the 
quiet Englishman who « finds the horse " and wins. 

Certainly no writer has ever made so clear to me, so real 
and so lovable, the strange wayward Celtic ardour, its 
tenderness, whimsical and passionate by turns, its imagina- 
tive inaccuracy, its jolly scorn of materialism — without 
any of the tags or tricks of 'the stage-and-novel Xrishry. 
■O.ertainly I’ve come away with the fragrant memory of a 
^privileged colloquy with a very dear, discerning woman. 
The Clenches had a word, “ collectable,” w^hich they applied 


to people who understood, and were not snobs nor grossly 
rich and “important,” people whom they could love and 
fc^h Herself is a “ coUectable ” book (I dare not now 
add “ intoirely.** I know better.) 

I have been expecting this for a long time. Ever since i 
the day, years ago now, when I finished that delightful 
volume On ami Off the Stage, I have known that sooner 
or later Lady Banceoft must return, if not to the footlights 
certainly to the writing-desk. And now- here is The Shadow 
of iSeeine (Mureay) to prove me right, and to give pleasure 
to crowds of its author’s admirers, or at least to such of 
tbem as may not be above enjoying a pleasant and in- 
genuous tale. Eemembering many of the anecdotes in the 
rightly be propated to find that 
r/ifl Shadow 0/ Neeme has a strong flavour of the bogie. 
The shadow indeed was a dream-lady, who appeared so 
often to Lord Eethcrton that he fell in love with the vision. 
Then, when he bought the old house at Neeme, and found 
his fair one already in possession as the local spectre, he 
began to think, \vitli me, that something might come of 
I it. Our suspicions were strengthened when the rector’s 
i daughter turned out to be a descendant, and exact repro- 
duction, of the ghostly Vivienne, After that, I hardly think 
I need tell you how- it all ends. For myself I confess that 
I infinitely prefer Lady Bancroft, the exquisite and 
inimitable teller of- truth, to the same lady as the writer 
of conventional fiction. But this is rather a tribute than a 
reflection. There have been many novels that have stood 
in far more need of the graceful and disarming preface 
in which the author of The Shadow of He&nie craves 
the sympathy of her old friends the public on her appear- 
ance in a new- character. 
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Wiiafc is to be done about Mr. Oliver Onioks ? I ask ! 
bwause I am one of his admirers, and have had much ' 
pleasure in the intricacies of his curious mind and the 
rMults of his satirical yet sympathetic observation; and 
the poresal of his latest novel, In Accordance with the 
Evidence (Seckeb), has filled roe with a vague alarm for 
his future. The story is so coldly and calculatedly cynical : 
nothing less than the ti-iumphant narrative of a huge and 
ugly shorthand-clerk possessed by passion and jealousy, -who 
first becomes engaged to a girl whom he does not love in 
order to be nearer the confidence (through her) of the girl 
he does love, and then Mils the fellow shorthand-^clerk who 
IS engaged to No. 2. That such shameless and desperate 
egoists exist J do not doubt j but I doubt very sei'iously ^ 
whether anyone wants to read novels analysing them, or 
vyhether the analysis is worth doing. And I am con- 


h1™roI i the las/cn^j? t^ hfd^^one 


his unusual powers to the study 
and portrayal of healthier folk. 

In the botany book of my 
schoolroom days it says that the 
favourite habitat of the scarlet 
pimpernel is a field of ripening 
com. I find, therefore, a certain 
fitness in the fact that Baroness 
OECzy’s Fire in Stubble 
(Methuen) belongs to the same 
field of romance as the book to 
which she owes most of her fame 
as novel-writer and dramatist. 

It has the same hurryings to and 
fro across the Channel, the same 
snippets of French and English 
history, the same ingenious com- 
plications of virtue triumphant, I 
heroism and self-sacrifice re- 
warded, misunderstandings 
cleared up, and knavish tricks 
confounded and unmasked. It 
is not for me to unravel the 
intricacies of the plot— how, for 
instance, my lord of Stowmaries 
married, in her babyhood, the 
daughter of the Court tailor to 
Louis XIV., and afterwards 

bribed his^ out-at-elbows cousin 

to take bis name and the bride on whom he had no 
set his eyes since their wedding day, and how the 
cousin turned cut to be the rightful owner of the title 
and became aa well ber lawful husband, to the general 
contentment of everybody concerned. All that is B^oaess 
OECzr s business, and she does it very well. It is as easy 
for her to make it ail seem possible as it would be for Mr. 
« fv Terbv to charm a London audience in the character 
of the h^oio lover if the novel were adapted for the stage. 
Her sentiments, as I know from experience, appeal to 
the st^s as well as to the gallery, and though, as a story, 
F%re m StnhbU is not quite on the same level as ^ 
Scarlet Pvrmemel, it will, I think, give real pleasure to 
a large number of readers. 

(Hutchinson), aU except the theo- 
tomcal part of it. My objjeotion was partly that one parti- 
ci^ ,9^, Otuastian faith was given all the credit tor a 

mirawe which, if legitimate in fiction, might equallv well 
have been associated with any form of Christian faith ; but 
more that justice was not done to the other creed which 
I Mary OMohester apparently abandoned after her miraculous 


cure. It is inevitable to mention this, because Miss Mahy 
Angela Dickens makes a great point of it; but, all things 
considered, I suppose I must forego the pleasure of arguiu" 
about It. I hope Miss Dickens will note the protest and 
accept the compliment; for no writer can be said to have 
failed who has set her readers arguing. To have gons 
further and kept them absorbed in the love interest as well 
IS to have succeeded. Having hinted at the more solemn 
theme of the book, it would be only fair on my part to give 
some indication of the romance. Know, tlien, that Mart/ 
Chichester was one of those few women who combine red 
competence with true femininity, and that there came into 
her hfe the business of a tea-shop, the love of an airman, 
the loyalty of a doctor, the threat of death from Jieart- 
failiu-e, and the welcome but complicating surprise of a 
supernatural salvation. Kor my own pai-t, I Incline to 



I But there ! a resolution is a 
, resolution after all, even out of 
Lent, and I will not argue. 

If I bad a son (or daughter) 
who, being desirous of writing 
novels, came to me for a few 
fatherly tips, I think I should 
■ begin by bidding him (or her) 

; handle very carefully that 
familiar figuro in fiction, the 

man- who-lives-all-alone- in-tbat - 

. great -house-you - can - just - see - 
I through-the-trees. I should say, 
“ Unless you can think up some 
strange, eerie crime which would 
'justify the neighbours in tiieir 
habit of changing the conversa- 
tion whenever his name is men- 
tioned, don’t attempt to pile on 
the mystery about him. It ini- 
tates the rea|der.” This is the 
mistake Miss Marguerite 
Bryant has made in her novel. 
The Adjustment (Heinemann'. 
She gives you to understanci 
that Desmond Siressborn had 
done something in the past which 
would make you shudder. When 

1 1 ^ Filso7i*s daughter wanted to 

toow what it was that he had done, Mrs. Fihon dropped 
her ^issors in horror. ‘ Never let me hear you express such 

It was — lo me, at least— a disappointment to learn, pa^^cs 
afterwards, that many years ago in a moment of bovTsh 
c^elessuess he had forged a cheque. Apart from this 
W f tendency to be a great deal too leisurely-rthe 
hCi-o does not enter the story till page 135 — The 
is a satisfactory novel, which ^ifl inerea^ 

ZrSe? f delineaton of 

^aiacocr. In hei- treatment of the minor characters Mks 
Bryant is particularly happy. Indeed, the more insiS 

paSs 63 andTi h’ s'jarply doss it stand ouk On 

pa^es 63 and 64 there flashes in and out of the storv one 
of the most vivid hedge-hogs I have ever oncountei-ed.^ 

From a local papsr : 

vmous lustnmients being pzMminently tliro“-n 

The vanous performers happily escaped a simUar eviction. 


BIOGRAPHICAL BY-WAYS. 

Sir Walter Raleigu prepares the ground por his I 

FAMOUS FEAT OF GALLANTRY. ‘ 
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; We cannot help thinking it is pre- 
mature to blame Mr. Lloyd Geoege 
for not devoting the balance on his 
■ Budget to the Sinking Fund. It is 
quite possible that its destination will 
be found after all to be a sinking fund 
for our enemies’ battleships. 

At Belfast, we are told, '' Mr. Bonar 
La’w, with bare head, faced the crowd.” 
Mr. Winston Churchill, it will be 
, remembered, did the same thing with 
bare face. 


The Seattle Board of Health, in 
order to brsLCe the migratory move- 
ments of rats, has dyed a number of 
the rodents with variegated colours, 
and turned them loose. Some of them 
who were in mourning are said to be 
extremely angry, but others, Tve hear, 
are swaggering about in their gaudy 
coats and making excellent marriages, 

iff * ^ 

A bar of soap was included in a 
burglar’s booty from a house at St. 
Osyth, Essex. It is supposed that 
the ignorant fellow imagined it to be 
a valuable curio. 


In reply to an enquiry as to the Mr. Bobert Crichton, of Caterham, 
outlook for Home Eule, Mr. John who celebrated his hundredth birthday 

Kedmond stated, — - ^ 

“ The glass is still 
rising.” The Suf- 
fragettes, however, 
who are still sore at 
the way the Irish 
voted on the Con- 
ciliation Bill, de- 
clare that the glass 
will be broken. 

The next strike, 
we are told, is to .be 
swift and sudden 
and is to bring the 
entire nation “on 
the knee.” Unless, 
of course, the 
G 0 vernment sees to 
it that it brings the 
strikers “ across 
the knee.” 

The local Med- 
ical Officer of 
Healthreports that 

he has ascertained popf-lr “Bear mu! to c, 

that two girls suf- Wont that aiean rather a ptrain on the other 

fering from measles recently attended the other day, has, the newspapers 
a dance at Weybridge. We cannot inform us, never married. This state- 
understpd why they were not spotted ment, we should say, is calculated to 
at the time. ^ ^ pat the spinsters of Great Britain on 

.... m , their mettle and to cause Mr. Cbichton 

A writer m T/ie Englisnivoinan com- no little annoyance at a time when he 
p^ins that men prefer siUy women to no doubt craves for rest, 
clever ones. And yet, surely, it is just 

the clever ones who get men to marry Immense damage has been caused 

by floods in West Ontario following a 

TX7\ *1 4.1 1 r"* . ff which broke up the recently 

While the choral part of the service formed ice jams. Greedy little bo^s 
at Westminster Abbey was in progress consider the destruction of the ice jams 
last Sunday the congregation was the greater disaster of the two. 
startled by the yelping of a toy dog ’ 

which had accompanied a lady wor- £ 10 , OOO' burglary 

shipper. We believe^ this is not the loss or Mexican ex-minister to 
first occasion on which a member of France” 

the canine race has visited the sacred Thus a contemporary. The Brench. 
edifice. Not so bng ago a dog found criminal classes seem to get more dar- 
nis way m, having heard that some ing every day, though we are at a loss 
of the best bones in the country were to imagine what use a Mexican Ex- 
to be found there. Minister can be tn a 



^ cut lusfrUiuVs cloth hiidlij), “Dear me! to c, 
that mean rather a rtrain on the other 

the other day, has, the newspapers 
inform us, never married. This state- 
ment, we should say, is calculated to 
put the spinsters of Great Britain on 
their mettle and to cause Mr. Crichton 
no little annoyance at a time when he 
no doubt craves for rest. 

Immense damage has been caused 
by floods in West Ontario following a 
thaw which broke up the recently 
formed ice jams. Greedy little bo3S 
consider the destruction of the ice jams 
the greater disaster of the two. 

. “ £10,000 burglary 

LOSS OF MEXICAN EX-MINISTER TO 
FRANCE ” 

Thus a contemporary. The French 
criminal classes seem to get more dar- 
ing every day, though we are at a loss 
to imagine what use a Mexican Ex- 
Minister can he to a burglar. 


i Eecently published statistics show 
I that for every girl brought before a 
: criminal court there are sixteen boy I 
, prisoners. This just proves how much 
. more clevei’ the female sex is. 

A letter to T 7 ic Daily Mail complain- 
ing of the luggage delays at Charing 
Cross Station is signed “Leopold Gust.” 
Whether this is a statement of fact or 
merely a signature we are not in a 
position to say. 

TO JAMES BRAID. 

Not at St. Andrews or at Deal, 

When Open Champions test your steel. 
Does the superbness of your play 

— -Bring us our best 

enjoyment — 
nay. 

But, far away from 
vulgar view. 
When you appear 
as partner to 
Some gentleman of 
City fame 
Who has a “fiver ” 
on the game — 
Some bulging'em- 
. peror of finance 
Who cultivates a 
crouching stance, 
Square-legs his tee- 
shot every time 
And leaves you 
stuck in swash 
and slime. 

Then, as we marvel 
at the skill 
That resurrects the 
clammy pill. 

Are we (who play 

ian’t r se this middle worst of 

ONE ? ** games) 

'Most coiscious of 

your greatness, Jambs. 

From an interview with Miss Hor- 
NIMAN in The Daily Dispatch : — 

** Wo fouud that 'what was liked most was 
* She Stoops to Conquer.* I am reiy glad indeed 
that was so, because as Sheiidan is dead there 
are no royalties to pay.” 

This is the sorb of argument that 
Goldsmith could never be made to 
see. Even when they told him that 
Milton was dead he still clamoured 
for his money. 

Eashions for the Bar. 

“ J udges and hamsters will still cling to their 
wigs, not without a tinge of egi*et when a heat- 
wave iJays us a YiaiV^—JSicU&smcm. 

“The date of Easter Sunday zs woi’ked out 
with great acem-aoy.” —Scotsman, 

It may not have struck our readers that 
an error of even twenty-four hours 
.would be extremely inconvenient. 


VOL. CXLIL 
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WANTED: A BOYCOTT. 

{Ona more p'otest against fieU-imters and shg^signs.) 

Two things there are my spirit needs 
To cure the city's killing blight — 

Namely, the green of virgin meads 
And “ the large and thoughtful night.” 

Holy I count them, and the man 
Who spoils their worship, impious brute. 

On him I wish to place my ban 
And the toe of my nail6d boot. 

And such is he who plants his biUa 
On Nature's carpet daisy-pied, 

Crying aloud his instant pills 
For the good of my inside ; 

And he, whose flaming letters prick 
Across the stilly starlit sky, 

Saying what beverage, well or sick, 

It is best for me to buy. 

And sooner would I perish thrice 
Of any strange stomachic ill 
Than once be doctored at the price 
Of a sacrilegious pill. 

And rather than with yon accursed 
Consomm6 fill my vacant stonp, 

I would elect to die of thirst 
Jn a desert void of soup. 

Who joins my boycott ? who enrolls 
His name against these vandal hordes 
That blotch the dark with blatant scrolls 
And the fields with blistering boards? 

From whisky, pickles, drugs and tea, 

Here advertised as angels' fare, 

Who win refrain and live with me 
On the same stufl found elsewhere ? 

. Dimbis theLaw; Art pleads in vain ; 

But, once we close our purses tight, 

Green earth shall come to her own again 
And the stars get back their night, O. S. 


MY RESEARCHES IN OCCULT SCIENCE. 

F^nds hare frequently counsdled me to take np some 
nobby, if only as an occupation for my declining years, but 
It was not tiU ^uite lately that I adopted th^ advice 
I decided to go in for Natural Magic, a choice at which 
i amv^ merest chance, I happened to find on a 

second-hand book-stall a volume entitled, “ Magus • a Com- 
plete System of Occult Philosophy. By Fbancis Bahbeti, 
Profmw of GJmmstry, the Cabala, d-c." It was slightly 
out-of-date, having been published in 1801, but a cureorv 
glance at its pages convinced me that it was full of 
practical information, and I have since learnt that it is 
^tiil considered a standard authority on the subject I 
acquired it for a few shillings, thinking that the study 
of Black Art would while away my solitary evenings 
pleasantly and not unprofitably. My earlier experiments 
were comparatively iinambitions. I began on a toad 
So great ts the fear of the toad;* I was assured by Prof! 
BinsETT, « that, if he is ^placed directly before thee 
and thou dost behold with an intentive furious look for a 
quarter of a hour, he dies; being fascinated by teiror and 
astomshment ’ He adds that he has tried this himself, j 


with complete success, I purchased a toad from a naturalist 
for ninepence (which I suspect was over its market value), 
and glared at it with concentrated fury (with and without 
glasses) for at least fifty minutes. This, I admit, would 
have been open to the charge of inhumanity had it ] 
occasioned any acute suffering to the toad. But, as a 
matter of fact, the creature did not turn a hair ! Obviously, i 
it was not the right type of toad. However, the Pro- 
fessor put me on the way of procuring others which 
might be more suited for the purpose. Iff* he declares, 

“ a duck be baked in a pie and cut to pieces, and be 
pxit in a moist place under ground, toads are generated.” 
It seemed a simple process, and I instructed my house- 
keeper to bake me a duck in a pie, which I duly cut in 
pieces. _ Only, as I occupy a top flat, the only land I possess i 
IS contained in my window-boxes, so I interred the portions 
of the duck in them, the soil being as moist as could 
possibly be desired.^ The result was in some respects dis- 
appointing obtained no toads. I fancy my housekeeper I 
must have bought the wrong breed of duck. 

There were one or two other experiments in "Magus” i 
which are weU within the scope of a beginner, sudi as 
tms : “ P/te mk of a cuttlefish, being put into a lamp, makes 
blacKainoors appear.” I had a lamp, of course, and I dare- 
say I could have ordered a cuttlefish from the fishmonger 
but_ I didn’t. Not that I have any prejudice whatever 
agamst persons of colour, but I have never gone out of my ■ 
way to cultivate their society. Again, according to Prof, 
JJABMTT, I might have " raised showers and lightning ” bv 1 
merely burning the liver of a chameleon on the house-top. ' 
But from this, too, I abstained. In such a climate as ours ' 
it struck me as superfluous. -Or, if I had cared to bum the 
bones in the upper part of the throat of a hart, I could , 
have "broMht- serpents together'*— but unfoi-tunately I 
happen to have an antipathy for snipes. 

•So-I resolved to proceed to a more advanced grade, and 
summon up an Evil Spirit., Magus” contains several' 
authmtio portraits of fiends, and I selected a demon of the 
sinister name of "Abaddon.” He was by frtr the most 
appallmg m appearance, and it is as well to do the thintt 
thoroughly while you are about it. ■ ^ 

Prof. BAUEEra gives elaborate dmections for raising 
every variety of Familiar by means of sabred pentaoles 
gio ampliation of a book of Evil Spirits, and what not. 

S ® difficult to follow, and I was reUeved 

J/, ne says, "a smooth, shining piece of steel be smeared 
over mth the juice of mugwort, and be made to fume, it 
causes invocated spirits to appear** 

onmo’f “^redient, howevra, was not proomrahle without ! 
some trouble. It_ seems that even Store Ohemists do not 
stock mugwort juice ; indeed, some were almost rude about 
It. But eventually I got some from a herbalist. A razor- 
me witb the "smooth shining piece of 
steel, Md upon this I squeezed a ’sufiaoienf quantity of 1 
mugwort juice, wMe I invoked "Abaddon” rematedly by 

lh«w ; herbah^st wasAis- 

' • u mugwort most certainly did not fume, which 

“Abaddon" never turned up. 
Efnw just as ’"'dl. for I reaUy don’t 

SSer « he°had 

®°“f^^at tempt^ after this to try my luck with, 

fi-nnf T 0^ which, as I gathered 

I might transmute pints of impure metal 

T^eness about bis mstractions. Not only should fi 
leqmre a crucible and a retort with a receiver, but » an' 
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AN IRRESPONSIBLE OPTIMIST. 

Mk. Pdnoji. "WHAT AEE YOU GOIKG TO DO ABOUT THIS LABOUE UNREST?” 

JonsBroi,. “LABOUE UITEESTI I THOUGHT IT WAS ALL OTEE. ITE GOT PLEKTY OF COAL." 

Mk. Ptooh. “TTES, BUT WHAT ABOUT THE FUTTOEE?” 

John Bun. “OH, THE GOA'EENMENT WILL ENQUIRE IKTO ALL THAT. THAT'S WHAT THEY’RE FOE. 







Apfiir, 17 , 1912 .] 


. ^CH, OR TH E LONDON CHARn^ARL 



more ubour unrest. 


r,-U.!,aT. 

A'rona^ipfoi/^ “Yes, n don’t wmEr wtriT v!! ^ 

; “ ‘ -^'0^’ ^’18 PQXE IT, ALTH OFCg IT’s 001 NOTni.NO TO DO ivmi Yor.” 

iti Jrke)/M^UT.%<«1 >1 rt r y TT ~ - * ~ — — ■ 


^ 'T' ■^0 

°wSg sold at twenty-four for a 

,Ste/S 

SS^ T^/y 

iivf 1 « ■ • ' ■^- 2'> .Ane? it mthisUf"~'R€(f^ 

tlie Author is mistakeu. No* one could ha^ Sched 

composition more carefully than I did— but I never found 

con(fete 7 nps by dis- 
coiermg an even shorter cut to untold riches in the follow 
ing passage: “There is another trick 
Iffy o’*« sWl take images artificially painted, or uiitUn 

ft moon . . . another num that is priim to the thiiw 

fl..? *0 “e at once that there might be money in 

this, so I wrote to a leading firm of soap manuEU , 
requesting thepa to keep their eye on the next fuR mnnn i 
between certain hours. Then I i^vAnovo/^ vii j 
rtick I p^ted to of toi, .^taSia ffisf.ld 1 
evening I exposed this for the specified ‘ 
tW fK»f® moon-mjs. My calculation, of cours^WM i 
that the firm m question, on perceiving this novel form of c 
advertisement, would offer me my own terms fortbe-seeret. | s 


- I was not surprised to see nothing on tbs- moon’s sur. 

^ people’s job— but I was 1 

. >>? -“i™/ ■.« iply whi™ 

'■ to toS !?““? “ ' ““ “ ™a« «p OJ »M 

to abandon Magic for some other hobby which wiU yield 

,^y®®‘“gP*®‘»walMsfK)mElrly^ 

I Tf 

Conunercial Candoiir. 

£rom an advertisement ' ‘ 

x—i to .!.»* 

to ?»po^“'‘ IIOYO G.OM. 

- The House of Correction. 

The sat^aotion generaUy felt at the announcement in 

a toe etal, .„a ft, 1 ^ 7 “, 5 :Sr m Cl 

Ml. and Mrs. Lawrence were admitted to boil ” A bath 
can“oilv ^ith autoori ty. and 

^^M hL severe meosuS 

shouH be deemed necessary by the prosecution. 
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ARE BRITONS UNDERFED? I it may be added, was 

Mb. Thojtas Thatcheb hacs “ dig their graves 

*° The Daily Mail to express Ms view iilpe^ old ^ 

tliafc, althongh it is quite possible to I™,. * seventy-ninth 

liveond^f.aV-heCeKs ofte^ ®sto^he<i Jowett, with whom 
walked over forty miles in a dav unon when I was an 
a fare of about the average ' 1 ®'* 

human being does not eat and drink ,J^owETr himself, 

‘if T'f’” concludes, 
that if we lived better and more 
pnerously we should be far more con- 
tmted and happv, healthier, stronger, 
better workers, better thinkei-s, ^d 
towards one 

utterance 


iioixii, OUWETT Jiims6 

iioxvever, was a moderate eater, as I 
nave mentioned in the fourth series of 
^Reminiscences, vol. in., 
p. 1614, and seldom ventured on a 
second cup of coffee. It was Syd^vey 
oMiTH, I think, who wondered what 
ilr''¥H7TrTrr7C^"^ , <?i»e | people did without tea. My gi^and- 
has met with a- °®''®^' touched it, and tJtS day 


axuio 1X1 Ch Wluri i 

readyi'esponse from our con- 
stant readers, as the following 
selection of letters wiU abun 
dantly show : — 

Diet and TJnbest. . 

Sib,— M r. Thatcher’s brief ' 

epistle has given me more ' 
satisfaction than anythiti<y I 
^ve read for many years. 
How can we paint tho map 
red unless we have an ad^ 
quate supply of red corpuscles 
mouL‘ blood? And how can 
we have red corpuscles with- 
out a generous diet ? When 
people say they can't dfford 
tiiey must afford it. 
The problem of industrial 
unrest will never be solved 
until the Black Country is 
supplied by the State with 
a full complement of expen- 
sive .restaurants. The other 
day I saw that a gallant 
feUow had won a bet by 
eating ten penny buns and 
di-mkmg five pints of beer 
m fifteen mmutes. How 
muc^ fcer the achievement 
would have been had it been 


that my poor lads are obliged to eke 
It out with surreptitious viands. Yet 
when I sent them a hamper containing I 
a dozen of old port, several terrines 
01 pat6, and so on, it was retmnod at 
once by then' house master 1 I ought to 
add that neither of my boys has more 
than £10 pookbt-money a term. 

MiBI^ I'i'BISOHBBnQHEIMBB. 

The Wattles, Eindhead. 



COMPROMISING. 

OCT LATOniar maem^om th« oeh?i^v? w”^'® ™ 

— _ V.U -HIAT GENTCBMANS WHITE WAISTCOAT. 


fo i " ueen^— — white ^ 

of gEu ^ ^ 

Sf , I remember that Jowetx, with 

Ms cliaraetenstic thoughtfulness, sent 
me out to the "Mitre" for a tankard on 


Amphitryon Club. E.P. Cdbe. 

A Dike-haed Pebe. 

frt j. “cble appeal 

to Britons to adopt a more genirous 
diet sets me thiiiing sadly ^tbe 
exploits of tbe vo.i;oT,* 4 t..„ “® 


four-ste^ 

Snn^ habitual quantum 

at ainner. Even as a boy at Wincheafcor 
he distmguish^ Mmsif aSSt 

V ^gantuan appetite 
the old porter having remarked^ hL 
ftat he was ‘‘hable to heat height heggs 
heasily, and on one occasion be “brofe 

if nowadays, by con- 
suming 48 hot cross buns in 24 hours, 


—v, •• miire ' lor a tan] 

the occasion I have mentioned. 
Yours faithfully, 

Tir .7 ^^TOEIi LojfGMIBE. 

Eegathenum Club, 


OUE USDEBBED PuiltilO ScHOOt 

Boys. 

SIE,— 1 am grateful to Mr. Thatcbee 
for brmgmg the question of £1m 
ft of the upper classes 

^ ®“°® ** “'«’y l^elp to 

ventilate the crying scandal of the diet 
of our pubhc schools. As a patffi 

BMtishmotherlhavesentbothmyW 

vZ about £200 a 

year. But the feeding is so inadequate 


Gejuxjs akd Gbtjb. 

Sib, — I am entirely wiUi Mr. That- 
ohee when he maintains that the 
average human being does not live 
iwell enough; or, to be more precise, 
-does not eat and drink 
enough. But he discreetly 
refrains from stating he 
should eat and drink. It 
seems to me that the most 
helpful solution of this pro- 
blem would be to ascertain 
what is the daily diet of ten 
m our greatest men — say Sir 
JBlerbbrt Beerbohm Tree, 
Sir Almboth Weight, Habby 
Lauder, Lord Northclipfe, 
Hev. 0. SiiiVESTER Horne* 
Sir Arthur Conan Doydb* 
Sir Oliver Lodge. Mr. Ora- 
HAMB- White, Mr. E. K, 

, Foster, and Mr. Harold 
Begbib, and then draw up a 
sort of composite menu for 
the guidance of parents and 
guardians. 

A.. Fludybb Boole. 

The Skelligs, Maida Vale, 

A Poet’s Suggestion. 

Sir, — As it has been repre- 
,sented to me that a contri- 
bution to your columns on 
this great subject would be 
welcome, I venture to send 

you a distich, in which I have; 

so to speak, distilled thd 
experienoe of a long life spent on the 
watch-tower of wisdom 
Pnless our sons have four 'square nipals per ilipin 
foui-.'square when troubles 

Yours faithfully, A. A. 


in w 7,.r*- ®“ 0 WS great restraint 

m not putting another “ (French) " after 
IS second effort, and explaining that 

in 

Quaitei Sessions on April 6th laifi 
h>.Keuy."~0^o,^jour,^ ’ 

Even a thief has a right to be tried bv 
Dis peers, 
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CAUSE AND EFFECT. 

It is midiiight, and I am returned 
home, depressed. 

I have been dining out with the 
Rokeby-Eokebys, and I have the certain 
knowledge that I have fallen flat. 

We diners-out have our ups and our 
downs. When we have an up, every- 
thing we wear fits, everything we do is 
right, and everything we say is bright. 
When we have a down, we arrive at 
the wrong moment, we do and say the 
wrong thing, our shirts bulge, and our 
ties veer to the left. 

The Eokeby-Eokebys are of the 
Upper Ten. Charge them with so| 
being, and they will confess to it 
frankly. I have even known them 
own up to it without being charged. 
By day, perhaps, Eokeby-Eokeby con- 
descends to mix, for sordid and 
commercial reasons, with the common 
herd in the City. He even makes 
acquaintances among them, which it 
is necessary to entertain every now 
and then. These, however, he' keeps 
for a separate and second night. He 
invites his peers for the first night, and 
I dare say he calls the subsequent 
I gathering the “ overflow meeting.’* At 
any rate I know there is to be such a 
gathering to-morrow night. But we 
are concerned for the moment with 
to-night’s gathering. 

I incline to think from their own 
admissions that the Eokeby-Eokebys 
are the Upper Two of the Upper Ten, 
and that the guests of the evening 
(myself excluded) were the remaining 
eight of that splendid corps. "Why 
there should have been an eleventh at 
all, I cannot say. It is not, as far as 
I know, the usual practice to have a 
spare man at a dinner-party. 

An 3 ^how, even supposing an eleventh 
was essential, no one could understand 
why that man should have been 1. 
The other guests made no concealment 
of the fact that they could not under- 
stand it. They resented my presence, 
l am not sure that the Eokeby-Eokebys 
did not resent it too. T began to resent 
it myself. I took a supreme dislike to 
myself, because I was such a failure 
and no pne loved me. Had there been 
a garden handy and worms in it, I 
woidd have gone there and eaten them. 
As it was, I had to content myself with 
salted almonds, and even with them I 
went wrong; or rather the almond 
went wrong, and there was, by way of 
a climax, a scene. . . . 

I am at a loss, thinking it over at 
this moihent, to decide upon the actual 
psychological cause of this dismal 
effect. When we fail socially, it means 
that our ego is at fault. Either it is^ 

t * 1 . 



PmonnJ Frknd. “I o^-'t 'eu siittre' whin I looks at too, Sam. Too’e-. .sren I 

A tCLY iSXiIGHTEIi, AyENT YOUR KIDS NEVER TOLD TEE OP IT?” 


too active or it is not active enough. 


It may have been, with me, the 
former, and I may have been too 
conscious of myself. In the matter of 
shining socially, to think about it is to 
fail. Ask yourself “ How am I getting 
on ? ” " Do I look well ? ” or “Am I 
being funny?” and the answer is 
bound to be in the negative. I may 
have been too anxious to achieve, too 
willing to please. My ego may have 
been too much concerned with itself, 
too much on the alert. 

On the other hand, that same ego 
may have been not active enough. 
My real self may have been dormant ; 
my personal magnetism may have been 
taking an evening off; my emotive 


ambience, my transcendental essence, 
my prirnitive sensitiveness (speaking 
Euturistically) may have been eljsed 
for overhauling and repairs. 

■ Hopeless of solving this problem and 
of coming to a decision, I’ turn idly to 
the Eokeby-Eokebys* invitation and 
read it again. Thereupon 'an idea 
occurs to me and I am faced with 
another problem, another matter to he 
decided. Shall I or shall I not go to 
their house and dine with them again 
to-morrow night ? Shah I go to their 
overflow meeting and have another 
try? This time I might succeed; 
because then I shall, at any rate, have 
‘been invitei, ■ 
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THE REAL IRELAND. 

(Or, Ireland From Within^tke radius : 
Afz example of wJiat toe may expect 
dtiring the next two years,) 

[Our fecial Correspondeut who says he is 
to Ireland sends us this extraordinarily interest- 
ing account of an interview with a tvpieal 
hish i^asant- With the introduction of the 
Home xtule Bill, English eyes are turned once 
more upon the Distressful Country (as it has 
been called}. We can safely say that the true 
«pirit of Ireland breathes more vividly in eveiy 
pne of our correspondent’s sketch than in all 
paces of the Blue-books, and that any 
Englishman who wishes to "uuderatand the 
^problem clearly will do well to wad and ponder 
this remaikable ai-tiele.—EDiiou.] 

Ballybilge, Friday. In my last 
three articles I described to you of 
England how I made the adventure 
of the Irish Channel ; how-' I planted 
niy foot for the first time on Erin’s 
Green Isle ; and how finally I travelled, 
in such primitive fashion as the country 
offers, to this remote corner of John 
Bull s Other Island. To«d^y I have to 
record how I talked heart to heart with 
the spirit of Brin, and how the great 
soul of the Celt has at last been laid 
bare to me. 

•It was a thirty-five-mile tramp over 
bog and potato-fields to the tumble- 
down hut of the Murphy O’Elahertys, 
but I was rewarded by finding Mrs. 

■ O’Elaherty at home. I produced my 
card. 

I began, “the representative 

“Come in, y’r Honour,” she cried, 
with the boundless hospitality of the 
Irishwoman all over the world. “ The 
top uv the mhomin’ to ye. An* it ’s 
glad I am to see y’r Hiverince so 
hearty.” 

I should here mention for the under- 
standing of your readers that I am in 
fact neither a judge of the County Court 
nor yet a beneficed clergyman in holy 
ordeM, The Irish, however, are prone 
to picturesque exaggeration — a fact 
which should never be forgotten by 
those who seek to understand the Irish 
Problem. 

“It is very kind of you,** I said, ** to 

welcome me so *' 

“ Sure, it ’s where will ye be sittin*, 
glory be to goodness, and me with no 
chair to offer y*r Eiverince ! ” she cried 
m dismay. “Bad cess to it, acushla, 
acushla ! *' 

“You have a cold?” I enquired 
pohtely , in order to relieve her embarrass- 
ment. “Allow me to offer you one of 
these lozenges— they stop the sneezing 
at once.” ^ 

“ Eaith, it *s jhust on the ould pig I'll 
be puttin’ ye, if y*r Honour will be 
plased not to nmd.” She brushed 
some crumbs from the pig’s back with 
the easy grace which is the birthright | 


of the humblest Irish woman, and I 
sat down. “ It ’s used to ut is Biddy, 
more power to her.” 

“ Well?” said I, wishing to show my 
acquaintance with the realities of Irish 
rural life. “ And how are potatoes ? ” 

“ And it *s mesilf is wishin’ I had a 
dhrop of the erathur to offer y‘r Eiver- 
ince,” she said wistfully. 

The power of delicate suggestion 
latent in the Celtic race is a factor 
which will always have to be taken 
into account in any consideration of 
the Irish Problem. I drew out my 
flask and we pledged each other and 
Erin. 

“ Ghlory,^ hglory, hghlory,” she said 
in the musicgl , Irish brogue which I 
have tried, I hope not unsuccessfully, 
to reproduce. 

I looked at my watch and realised 
with a start that it was growing late ; 
the thought of the thirty-five-mile 
tramp back weighed upon me. As yet 
I had not broached the question which 
I had come all this way to have 
answered. -My difficulty had been to 
lead up to it tactfully ; for it is just 
our Saxon lack of tact which has al- 
ways prevented any real peace between 
the two countries. You in England 
can little realise the fine sensitiveness 
of this Irish nation; and, until you 
understand, the Irislx Problem will 
never be solved. 

But the psychological moment had 
now come. I seized it eagerly. 

“ And what,” I said, “ do you think 
of the Home Eule Bill? ” 

“ Phwhat,” she said, “do I think of 
ut? *’ There is a wonderful directness 
about these Irish. 


“ Yes,” I said, “ what do you think 
of it?” 


It occurred to me suddenly that the 
special edition of your paper containing 
fca fall text of the Home Buie Bill, 
the photograph of Mr. Asquith, the 
snapshot of Mr. Bedmond and the 
history of previous Irish, debates in 
tabular form had not yet reached her 
remote homestead. But this Ireland 
has a curious pride of its ovm. It is 
perhaps the keynote to the Irish 
Problem. Mrs. Murphy O’Haherty 
was not going to expose her ignorance 
of the details of the Bill. 

‘‘And is ut thinkin’ of ut I am at 
all, at all ? " she asked cautiously. 

What answer my Saxon mind would 
have made to this Oeltio subtlety I 
cannot say, for at that moment a slight 
accident occurred. Biddy (which, as I 
have shown, was the cognomen of the 
pig) rose with a suddenness which is 
“lost surprising features of 
the Insh character in action, and pre- 
cipitated me to the floor. ^ 

“ Arrah, be aisy now, ye spalpeen,” 


criedmy disconcerted hostess; “phwhat 
for wud ye be upsetting his good 
Honour, ye black baste, and him wid 
a bottle of the blessed erathur upon 
him, the saints presarve him. Bad 
cess to ye 1” 

“No, no, my dear Mrs. Murphy 
O’Flaherty,” I protested,’ as I rose to 
my feet. “ I cannot have you calling 
your good animal a spalpeen. I assure 
you 1 am in no way hurt. I beg you 
to forgive her.” 

Eeassured as to my safety, ray 
hostess permitted the incident to sink 
into oblivion. This habit of forgetting 
is one of the most delightful character^ 
istics of the Irish people. It is only 
less noticeable than their habit of re- 
membering. ’Until our statesmen learn 
the simple fact that the Celt is a bundle 
of contradictory and apparently irrecon- 
cileable qualities they cannot begin to 
settle the Irish Problem. 

“Well, Mrs. O’Flaherty,” I said, 
holding out my hand to. her, for in 
this remote country all social differ- 
ences seem to be swept away by the 
Atlantic breezes, a fact which those 
who legislate for it would do well to 
remember,— “ well,” I said. “I must 
be going. I have to get back to Bally- 
bilge.” 

“Ballybilge is ut, be jabsrs,” she 
said in surprise. . “ Glory be ! The 
bowly saints rhest yer sowll Ut’s 
no day for Ballybilge at all, at all.” 
Smiling at her obvious dismay, I 
^ almost written 
shiHelagh, so deeply does the Irish 
atmosphere bite into the soul— and 
made my way out. 

And as I tramped the thirty-five 
miles home, over bog and potato-fidd, 

I marvelled at the blindness of you in 
Engtod, I wondered at the Saxon 
stupidity which makes no effort to 
understand the subtlety of the Celt. 
And, knowmg that for the first time in 
I seen deep down into the 
throbbing heart of a country; I realised 
that my long journey to Ireland bad 
not been in vain. Brin-go-bragh I 

A. A. M. 


Strikes and the Military. 

From “Orders by Lt..Genl. Sir D 
Haig K.O.I.B., K.O.V.O.. O.B., Com- 
mandmg-m -Chief, Aldershot Com- 
mand ” : — 

“ A— Sbifcers, Q.F., 13 and 18 Pr. 

To avoid serious damage to striker bodies, 
steers should on no account whatever, fox* 
anil pMoses or othenviae, be assembled on tlie 
gun without the firing pin being in iilace. 
hailiue to observe tliis will quickly render a 
stnker unserviceable.” J 


Commercial Candour. 

^ always been 

me motto of the makers of Bicydes/* 




The Bbilluhtixe Oomsuim® oe a sm^t "wbst-esd Toilet Club 


€JO.A^. 

DISCUSSING THE MERITS OP A NEW HAIR- WASH. 


RAPPROCHEMENT. 

I LIVE at Welbeck, Ladysmith 
Avenue, BriokviUe, and Brown at 
Ohatsworth in the same road. The 
two houses adjoin, and have each, as 
. then- names imply, a back garden. I 
think it was this fact which first 
i caused our esta-angement, for I keep a 
mw prize poultry, and Brown keeps 
Scotch terriers, and the dividing hedge 
IS unequal to the strain. However 
that may be, there is no doubt that a I 
coolness sprang up between us. I do 
not mean that we were on openly 
unfriendly terms. On the contrary, 
when Ohatsworth Charlie killed three 
of my best bantams, I was the first 
person to condole with Brown on the 
sudden death of the pup that evening, 
and in the same spirit he was good 
enough to present me over the hedge 
with all_ the plants that my hens 
had eradicated from his flower beds, 
together with a certain amount of 
lUbria to which I had not even that 
much claim. But we never really 
fmternized, and the mornings when 
either of us missed the train through 
the other fastening the catch of the 


station gate at the last minute were 
always followed by some loss of cordi- 
ality in our relations. 

• Brickville Poultry show is held 
m November, and early in October my 
wife suggested to me that a rapproche- 
ment with Brown was, in these times 
of peace ^d goodwill, my plain duty. 
She mentioned that, as Brown would 
be showing his terriers at Tunbridge 
about the same time, the aalfiab 
motives with which he is always 
actuated would be sure to make him! 
welcome any overtures. 

The situation was not without 
delicacy, but tact can do much. I 
advertised bantams for sale in The 
JB? iclcville Sulletiu, and whilst asking 
from enquirers a prohibitive price I 
was careful to explain that I was 
“declining poultry “ in consequence of 
the annoyance they caused to neigh- 
bours. Three days later Thong the 
saddler stopped me in the street, on 
some transparently insufficient pretext, 
for the obvious purpose of informing 
me that Brown had called upon him 
to inquire^ when leather would be fall- 
ing in price, as, except for the large 
outlay involved, he was anxious to 


muzzle his three dogs. The next week 
I started a newspaper correspondence 
on the Duty of Courtesy to Fellow- 
travellers on Suburban Lines, and was 
pleased to see it continued by Brown 
in the same strain. 

The times were evidently now ripe 
for our cook, acting upon instructions, 
to invite Brown’s nurse-maid to tea in 
the kitchen. That apartment was 
tastefully decorated with flypapers for 
the occasion, shrimps were provided, 
and the utmost goodfellowship pre- 
vailed, the domestics being much 
pleased with each other’s genial 'man- 
ners.^ Indeed, the only rift in the 
evening’s harmony which came to my 
I ears was the refusal of my knifeboy to 
^have “Ohatsworth” tattooed on his 
forearm with a skewer and the mark- 
ing ink. 

The next morning Brown missed his 
tram through holding open the station- 
gate for me a moment too long, and in 
the compulsory wait thus thrust upon 
us we finally made up our differences 
and agreed to share the cost of a fence 
between our premises. 

I took a first prize and two seconds 
at the poultry show. Brown was 
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/A’. '’•‘Teiieible business this eailway accident. Twelve killed.” 

Hke. “Ies, BlIGiL A PITV ; ‘A5fD BY THEril NAMES SOME QUITE -Y/UE I’EOPLE TOO T 


unsuccessful with his terriers, and gave 
this as a reason for immediately selling 
them; but "my wife strongly asserts 
that his pleasure in them was gone 
when they could no longer harry our 
hens. She bitterly regrets the outlay 
upon the fence, saying that our ban- 
tams never "went through the hedge, 
and that they are suffering now from 
the diminution of their run. I have 
positively' forbWden her to interfere in 
any way with the palings ; they are not 
I strong, and will decay in time of them- 
selves. Besides, only this morning I 
saw two of the bantams fly over. 


NATURAL SNOBBERY. 

In London's West there stands a Square, 
The home of rank and dross, 
Whereof the goodly mansions wear 
The gravest, most superior air 
You ever' came across ; 


I marked how blithely spread the scene, 
How the bland sun looked down 
On trees immaculately clean 
In foliage of- earliest green, 

Onsmutted by the town. 


A spot where dignity enjoys 
Its just and noble peace, 

Where nasty little whistling boys 
Hefrain from that indecent noise 
Or go with the police. 


At last I turned, that hallowed spot 
In reverence to range. 

And there discerned — know not 
- what — 

Something that struck mo like a shot 
As different and strange. 


The Kaint of an Anti-Suff. 
While militants their hammers plied 
I felt convinced our Cause was 
winning ; - - 

But now with Weight upon our side 
I feel less sinned against than sinning. 


The very milkrpan’s voice is mute, 
While, poised on muffled toes, 
The wand’rer stills his.ringing boot, 
And e'en the taxi's vulgar hoot * 
More musically flows. 


The sparkling skies were just as bright 
- The selfsame sun did glow ; 

No fewer leaves rejoiced the sight ; 

Yet somehow — somehow — this was 
quite 

A different kind of show. 


“ A Paris banker has been an-ested on charges 


of embezzlement andfi*aud. It appeara that 
only £160 was found in his safe, whereas the 


Bor whoso moves therein will feel 
A spell, before he ’s done, 

About his grovelling spirit steal 
That bids him doff the tile and kneel- 
I always do, for one. 


I maiwelled what the cause might be 
Till in a flash I saw 
There was a dulness on the tree, 

A grave decorum; w'bich to me 
Somehow suggested aw^e; ’ 


sums entrusted to him are estimated at £160.” 

Livt^'pool Emiing Ej^ess» 
We should have let him off with a 
warning. 


This afternoon I took my way 
Borfch in a world of Spring; 
The town was in its best array, 
The very air was brave and gay 
And firesh as anything. 


And then I knew, and I w'as glad; 

Bor, with a sudden throb, 

I felt that I was not so bad. 

For Nature, too, was but a cad, 

And Spring, like me, a snob. 

Dum-Dum. 
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OH, HOW V7E AEE MISJUDGED 1 
tiine “* perverted Saxon imagination all this 

■war(^?’*"’ well take all wo can get and the rhest after- 


wish 


ESSENCE OF PARLIA- 
MENT. 

(Extracted from the Diary of 
Toby, M.P.) 

Hoiise of Conwwiis, Wednes- 
day, A;gril 10. — Sittings re- 
sumed after so-called Easter 
holiday. W estminster boys 
show no disposition to return 
to school. Eront Opposition 
Bench literally empty. 
Bonneb and some of his 
chums been having a day out 
at Belfast. In acknowledgment 
of their patriotic service take 
Er^ch leave for extension of 
holiday. Pbemibr also absent, 
preparing a few remarks on 
introducing Home Buie Bill. 
Majority of his colleagues, 
lacking same excuse, never- 
theless follow his example. A 
few score unofficial Members 
scattered over Benches on 
both sides add to forlorn 
appearance of House. 

Whilst Assembly is chilled 
by prospect of &IB Hardib 
maligning the Army, with 
OmozzA Money to follow in 
discourse on suggested es- 
tablishment of Permanent 
Power Commission to deal 
with labour unrest, one faith- 
ful heart remains undaunted 



“JOSEPHUS EES." 

“More than ever like one of Tesniel’s masteipieces.’* 
(Mr. J. Kixq.) 


_ Other Members may have 

sought whatever holiday joys 
Easter Monday provided ^ on 
Hampstead Heath or by the 
grassy slopes of Greenwich. 
Inspired by its ecclesiastical 
associations Joseph Kim has 
turned his powerful mind upon 
the alleged shortcomings — to 
be more precise, the unlawful 
takings— of the Bishop of 
Bangoe. 

Of eighteen questions on 
the paper he contributes no 
fewer than four, being a tidfie 
under twenty-five per cent. 
Severally and in the aggre- 
gate they deal with the 
Bishop, who is alleged to have 
“enclosed certain common 
lands in the parishes of 
Penrhos and Abereroh.’* Is 
further charged with making 
similar raid on the Manor of 
Gogarth, Llandudno. What 
Josephus Rex (looking more 
than ever like one of Tenniel’s 
masterpieces as he "assumes 
the interrogative attitude) 
wants to know is, “ How 
the rights over these lands 
will be affected by the Welsh 
Disestablishment Bill ? ’* 

Home Sbcebtary, jumbling 
the questions together, makes 



J^ply ■which leaves tipoii mind of 
listeners uncomfortable impression that 
the Bishop of Bangob has not in the 

E ast been all that was expected of 
im by the parishioners of Penrhos 
Abererch and Gogarth. 

Business done. — Army Annual Bill 
read a third time. House counted out 
; after an hour’s discussion of Chiozza’s 
I resolution. 

Thursday. — As not infrequently hap- 
IDens when great expectations centre 
upon a particular event the reality itself 
falls far short of them. To-day set 
apart for introduction of Bill repre- 
^nting third attempt to settle Irish 
I Home Eule problem. Papers full of 
subject in advance. Forecasts of the 
measure, contradictions and corrections, 
shouted in the streets. Belfast has had 
preliminary boil - over on its own 
account. General Carson, K.C., with 
misty recollections of Sim Tappertit 
swearing in the “United Bull-Dogs," 
solemnly administered oath to fifty- 
1 thousand Ulster-men pledging them 
^ not to accept Home Eule “ under any 
I circumstances.” Great rush for seats 
on floor of House and in Gallery 
over the Clock, whence the United 
I States looked on in the pei'son of -its 
^ popiflar Ambassador, one of several 
i plenipotentiaries from “across the seas. 
Peers’ Gallei 7 full, but no block 'at 
head of stairway, as has sometimes 
been observed. Among Members late- 
comers, finding every seat appropriated, 
hock into side galleries. 

A full House truly, but not compar- 
able with the one that gathered on the 
same errand twenty-six years ago this 
very week. Then was seen a spectacle 
never visible before or since. Eows of 
closely packed chairs were set on floor, 
their occupants .linking together and 
I making one crowd of the throng seated 
on benches right and left of Speaker’s 
I Chair. 

There was a roar of cheers when 
-Premier entered, echoed from Opposi- 
tion^ Benches when later Bonner 
huraed in and found Asqtjith already 
on his feet. Also Irish Nationalists 
cheered arrival of their chief. Peince 
Arthur entered unnoticed from behind 
the Speaker’s Chair, occupying a 
modest place low down on Front 
Opfosition Bench. By instinct or 
I accident chose the very seat Glad- 
stone was accustomed to drop into 
when, after public renunciation of 
poutical ambition and purposes, he 
occasionally looked in dui-ing the 
I Session of 1875. ^ 

Premier occupied two hours in 
deliVOTy of speech, an exceptional ex- 
! tension of time. It was in the main 
I business statement, without 

I effort to stir up passion. Once an 


aside disclosed the fact that we were 
walking over thin encrustation cover- 
ing molten mass of lava. It happened 
when Premier quoted passage from 
Bonner s speech at Belfast in which 
he accused Government of selling the 
Constitution in order to purchase a 
few months’ further hold on office. 

“ TVill the Eight Honourable Gentle- 
man repeat that statement on the Floor 
of the House of Commons ? ” 

Of course he would. Nothing de- 
lights Bonner more than such oppor- 
tunity. Premier momentarily ^ken 
i?hack. Opposition frantically cheered. 
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uuiuuuiu. 

(Lord OASTLEP.EAGir strolls forth to the Lobby.) 

Captain Craig performed series of 
amazing gyrations. Storm fell as 
abruptly as it had burst, and Premier 
proceeded to peroration. 

^ His style pellucid but not invigorat- 
ing. Nor did General Carson or 
JOHN Eedmond, who followed in 
succession, rouse to flights of enthu- 
siasm an audience that dwindled as the 
former s speech was prolonged. 

This strange unexpected condition of 
affans due mainly to fact that each 
address had been carefully prepared 
passages being read from visible sheets 
of manuscript. Even on momentous 
question you can’t inflame the House 
by such methods. Beyond this cir- 
CT^stance was consciousness that the 
, whole business was supererogatory. A 
pearl of wisdom incidentally dropped 
from lips of John Eedmond. 

“ As a rule,” be said, « Fkst Beading 


debates ore more or less futile. One of 
the earliest reforms of procedure ought ^ 
abolish First Heading discus- 
sion.” If that suggestion bear fruit, to- 
night’s proceedings will be worth time 
spent upon them. 

Business done, — Premier introduced 
Home Eule Bill. 

Hoxise of Commons, Friday, — God- 
frey Sykes, who designed the cover of j 
the Cornhill and achieved even more 
important decorative work at South 
Kensington and elsewhere, held the i 
theory that “ people’s backs are very 
expressive, and should not be neglected 
by the portrait painter.” Thought of j 
this just now when Castlbreagh, 
after sitting moodily on Bench below 
Gangway sacred to memory of Gean- 
DOLPH and his merry men, lifted his 
tall head and strolled forth into the 
Lobby. Eoalised for first time how 
the human back is capable of ex- 
pressing insufferable boredom. There 
were crinkles about the shoulder- 
blades, excrescences by the coat collar, 
a broad expanse of blank depression 
moulded by the waist, that spoke more 
eloquently than sighs or yawns or 
even impatient anathemas. 

Truth to tell, House of Commons 
does not possess for Member for Maid- 
stone the charm it weaves round some 
others. Things may brighten up a bit 
when we get into thick of fray round 
Home Eule Bill. Meanwhile, whether | 
in the aggregate or in individual cases, 
things are dolefully dull- Cousin Hugh 
geases him not, nor Winterton either. 
Helmsley is occasionally chirpy; but 
what is he among so many? And 
then the sort of topics that bring grist 
to the mill of everlasting talk — Coal 
Strikes, six millions stored away for 
Naval contingencies, Conciliation Bills, 
the iniquities of Lloyd George and 
the shortcomings of the Premier-- 
what thrice-boiled colewort is this 1 
Sitting dejected a full hour by West- 
minster clock, Oastlereagh suddenly i 
springs to his feet and makes for the 
door. Spasm of activity exhausted by 
fet movement. When he gets into i 
^ride motion becomes funereally slow. 

®ye reads in expression of j 
doubt whether he j 
will live to reach the glass door. He 
does, and through it vanishes, grateful ! 
to breathe more invigorating air. ' 
Bminm Defeat of Cottage 

Homes for Aged Persons Bill 


^ “2 bwatiful corners like the 
Chronielc fifr 

ZTmOd legbie on, “ Cmnge £ule in JBdfatt!") 
In the same way experienced travellers 
report that they can trace no resem- 

fte IdeSo^ 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


IN LONDON. 

Now upon the window sills 
There are yellow daffodils, 

There's tulip and there’s hyacinth 
each tasteful box adorning ; 

And our street, at times old-maidy, 
Looks a gaily gowned young lady, 

So dainty and so ddhutanU all on an 
April morning I 

Blue-and- white is all the sky, 

And the clouds are driving high 
(Around each windy corner how the 
whistling gusts go shrilly ! ) 

And the square is full of cooing, 

For the wood-pigeons are wooing, 
And there ’s sunshine on tlie pavement 
all the way to Piccadilly I 

See the sparrows wag their tails 
On the newly painted rails, 

Or they flutter at their nesting very 
fussy, very faddy, 

And there *s taxi-cabs a-hum min g, 
And there’s fifeing and there’s 
drumming 

When the Guards go by to barracks to 
the bouncing “ Hielan* Laddie ! ” 

On the plane-tree's budding Ijough 
There 's the thrush who tells us how 
He has found in spite of stucco that 
the city sap is springing, 

Tells us how to note the blisses 
Of a morning such as this is. 

And how April means .adventure, and 
how youth must go a-ffinging 1 

And he tells us that it is 
Just the day for Odysseys, 

That high magic waits the rover who'll' 
put on his hat and risk it ; 

So to celebrate the season » ‘ 

It were surely no unreason ^ 

If we took the 'bus to Regent’s Park i 
and gave the squirrels biscuit I ^ 


WW 



GnmUer. ^^AVaiter ! this sandwich is quite cold/ 


THE INSUFFERABLE. ' 

It has been long admitted, with 
grief, that the blot on billiards is luck. 
By some' inscrutable law luek hever 
visits both players at the same time ; 
by another, it never visits me. at all 
when I 'am playing with one whom 
for purposes of concealment, not to 
say humour, I will here call Smith. 
Were all things equal (whatever that 
useful pfai^se means) I could give 
twenty in a hundred ; most of tiae men 
who beat him near the post I can beat 
with ease ; and yet when he and I play 
together he runs out when I am about 
sixty. I say runs out, but the phrase 
is tame : gallops out. - 
The peculiarly annoying thing is that 
my game is based on scientific prin- 
ciples ; his is a fortuitous assemblage of 
‘haphazard but successful strokes. I 
have more than a glimmering of where 


the balls will be after a cannon ; he has 
none. Yet when my cannon is made — 
when playing with him— the balls have 
so disposed themselves that nothing is 
left forme, while the recldess strokes 
of this horrid person leave him every- 
thing. I am aware, that this ex- 
perience at odd times is not rare j 
what is remarkJbble about it in my 
case is its persistence. Other men I am 
unlucky with and lucky with by fifes ; 
with Smith (as I choose to call him, he 
will know why) I am unlucky always. 

,I have a strong suspicion that he 
actually shuts his eyes when he plays ; 

1 1 am sure he breaks, every law as to 
where he should place his body and 
his feet. My • instructor (at several 
shillings an hour) gave me minute 
training in these matters, and I observe 
His wise counsels; Smith has never 
heard that a right and wrong exist. 
He places his left hand casually on 
the cloth; his cue shoots out, and 
instantly the balls begin to rush into 
pockets. Smith, in short, plays as if 
the cushions were 3§' inches wide and 


the pockets constituted the remainder 
of the table. 

“It is useless to try that,” I say 
sometimes! in the light of my expensive 
training, *^the angle is too narrow.” 

“ Is it ? ” shys Smith, and does it. It is 
quite a cotamon experience for him to 
put down all three balls. I have done 
it once — am not proud of it ; it was , 
a fiuke — ^but wheh 1 did it I got only 9 
for it; Sinifch always gets 10. . , . 

Last ni^ht wo played .again. ' I had ; 
I been in great iorm for some days' and ' 

! spent part of tEe afternoon in prac- : 
tising ; then he came with his infernal 
careless way and indiffer^fioe to-tacties ? 
and won easily. As we were covering ' 
the table he remarked -pleasantly, ** Do ‘ 
tell me — ^what does it feel like to lose ' 
at billiards?” * > 

“The Irish Parliament oould not alter the ; 
stamp duty relating to insiira-ice and Stick 
Exchange ti-ansactions,”— EeJio. 

There is nothing an Irishman loves so 
much as ' exchanging sticks with an ’ 
6ppon6nt,' 
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AT THE PLAY. 

" Othello.'* * 

The new and insfcriTctive method of 
. disarmament by which” an acfcor-man- 
j ager replies to his critics before they 
■» have spoken (as well as immediately 



True, we know little of his heroism 
except by report— and chiefly his own; 
for in the play itself he performs no 
.except, suicide and the 
‘of a woman with a pillow, 
His ‘ well-boomed triuniph over the 
Tiu’kish navy (always unseaworthy even 
in those days) was due to the fact that 


have said that its scenic elaboration 
offered little disturbance' to my intSli- 
gent interest in the play as a play. 
The crude story, however finely em- 
broidered with noble' language, does 
not give one to think — at least not 
furiously; and the early 'action 'of the 
plot moves anyhow so slowly ^ that it 
suffers nothing from the delay caused 
by the set pageantry -■ of thej^Coiirt- 
liouse scene or the ballet divei’sion at 
the Cypriote watering;;-place."' (This 
was, of course, before the days of sea- 
side Pierrots, a fact sharply recalled by 
the presence of M. PjSlissJee in one of 
the stage-boxes on a Inissioh from the 
Potteries.) What ’ 'delay occurred in 
the subsequent stages, when the action 
quickens, was due rather to the too- 
deliberate diction of one or two of the 
plaj’ers than to the distractions of the 
scene. 

On the night when I saw him. Sir 
Herbert Tree was suffering from a 
sorry rheum which gravely affected his 
voice, and gave to his early utterances 
an air of remoteness and even boredom ; 
and it was only by the greatest courage 
that he met the severe demands put 
upon him in the heavier scenes that 
followed. But, when every 
allowance is made for a tem- 
poi*ary disability which must 
have modified the martial 
bearing of even the stoutest 
warrior, ^ one may still say 
that it is a misfortune for 
Sir Herbert that so many of 
the^ Shakspearean characters 
which he assumes — Othelh, 

Macbethf Antony — ^were sol- 
diers to begin with before 
they took to tragedy; and it 
is the effect of circumstance 
upon this permanent quality 
of soldierlmess that he finds 
easier to portray than the 
permanent quality itself, ffis 

Moor, at first sight, stnick 
me as Messianic rather than 
militant, and my thoughts, 
neglecting his earrings and 
soft apparel, flew to John the 
Baptist. Yet, if Othello is 
one thing more than another, 
he is a man of war. *?Por 
I have served him.” says 



stage- 




t InWKo, as a yoitthful ancient, 

takes oif.^hi3 coat and one shirt sleeve and 
enjoys liiinself thoroughly. 

his ship weathered a terrific 
storm, while the "Ottomites” went 
under. ^ They never came into contact 
with^ him. Still, he was a soldier for 
all his drapery, and I doubt if I should 
have gathered this without the assist- 
ance of the words. I except one 
insphed moment when, having no 
lethal weapon of his own, Othello stole 
past the points of the guards' swords 



Dew- 


Sir Herbert Tree {pthdlo). « She walces 


Jlfowtowo ‘‘andthernkneom- escaped^ kcti 

mauds like a full soldier.” yonrface." ^ the limelight playing all over immersion, he sustained 


under cover of his peroration and 
snatched the dagger from Cas$io*s 
sheath to stab hiuiself withal. 

Mr. Laurence Irving, as always 
arrested eye and ear with^his least 
word or action. He was never a stage 
villain. But in avoiding the obvious 
things of tradition.^ he tended to be 
impish rather than devilish ; and, 
though I give him credit for singeing 
an invisible moth in a candle-flame 
and spitting on his own ensign (inci- 
dents not allowed for in the book), yet 
the real venom of his 'inhumanity sel- 
dom emerged except in his brutal 
attitude to his wife. This part was 
played by Miss Alice Crawtord, who 
spent a great deal of time on the stage 
doing nothing in particular and doing 
it well and unobtrusivelj'. -- Her lovely 
Venetian dress was in sharp contrast 
to *, the doT\diness of the villainous 
” ancient;” and ‘altogether I can't 
imagine ^\xj Emilia ever married him. 

* Miss Neilson-Terry played Desde- 
mona with a fine grace' and sincerity, 
but vras apt to linger too long over the 
simplest . phrases and so sometimes 
missed their spontaneity. On the other 
hand, in the last Act, she got off to sleep 
with extraordinary smartness, when one 
considers the trying time she had just ■ 
gone through, -and the' fact' that the 
limelight was playing right on her eyes. 

out the light,” says Othello a 
little later ; but the limelight-man was 
deaf to his instructions. 

Mr. Thesiger's Boderigo was a 
I^etty popinjay ; and Mr, George was 
thoroughly sound as Brabantio ; but the 
most satisfying figure of all 
was the Gassio of Mr. Philip 
Merivale, who looked de- 
lightful and played with a 
very perfect intuition for sub- 
tleties of gesture. The charm 
of Miss Laura Gowie was, 
of^ course, wasted on the 
miserably thankless part of 
Bianca, 

The chiaroscuro of Mr. 
Craven's “Narrow Street”' 
■^vas very effective, and Mr. 
Harker's Venetian scenes 
would have been for me a 
very dream of romance, only 
I always turn so nervous 
when a gondola gets loose on 
the stage. And I fear that 
Mr. Laurence Im7NG will 
for the future share my 
uneasiness, for Iris gondola 
started off with him before he 
w^as ready for it (not having 
yet brought his punting 
implement into play), and, 
j though ^ he escaped actual 


very nasty jar. Q. S. 


a 



“Billy.” 

Some years ago there was a picture 
in this paper of a man, very ill, pointing 
over tho side of a paddle-steamer and 
faying very feebly, “ >Stop the ship! 
1 ve dropped my teeth.” It must have 
cccuiTed to many people that there was 
the basis of a tliree-act play in this 
joke, and they will be glad* to learn 
that after many years someone has at 
last been found to dramatise it. It is j 
a little lavish, however, of Mr, Geokge 
Camebon to put the two ideas into one 
farce ; the false teeth motif alone would 
have been sufficient for Billy f and then 
he might have given us afterwards 
another farce entirely about sea-sick- 
ness. But no doubt plenty of other 
ideas will come into his head—he could 
do something with cheese, for instance. 
Surely there is a three-act play to be 
get out of gorgonzola? 

Poor Mr, A. B. Matthews 1 He was 
Billy, and he had to spend three Acts 
looking for his teeth. He did his best 
to give an air of refinement to the 
evening, but even he couldn’t prevent, 
us shuddering. And Mr. Bobebt 
Avebbll and Miss Vera Coburn and 
other attractive people, all trying to be 
jolly on false teeth — ^poor dears, they 
must have wondered whether the whole 
thing wasn’t a horrible nightmare from 
which presently they would wake. 

However, Billy is preceded by Her 


Point of Vieio, which is the best one- 
act play I have seen for some time. 
^It contains a real idea. In the circum- 
stances I am parfcicvdarly grateful to 
Mr. W. T. Oolebt; and he, no doubt, 
is particularly grateful to Mr. Cameron. 
A dinner in which the sardine is the 
only thing worth eating is always a 
little disappointing, but such a dinner 
certainly shows up the hors d^o&iiir* 
in the best possible light. M. 

“D. W. T.” 

I WROTE a fervid Ode to Spring 
In Shelley’s scaling strain; 

Its haunting lilt and rhythmic swing 
Would make an Austin vain ; 

I rhapsodised of dell and fern, 

Of bonny braes and banks ; 

And yet The Fink * Un (by return) 
Declined the gem With Thanks. 

I wrote a truly British song 
With Dagonet as guide ; 

The sentiment was hot and strong ; 

“ We ’ll show ’em yet I ” I cried. 

The swinging chorus glowed with fire 
(Webster supplied the rhymes) ; 

Alas! my patriotic lyre 
Was wasted on The Times^ 

Still game, a stirring tale I told 
Of piracy and wreck ; 

On casks of rum freebooters rolled. 

Or strode the blood-stained deck ; 


I caught the mood of E. L, S. 

(A daring thing to say) ; 

But to my grief The City Press 
Eotumed my yam next day. 

Concerning culinary tips 
I penned the pithy par, 

But ‘ How to devil orange pips ’ 
Displeased The Auto-Gar; 
iviy hints of soaps for baby’s tub, 

Bor cleansing stains of beer, 

Were, with an editorial snub, 

, Rejected by The SyJiere. 

At last, brain-weary of the strife, 

By Grub Street dullards spurned, 
I made the effort of my life — 

Light verses neatly turned. 

I conjured all my lyric art 
To soften souls of flint ; 

And pity touched one gentle heart, 
For here ’s my verse —injyrint I 

President Taft is reported as having 
committed himself to the statement 
that “the man that pulls the rope 
should hang by the rope.” We have 
always held this opinion with regard 
to bell-ringers. 

From a time-table : — 

“London Bridge Passengers changa at Sbeat- 
liam except tliose maiked with an asterisk^.” 

Never having liked Streatham w^e are 
being tattooed all over with stars. 
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IN PARIS. 

[Commnnicaied hj an invader.) 

We knew Paris was going to be great fun, but it has 
I been p-eater fun_ than anything we thought, and we really 
have been enjoying ourselves immensely every day. Dad 
says we shall have to sufifer for it somehow when we get 
, home, but we don’t mind that, because that kind of suffer- 
[ generally doesn’t happen, and anyhow there’ll be the 
clear dogs and the cats at home, and they ’ll make up for a 
lot of suffering, ‘■ 

I don’t mean to say anything about the journey except 
Miat we had a frightful huny at Calais, and we liked the 
JJrenoh rad way carriages and the white houses with 
creepers painted all over them ; and when we got to Paris 
we had to wait a long time in an omnibus while Dad was 
getting the luggage. But he came at last looking very 
hot and excited ; he said he'd been in a street riot once 
and it was nothing to tho douane. We didn’t mind much 
because as soon as we got out of the station we saw a 
cuirassier with a bng trail of hair floating from bis helmet, 
and that was one of the things we ’d all been looking out 
for ever sinw we left England. The cuirassiers look per- 
fectly splendid, and Peggy has made up her mind to marry 
one and settle in Paris, only he must wear his uniform 
always and he’ll have to learn to talk English. 

Well, we got to the hotel and saw our rooms and had 
I some supper, and after that I don’t remember anythin'^ 

I Eosie and Peggj- don't either, but I suppose we^t 
im m the lift, and Mum put us to bed because we were 
I there all right the next morning when the waiter came in 
I with the breakfast; but first we jumped out of bad and 
rashed to the window and looked out and said, “ Hun-ah I 
I 4“^® Paris,” and then the waiter said something ini 
Erench to us-— but he ’s a German, I ’m afraid — ^and we 
pswer^ him in Erench, and he really understood us, so it 
IS useful havmg Erench lessons. French breakfasts are a 
^p of coffee or chocolate and two rolls each, with butter 
One roll is curly and soft and crumbly, and the other is 
straight and hai-d, and both are very good, but the soft 
one is the best. Then, when you’ve had your breakfast, you 
do your washing and di-essing, and when you get down- 
I stairs you're ready to go out directly. 

It was a beautiful day, and everything looked as if it had 
been washed and brushed and made very tidy, and there 
J^e great carts with sis fat grey horses to draw them. 
Ine horses had short ears, and every now and then one of 
th^ put up his head and neighed just as if he felt very 
jolly and wanted to say Good morning to everybody and 
^ the dnver shouted out "Hue ” and cracked his whip Eke a 
I pistoL And there were motor-cars and taxis and four- 
wheel^ cabs with very skinny horses, and the cabmen 
had shiny top hats, some black, some white ; and the 
motor ommbuses came booming along at a tremendous 

a n eye on their radiator 

and it looks as if it was glaring at you all the time We 
ran over all the crossings, and Dad and Mum ran too It 
1 was good fun after you had got over. 

First of all wo walked to the Champs Elysias where the 
great m’ch is. It 's twice the size of the Marble Arch and 
much handsomw. Then we kept walking on till we got to 
the Place de la Concorde and the real streets, and Dad kept 
■ on showing ns all the hotels he 'd ever stopped at and the 
lestaurants where he’d had good dinners ever so many 
years ago before we were born. He said it nearly made 
, him cry to remember it all, and what was he going to do 
■m Paris now he’d brought his family and couldn’t go out 
•to dinnere and theatres as he used to ? He said it aS kept 
ocmmgb6.ok to himlike a beautiful dream, and he really 


must have a dash one night before he went home, and be a 
happy bachelor once more. Peggy said she ’d go with liim, 
We wandered about a good deal and saw some beautiful 
shops, and we all gave one another imaginary presents. 
I got a diamond tiara, and Eosie a pearl necklace, and 
Peggy chose five rings (diamonds, rubies and emeralds), 
and Mum had some bracelets and pendants worth about a 
thousand pounds. It ’s almost as good as really getting 
the things. Then at last we got to the Louvre (not the 
shop but the Gallery) and went in. 

Of course we saw the Venus of Milo, and we loved her, 
though she hasn’t got any arms, but her face is so kind and 
beautiful that you don’t want to talk at aU but just to look 
at her, and if you do say anything you say it in a whisper. 
After that we went through miles and miles of picture 
glories, because we were looking for the picture of Mme. 
Vigde Le Brun and her daughter. We ’ve seen a photo- 
graph of it, and that 's one of the things we came to Paris 
to see. _ After we ’d asked a good many times we suddenly 
^w it in the distance, apd we all ma’de a nisli for it, and 
Dad said, “ There ’s the darling,” and we all stopped and 
gazed afi her and her little girl, and then w© tore .ourselves 
aw.ay, anci then we came back again and had another gaze. 
She died many years ago, but somehow you feel as if you 
had met her and knew her quite well. Aunt Mary savs 
it s because of her mother-look, and that all good "happy 
mothers look like that. So that's why we thought we 
recognised her. 

I must stop now, because there ]s no more paper, but 
I want to say that we are enjoying ourselves, and the 
Jir^ch people we talk to all have such pleasant faces and 
such jolly smiles that it quite easy to get on with them, 
and when you can^t quite say anything in French they 
always help you. And the cuirasmrs keep on being splendid 
One w^as at the hotel on Sunday and we spoke to him. He 
wasn’t at all fierce. 

A EUINBD INDUSTEY. 

awakening of Katui-o in Sming is 
entii-ely duo to the activity of suiuky microbes.] ^ 

Whent April's breeze 'gan whispering 
And Winter s rigour broke I 
Would hymn the buds and blooms of Spring, 

Its onions and its croci ; 

Some lively lyric forth I 'd pour 
And then some solemn slow thin^ 

(Starting, say, seven weeks before 
I shed my winter clothing). 

To pay such compliments to her 
Had been my custom since I *d 
First known the feelings Spring could stir 
Within a poet's inside; 

But now my heart has got an ache, 

My lute a compound fracture, 

For what one swallow cannot make 
A germ can manufacture. 

To think that, when the lambkins frisk 
And all the world is joyous, 

A mere bacillus makes them brisk— 

My word, it does annoy us : 

Starvation stares us in the face ; 

^ In vain we seek to choose a 

Iresh theme to take tho season’s place 

QiisO tendes, mea M%isa ^ 


'^THREATENED smx IN vim:^—MuraUftTosf. 
This must be rather like the little rift within the lute. 




Mist Coster. “AVem-, iwiE old Bill’h uoxe." LUCK. 

TO tarn' aoinTwoid^^*'''’* 

IHE BURIAL SOOIEIE LAST Too.^AT, ASD KOW 'E’s 'oi-m. IT. “ 0»r0LB Ct ^ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerh.) 

Pbbhaps it is less than fair to Mr. Wilfeed Hemery to 
suggest that a certain loose clumsiness of method in The 
Woman Wonderful (Sidgwiok and Jackson) has by accident 
contrived to produce a convincing study of an amiably 
drifting, feckless character ; the success ought rather per- 
haps to be ascribed to conscious art. Frank Brotvn's sole 
inheritance is the knowledge, communicated to him on his 
mother’s death, that his father, reputed dead and honour- 
able, was really a defaulting solicitor and is probably alive. 
Chance drops our Brown into the Colonial service and 
a berth at Conradiesdorp, a South African township. A 
realistic, almost cinematographic presentment of a great 
many inconsiderable occurrences shows you a picture likely 
to give pause to the adventurous emigrant. For not the 
nethermost depths of Upper Tooting could hold such 
chances of devastating boredom as this life of a magistrate’s 
clerk m the Dutch-English ''society” of Conradiesdorp, 
Our hero recognises in one Smitli, a hopelessly recidivist 
drunkard of the town, his own father, and the father, by 
a coloured^ woman, of a little blind boy who is killed by 
Smith during a fit of drunken heedlessness in the un- 
suspected presence of the other son. To this other son 
deputy magistrate for the time, it falls to hold the inquest! 
The conflict between filial and civic duty provides the 
tragedy of the book, while not unskilfully through the 


whole is woven the story of a love not the less inteUieible 
because it is vacillating and unheroic. But when Kipling 
made his psean to " The Woman Wonderful ” he had (we wiU 
wagj our fountain pen) some vision far other than the 
Africa of Conradiesdorp, Mr. Hemery has written 
a nrst hook of considerable promise. 


■What wonied me about A Lost Interest (Constable) 
was that it contained such a crowd of characters that 
Mrs. George Wemyss seemed hardly able to provide them 
TOtn enough employment to go round. The result was 
that, when more and more persons kept flocldng in and 
fining apparently that they had nothing whatever to do 
with the very slender plot, wandered out again, I was left 
with some feeling of exa^eration. Of course it may have 
been mtmtional. Perhaps it was because she also got 
muddled by meeting all these strangers that Tiolet Bqa-ton 
began to lose mterest in the young husband who had been 
oaUed away from her to Central Africa after a few weeks of 
marriage. Then there was Sir Everard Lang, the mild villain 
of the story, who had arranged the husband’s going, and 
whose personal interest in VioUt lasted until she cried 
pubhely when walking with him in the Pai-k at the most 
fashionable hour. But when, in order to rescue her niece, 
old Body Blathei'icaJce {Yiolefs aunt) got herself farcically 
engaged to Sir Everard, I am afraid I must confess that my 
own interest was lost never to be recovered. I ’m sorry as T 
have before now derived great enjoyment from Mi'S-Wemyss’s 
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m'itiDg,but there is no doubt that A Lost Interest bored me. 
This in spite of the fact that the charsfcters, if superfluous 
are often pleasant folk, and that the author’s ^;7it has by no 
means deserted her in describing them (as, for example, 
bir Sye) di dy whose facial mobility was such that “ he could 
look in a shorter space of time sorrier than any other man 
j -LoDdon”). And the illustrations of those 

dehghtfuUy pretty people of whom Mr. Balliol Salmon 
has the secret are altogether charming. 

Crumpled rose-leaves make uncomfortable bed-fellows, 
dead flies, according to Solomon, cause the ointment 
of the apothecary to send 
forth a stinking savour. But 
you can, after all, make j^ot 
ponrri of the rose-leaves, and 
put the flies in their proper 
place, which is buns, and so 
make the best of a bad job. 

And that, more or less, is 
what happens in The Fly 
in the Oiniinent (Chapman and 
Hal^, by J'bances Hammond 
At first I thought it was 
going to be a trivial ac- 
count of some ordinary young 
people’s ^ lives, told as for 
school-girls. But as they grew 
up I found that the author 
had unsuspected strength and 
purpose, and, looking back on 
her story of a wealthy little 
lady with a sweet face and 
disposition but crooked 
shoulders,! see that it is good 
for me to have been shown 
how heavy a burden a de- 
formity of this kind is for a 
*' white ” woman to bear. 

Also I have enjoyed the 
psychological interest of it 
all, the steady development of 
the woman in her uphill 
fight against the cruelties and 
contrariness of life, and the 
jealous spite and mischievous 
littleness of the straight- 
limbed young beauty who 
shared her home like a sister 
and made a hell of it. In fact, 
the savour of Bbances Ham- 
mond's ointment likes me well. 





principle for life was to " be yourself : accept nothing which 
you don’t like: do nothing which doesn’t advance you: 
and not be afraid of yourself, for you can’t know anything 
better than the best of yourself.” The story thereafter is 
concerned with the reaction of this theory or creed on 
Mr, Jacob TioinWs family and environment, and more 
especially on the matter of his daughter’s attachment to 
a young man of inferior social status— the son, to be 
precise, of a local jeweller. In the fortunes of these young 
people I was considerably interested; but though they di^ 
I am pleased to say, bring off their match Mr. Holmes 
has no eyes for anybody or anything but the internal 

arrangements of Mr.' Jacob 
Twinkles mind, which began 
after a while to leave me cold. 
It was as if Mr. Holmes con- 
tinually sang to me — 

"Twinkle, twinkle, little star, 
How I wonder what you are,” 
and by some appalling flaw 
of impoliteness I tailed to share 
his astronomical curiosity. 

When Mr. and Mrs. Wil- 
liamson take from a convent 
a girl who is on the point 
of becoming a nun and waft 
her off without any companion 
to Monte Carlo, we may 
reasonably expect that excit- 
ing things are to follow. Add 
to this that Mai'y Qrant was 
very beautiful, excessively un- 
sopiiisticated, and wonder- 
fully reckless, and you have 
about as much as even this 
pair of fluent writers can 
manage in their dashing 
story. Mary had the gambling 
lust m her blood, and although 
she was on her way to 
Florence she jumped out of 
the train at Monte Carlo as 
^ „ as any trout ever 
jumped -at a fly. There (un- 
like most trouts) she nearly 
broke the bank, and also 




Ko, Tins IS NOT A THIEr, BUT A BRITISH VISITOR IN A SVDNEV 
HOTEL, EOLLOW'ING THE INSTRUCTIONS POSTED IN THE BEDROOM 
WHICH BID YOU LOCK TOUR DOOR AND TAKE ALL YOUR VALUIBLE.S 
WITH YOU WHEN .GOING TO THE BATH. 


damaged a- few hearts, fet 


Mr. Aethto H. Holmes is a follow of Mr. Henby 
Jambs not only m point of style but in disi-egard of all 
moiwnts ^Ye the psychological, and in the deliberate way 
m which he toys with an apparently trivial conversation, 
io tread in the fo^steps of such a leader is no easy task, 
intrepidity and also its partial 
racoess. _ m fanlt I have to find with Twinkle (Duck- 
WOBTH) 18 that its author requires me to be absorbed in the 
seU-intoospection of one particular character, the gentia- 
man who gives his name to the book— has anyone reaHv 
cM "TvmU^” I 1 3 

fax soon® have followed the meditations of one of the 
othera. Mr. Jacob ^nkle was a middle-aged, leisured 
county gentleman living in Cumberland, who suddenly 
^eto.the conclusion (which ha immediately imparted in 
the solematty of two chapters to his wife) that the best 


she remained sublimely inno- 
cent that she was doing any- 
thing to make people think 
her not altogether a "nice 

1 1 j A — ; : ®an admit that 

she could stay m such a delightfully guileless state, you 
will have no fault to find with The Guests of Hercules 
(Methuen). Adventurers stream across the stage : neonle 
with systems and the usual lack of money are iuriiUT the 
unwary; the stiek-at-nothing brigade are not unrepreseTited. 
and in the midst of this promiscuous crowd stands Mani 
unsuspecting and unspotted. The authore have given a 
faithM pictui-e of the life of Monte Carlo, of its glamour 
and Its shaUowneM.^ That Mary found a few friends to 
protect her and a Prince (Italian) to many, I cannot help 
regarding as rather a bit of luck. ^ ^ 

“Sir. Lloyd George dtiiies the statement of the lAondun Xtw 
Agency that he had taken Hohmvood, Pntiiey Hill.”— 

fruit in these days to hoar o 
something definite that Mr. Lloyd Gbobsb has not taken. 
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Mb. T, P. O’Conxoe is reported to 
have said that, if the only .thing really 
at issue regarding the Home Eule Bill 
"Were the constitution of the Irish 
Senate, no doubt his. friends \yould be 
open to a deal. We fear, however, 
that his friends want a deal too much. 

The decision that there is to he a 
separate Irish stamp is looked upon as 
a mean attempt on the part of the 
Government to seduce Unionist philat- 
elists from the pai*ty they have hitherto 
supported. . 

•fi 

Many members of the German aris- 
tocracy are now becoming 
business men, and this new 
movement is being referred 
to in Germany as “The trust 
of. princes.” It remains to 
be seen whether the well- 
known advice, “Put not your 
trust in princes,” still holds 

If he had a people like 
the Italians, the Kaiseb' is 
reported to have said, he 
would conquer half Europe. 

Seeing what little headway 
the^ Italians have made in 
Africa, we otlier Europeans 
have every right to feel hm*b 
at the comparison. 

The^ Olasgotv Herald gives 
us a vivid account of a storm 
which recently visited that 
city. “Shortly before two 
o’clock,” says our contem- 
porary, “its velocity was 
alarming, and a crowd, 
roughly estimated at 2,000, | 

made its way to Parkhead^ 

to witness the return League match 
between Celtic and Eaith Hovers.” 
Football crowds show which way the 
wind blows, as they say up North. 

The recent excavations at Pompeii, 
wo are told, tend to show that there were 
Suffragettes at the time of the destruc- 
tion of that town. The evidence, we 
suppose, is the large amount gf broken 
glass which has been found there. 

“London’s handy man,” says Dr. 
Waldo, “ is the policeman.” Eobert 
is evidently living down his reputation 
as a footy man. ,u * 

A man stated at Wood Green Police 
Court that he had named his son 
“Camo” after the University crews. 
We hope there is no truth in the 
rumour that another father, equally 


interested in the classical boat race, but 
more in sympathy with the dark blue 
crew, has christened his little bov 
“Oxo.” ^ 




The East Kent Quai-fcer Sessions had 
to be abandoned the other day owing 
to there being no prisoners for trial. 
An enquiry will, we understand, be 
held to fix the responsibility for this 
fiasco. 

“ The playing of football ” we read, 
“ will be allowed at Wormwood Scrubbs 
during April. The gi'ounds will be 
unreserved, and therefore no permits 
will be necessary.” Not even tickets- 
of-leaye ? 


Bedford estate site would necessitate 
the University buildings being divided 
into four plots. - Yet, according to Mr. 
Woodward, the Botanic Gardens would 
have a somewhat similar drawback. 
“The lessees,” he says, “have for 
many years past found it difficult to 
make both ends meet.” 


V 


“ALL MODELS EBDUCBD ” 

says an announcement. This, we 
fear, is what often happens when 
artists have just finished their Academy 


sis 

5{S 



^ ^ ^ 


Earhj howled olfJL). “Fdxny thing, I never play 

WELL AT THE BEGINNING OP THE SEASON ! ” ■ 5 


“ It is now the fashion,” Tlie 
Finamial News tells us, “to speak 
of shares as ‘aviating’ instead of 
‘ rising.’ ” Oh, those witty Stock Ex- 
change men 1 jj, * 

We seem to be in for an epidemic of 
escapes from prison. Last week the 
Norwich Stag Hunt lost a valuable 
stag, which leaped out of the deer cart 
while on its way to a meet. An ex* 
ceptionally unsportsmanlike act. 

“ Spring Hunting ” is the title of an 
article in The Globe. We hops the 
writer found it. ^ 

* 

Mr.WiLLiAM Woodward, F.E.I.B. A., 
suggests that the Eoyal Botanic 
Gardens would form an admirable site 
for the new London University, the 
objection having been raised that the 


In raiding a house containing a 
number of valuables stolen from mu- 
seums, the French police have found 
some letters which may lead 
to the recovery of Leonardo’s 
“La Gioconda.” It is feared, 
however, that, owing to her 
recent humiliating experi- 
ences, she will have lost her 
smile. , 

'Whether it is owing to the 
, spread of Socialism or. not it 
is difficult to say, but there 
is no denying t&e fact that 
class distinctions are tending 
to disappear. For example, 
the de^ni-nionde and a certain 
section of Society are now 
dancing the same dances in 
the,. same way. 

From ‘‘To-day’s Notable 
Dicta ” in -The Glasgow 
Evening Citizen : — . • 

“ As men’s pnliscs grow hig’thciii- 
hearts sometimes become' little. ** • 

Our pulse goes into strict 
training to-morrow. 

“One of our compositors anxious 
to take to heart His JSxcelleiicy’s 
advice to cultivate a vien of humour began well' 
by si^elliug ‘Humour* as ‘Humor* on our 
Daily Standard poster.’* ' 

East African Slwiulavd, 

If this is the same compositor, we 
congratulate him on his achievement — 
quite in the right “ vien ” of humour. 

“ The School has something to be pmid of 
in the fact that one of its pupils, T. M. Airey, 
was &*8t on the list of honouis among 2,181 
candidates. This success is annually brought 
about by the splendid efforts of the headmaster 
and his capable and hard-working staff, with, 
of coui'se, the hearty co-operation of the boys 
theniselYes.’’-~irrtZsic«dG‘a;c«(j. 

The altruism of the other boys in 
standing heartily ^ aside and . letting 
Airey come out top of the list each 
year certainly deserves mention; but 
surely this monotonously successful 
candidate deserves a word of praise for 
himself, ^ter five or six years he 
might so easily have gone stale. 
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BONES OF CONTENTION. 

No. I. 


“ How you can look at those perfect 
legs and entertain the feelings you do 
passes my oompreheosion/' . 

Having delivered herself of this ut- 
terance my wife sank into a chair and 
became absorbed in a newspaper. 

“My dear,” I ventured pacifically, 
“legs are not everything in this world.” 

“ Of course,” rejoined my wife, “ any- 
one can take refuge in generalities, but 
to people who really appreciate the 

Chippendale point of view ** 

“Nob5ody^” I interrupted with Some 
heat, “ would venture to- assert that I 
don't possess the Chippendale point of 
view ; but there are moments when art 
must bow to utility.” • 

“ Andufcility,” supplemented my wife, 
“must .of necessity,- 1 suppose, take a 

degraded form.” 

“ I can't'^See anything degraded in a 
nice sensible knee-hole wi^tjing table 
with a lot of' sensible drawers to* put 
your papersih,” tremonsfeated. “That 
little bureau was designed for a boudoir, 
and you have always called this room 

my ‘study/” 

. “Well, isn't it yoiir study?” de- 
manded my wife sharply,' " ; ■ ^ 

M “ Not if L mayn’t have' what I want 

m it, I returned firmly. 

; “ When I think,” mused my wife. “ of 
the hours' that I spent in choosing the 
Ihmgs for-itl Oh, how I hoped and 
grayed, itj might please you.” 

^ “Dearest,”,! interposed Jiastily, “pray 
Mieve that gjiy appreciation, if not 
,adeqnat^y expressed, i,s none the^less 
•absolutely — er — stupendous.'! 

crossed to the little bureau 
and, bending, stroked one of its taper- 
,ing legs with the air of a sentimental 
groom. 

i “Were you the product of the 
master's ^ sudden inspiration ? ” she 
asked it -in a low effective voice, “ or 
did you grow into perfection slowly— 
■laboriously, the faltering fingers' that 
fashioned you waiting breathless, ere 
they add^ touch to touch, for the 
divme guidance that has made you i 
what you are ? ” ' ^ 

’ ” Mngers don't generally suffer from j 
breathlessness,” I objected without my 
customary caution. i 

My wife turned and looked at me. 3 
» shall have your Victorian atro- ] 
city, she enunciated in a cold vibrant \ 
voice. “This poor little outcast shall i 
seek an owner who can still find some i 
value, some beauty, iu the finer issues < 
of life,” ^ 

I confess I was nettled. “ A bureau I 

isn't a finer issue,” I said, “ and your 
remarks, to say the least of them, are 1 

obscure." + 


“ Naturally, "returned my wife, “they 
are obscure to you, to whom it makes 
no difference whether the table on 
fc which you work emits inspiration or 

0 stands confessed a monument of gross 
materialism.” 

• “I'm perfectly certain,” I protested, 

1 “thatMr. Chippendale himself didn’t 
tise a little rieket— er— a little delicate 

I thing like that for doing solid work and 
drawing out his plans.” 

“ There can be no possible profit in 
t that kind of speculation,” returned my 
^ wife coldly. “ Let us close the subject. 

I wanted to ' please you and I have 
i failed— lamentably, that is all.” She ' 
turned and 'gazed out. of the wiudow, ' 
E and in the gathering twilight her face ■ 
> looked -very “pale. 

A sudden overwhelming conviction ■ 
, seizo^ me that never had husband ' 
' behaved with such brutality as I. ] 
f* I We ^quite changed my mind,” I ^ 
. began lainely. “The significance of ] 
I having something really perfect as a 
i medium for work was never brought ^ 

i home io me before.”.- > ^ 

My wife turned and faced me. “ Do ^ 
you really mean that?” ^ ' r 

Oh. absolutely,”. I lied. ' i 

She gaire a little .sigh : “ I am so i 
glad-for jrSursake,''.^ ^ 

It ,wa3 just then that the servant ( 
announced^Dawkins. * j 

Dawkins is not a particularly in- 1 
teresting or pleasant person, so 1 need 
dwell on his visit; but on this ^ 
occasion he was responsible for an 
utterance that -may be regarded as f 
almost momentous. He possesses the t 
indisputable merit of knowing more 7 
about old furniture than anyone else "a 
in London, and my^ wife regards him 
as only second in importance to " the A 
master ” himself. 7 

“ You are very cosy here,” he per- T 
mitted himself to say, “Madame’s 
boudoir, I presume ? ” E 

“Oh, no,” interrupted my wife ^ 
hastily, “ this is Harold's study.” A 
•"“Eeallyl” He laughed. “I wonder 
he uses a little kickshaw like that.” A 
I experienced a sense of unholy joy A 
as* he indicated the bureau. I 

“ You don't care about it,” suggested 
my wife meekly. 

“ Oh, it 's quite pretty,” he returned 
mfch contemptuous good nature, “ but 
it s such a little liar. Look 1 It begins no 
by pretending that it's Chippendale, 
then suddenly develops aHepplewhite 
tendency at the toes, and toally it 
flagrantly emulates Queen Anne in its frc 
contours. It's an awful pity that 
they don’t get some decent models ^ 


s THE ECLIPSE. 

1 I. — ^By a Htpoohondeuc. 

r I WANDEBED forth soon after ten ; 
s The mom was fair ; I don't know when 
I We felt more blithe than I did then, 

^ I am a frail and flower-like one I 

^ Who only ripens in the sun ; I 

j Unless he comes out strong, I 'm done. 

But here so brave was he and bright 
I That, as he gained a greater height, 

^ I knew the most acute delight, 

) Till by degrees I grew aware | 

i Of a strange shade upon the air 
^ That thrilled me with a darkling care. 

^ I thought the sun had passed behind 
A cloud. 'Twas nothing of the kind. 

I looked. It almost knocked me blind. 

Indeed, the sun was shining still, 

Yet sombre loomed the day and chill. 

I said, “I telhyou what— I'm ill.” 

Visual delusions such as these, 

I thought, were signs of grave disease ; 

I felt extremely ill at ease. 

Then home my tottering steps I bent, 
And to my bed I feebly went. 

And straightway for the doctor sent. 

(He is a grossSoarse man, and stout ; 

I hate him, tBo' I*dp nt>t ^ubt ♦ 

The fellow knows his way afebutT, 

He came. I hastened to explain 
The signs which made me entertain 
Fears of a sickness of the brain. 

pe listened w-ifch a front of brass, 

Then pocketed his fee, alas, 

And told me not to, be an ass, 

Adding, in tones by no means low, 

That any idiot ought td'kh'ow^ ’^- 
When an eclipse would be on show. 

He raised the blind, and then withdrew. 

I saw the skies were very blue. 

And the warm sun came glowing 
through. ■ ^ 

And as I humbly crawled from bed, 

And knew that I had been misled, 

I dare not tell you what I said. 

Dum-Dum. 

The Position in EgyptI 

V^tod a bittiaid maikor Applier iruwfd 
not cole nulesa a good enost.” * 

Morning N$w». 

“PniM pounar-‘I have here a cerlaficata 


before they start copying the old stuff.” 

To-day I sit spreading myself 
luxiuriously at a fine solid knee-hole 
table. 


. When this is done the turf is placed hade 
into positwn again and rolled Kjditfy.” 


I And that is the end of the manager, so 
fatal is it to insult a prima donna. 
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First Masw-SaCl AHisL ''Arst for 'is address, 'E writes our KExr," ' 


THE ECLIPSE. 

II, ^By a Pessimist in the Mattee of Olimatb. 
If accident of birth had made me resident, 

Charles, in a land of sunshine and of song,- 
In Spain or underneath some dark-skinned president, 
Most likely I'd have come out pretty strong 
When I beheld Selene make that messy dent 
In poor old Phoebus : I 'd have struck a gong 
Or put on sackcloth, crying, « 'Tis the end ! " 

But 1 am English : I was calm, my friend. 

I did not even smoke a pair of glasses 
To see the portent, nor ascend the heights 
Of Primrose Hill — I hate the lower classes, 

By which I mean those poor inferior wights 
Who have not trod Parnassus’ flowering grasses; 

I do not run amok to gaze at sights ; 

Aloof I wander heedless of the mass 
(I did not see The Miracle, 0 Chas.). 

Still, as I say, in countries where Apollo 
Holds the high vault eternally at noon, 

I might have been disposed my pride to swallow, 

And rush into the street with unlaced shoon, 

; Shouting, “ Alas, my brother dies I ” and wallow 
In the white dust; but, as it was, the moon 
Damaged the Day-god with that mighty dunoh, 
"Whilst I thought nothing but “ an hour off lun^.’* 


And also “ Goodness me, it 's growing chillier I/' . 

And struck a pine-wood match and lit the fire. 

That is my point : could anything be sillier, 

In this bleak land of hurricane and mire. 

Where morn's eclipses are so dashed familiar, 

Than feverish haste to see our god expire ? 

I am his servant, but I '11 not be dragged 
• Out of my rooms to see the old boy ragged. 

The way I truly felt about the matter is, 

Here was a day, the balmiest in the year, 

Soft winds that wooed the earth with silken flatteries, 

An April day in England ; this seemed queer : 

And Jove said, “ I have nothing in my batteries ; 

Can you oblige me, Cynthia, my dear ? " 

And so she blotted out the sun, poor sonl; 

Botten, I called it, Charles, and rang for coal. 

Evoe. 

Eiom The Church hews (N.Z.), in a sudden burst of 
gaiety: — 

SvJiooldiUdren : 

| 

^e« we”of course refers strictly to the editora of the i 

people say that Harrow pro- 
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“ BUMPSTI ” : AN APPRECIATION “ attention to the calamity with his customaiT 

'Pnwt.T. J XI vniivn-s. little yelp. “ Humpsti ’’ arrives, and, with just a shade of 

mnaii* hnii ^d they are annonneed on the patronage, convinces him that his alarm is purely ima^in 

^ ‘Humpsti-Bumpsti.” I have Sry. Both legs have somelmw got into the^ sanfe hdf S 

certain that if ics^fhl which, but I am morally his trousers— that is all! and “ Bumpsti’s ** smile of relief 

until pnrrAPf/i/i T V. u “ Bumpsti,’* and as he recognises his missing foot, is irresistibly pathetic* 

atus is f ^ Their appar- Mu? he can achieve something! and, rising unsteadily ho 

kitchen table and n^rely of a stands, swaying on heels that overlap the edge of the table 

bJnT l im^ ‘‘Humpsti.^ and not unnaturally loses his balance. Happily, 

first— a tall from “Humpsti’s” ever-ready hand restores him tcF tL 


■ beinff T fV.riL5.rr ir “• '-^^“PSW, ano not unnaturally loses his balance. Happily, a push 

f ^ comes on first — a tall from “Humpsti’s” ever-ready hand restores him fn fiiA 

satin ^ep costume, with black perpendicular, after which “ Bumpsti ” indicates that lie 

Jl* f IS . - ■ \fkAX* JlsSA 


— wMhwwv 

reotly attired than ** Hump- 
sti” himself. I don*t suppose 
he would care a straw if he 
had. “ Humpsti ” takes off 
his crush hat and coat and 
flings them to “ Bumpsti,” 
who receives them with 
amiable bewilderment, 
dimly conscious that he is 
expected to deposit them 
on one of the chairs, but 
quite incapable of making a 
selection with so many to 
choose from. He solves the 
problem' by meandering ofl: 
with the garments, and 
probably losing them in the 
wings. 

On his return he is as- 
tounded to see “ Humpsti ^ ' 
in the act of throwing a back 
somersault from the table, 
and fighting in a sitting 
position on a chair close by. 

1 Upon reflection it occurs to 






*o C.O,^ . 


— After this he seems con- 
tent to renounce all furUiei* 
experiments with such 
tricky objects as furniture, 
and wanders about the 
stage like a happy cliild, 
occasionally humming 
snatches of the air the 
orchestra is playing, and 
never for a moment look- 
ing where he is going. Once 
ho all but takes a header 
into the arms of the con- 
ductor’, whom he seems to 
regard as chiefly to blame, 
and shortly afterwards, as 
he staggers in generous 
admiration of his brother’s 
feats, he very nearly top- 
ples backwards among the 
first violins. “ Hujnpsti ” 
is only just in time to save 
jliim^ by the shirt front — 
|an intervention which 


ana alighting in a sitting ^ WARNED OFE THE TURF] front- 

position on a chair close by. - Hmim AttaclmcM fo, Laimi Moic,,, ven tie n whicli 

Upon reflection It occurs to worm is necessary foe kwinNo'^THE HElfrar;T^TF of “ '' appears mildly 

“Bumpsti"- tliafc such oardist. Dq mit /v.-Seb nx^wt,. ^ to resent us aiofficiouftim- 

pbenomenon can only be due to some neenUnrif-ir Sn ^ II TI plication that be is iina.Mo 

table itself which requires his close iwestimtimi anA ^ himself. So, by way of asserting his 

sprawling across the top, he proceeds to examine it Cd he mounts^ the table fo? the 

do^wards from below, hereupon it proStt SetWf °f 0 “ 

with him. He utters a plaintive little yelp, and" Humnsti” area *Xi jL miscalculates its 

commg to ae rescue, sets the table andlts victim on toeir backwa^s lands him in 

respective legs agam, whereupon “ Bumpsti ” retires te a bv Wa ^ overturned 

coiner and sits on the floor, evidently feeling that the nature t^em— a Ro??^f T «app^ hopelessly entangled by 

of tobies is a mystery beyond his comprehension. Anv nents tr,?5^ of cane-bottomed scr- 

mortihcation however, is soon forgotten in the delight J ^ 

discovermg that his plaid bow possesses the remaAablfl n t chairs, for which he appears to have 

propOTty, as often as the elastic attaching it to his collar ia nff k , At last he succeeds in shaking them 

atcBtahfitt. nt ^ I “^^8 WTO ms collar IS off— but too late Thia *?«,„ .,rr.. “ ^ 


formances 
alL his ex 


bretherl It is qSte pTs^sibk a^™^ 

&e family^ne never knows. At all evints! ‘Srati" T X iS *^® *|“*y /<= “igM have had. ^ ^ 

dMides to be up and doing. But no sooner is he slited wiU SeJ ^ “Bumpsti" 

s^:s:^Siy ?rors trJ^rv^ p^ " 
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^)wa»KZ«fo/<^(ra7««^ ■< Won’t one or too change places with me!" 

ffc-Lvmv (. obligingly ). »li’s all Manx. Gctooe; tou’ee not in ooe wax!" 


r* 


encouragement, but there are occasions when candour is 
the truest kindness. 

I am all the sorriec to have to say this because there is 
so much that is lovable m “Bumpsti.” With his child- 
like capacity for being pleased and interested, his placid 
endurance of mishaps and reverses, and his never-failing 
hopefulness, he would be an ideal fellow-traveller on a 
Continental tour. Except, perhaps, at tahle-d’hdte. There 
-—with so many chairs and tables alxiut — ^it is just conceiv- 
able, I admit, that one might find « Bumpsti ” rather too 
compromising a companion. ^ 

I ^ “BOOKS UNWRITTEN.” 

{With achiowledgvients to the weekly cditioji of 
“ The Westminster Gazette”) 

Thebe are, of course, the books that probably never will 
be written, such as Mr. Wilkie Baud’s rhymed rendering 
of the Iliad and Odyssey ^ and Mr. Silas K. HocKiNa’s 
monograph on “Rabelais as a World Force.” But then 
there are the books that could quite easily be written, and 
that I would give much to see in print. Mr. Belloc’s 
“Life and Teachings of Sir Wilfbid Lawson,” and 
“ Buddhism and its Modem Application ; Being an Essay 
in Quietism,” by Mr, Chesterton, both belong to this 
class. And why should not Mr. Masefield, leaving for the 
moment his own eKCursions into poetry, find time to put 
into the hands of his publisher a eulogy of “ The LjSer 
Poems of Mr. Kiplin& ” ? 


In the drama and matters appertaining thereto, I want 
» rpf ® n Ceaig’s “ The Art of Little Tich,” and 

‘ ihe Curtain Raiser as a Medium for Dramatic Expres- 
sion, by Mr. Thomas Hardy. And in the way of belles-- 
lettres J should wish for nothing better than a volume of 
Saints ” from Mr. Francis Gribble ; while 
Mr. Frank Harris might end the Shakspeaee-Bacon con- 
woversy for us by adding “ Shakspeare Day by Day, by 
9^? the already extensive list of his 

delightfully intimate associations with deceased literary 
lions. Mr. Filson Young, again, might delight me with 
a coUection of “The Things That Do Not Matter”— if, 
indeed, any such exist for that keen soul. When one 
approaches fiction, however, the choice becomes more un- 
certain. Our novelists are their own splendid masters, and 
it is not for me to suggest subjects to them with anything 
but the extremest diffidence. But I should like to see the 
result of a mutual exchange of plots for their next novels 
^ the part of selected pairs of our great fiction writers. 
For instance, I would have given a great deal to have had 
mi of reading Mrs. Florence Barclay’s 

“Three Weeks,” and “The Rosary” of Mrs. Elinor Glyn, 
while I am sure Mr. Bennett’s “Bella Donna” would 
have been just as enthralling as “ The Old Wives* Tale ” of 
Mr. Hichens. And I wonder how Mr. William Le Quetjx 
would have written “ Life E verlastmg ” ? 

Commercial Candour. 

'‘PianoB wtliin. Piano-players sold,” 
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AN APOSTLE OF HONFftTV 



. - — * v*iu, ^JL iliiSSUJLUea 

mm to be a middle-aged antiquarian, 
but, as he approached and each detail 
of his negkg6 whiskers stood out more 
clearly, I perceived that he was either 
botl^^^ ^ pb.ilosopher, or perhaps 

As though he had divined my thought 
he stopped at the gate and proceeded 
to introduce himself. He had the air 
01 a rather incompetent sort of person. 
“Sir, * he said, “I am a spreader.** 

“ Indeed,** I replied mildly. ** A 
moderately strenuous profession, I 
imagine.” 

He looked at me rather sharply. 

“On the oonti-ary, Sir, I find it so 
complex and colossal a task that for 
some time past in my more poignant 
moments of despair 1 have contem- 
plated givmg it up entirely. May I 
lean against your railings ? ’’ 

He leaned. 

“You see, the idea is so n6w,so quaint, 
that the average hard-headed citizen 
does not readily gi>asp it. Briefly, I 
spread the idea of honesty— plain, 
simple honesty— just that. Sir. I go 
about asking people to be honest. I 
was the fest to think of the idea, and 
1 b^eve I may say it was very fitting 
that I should have been the one to 
think of it, Bor my whole soul is 
bound up in it. The Idea is Me— I 
am the X^a. Honesty, Sir— simple 
honesty. Honesty is the key which 
^ocks the door to happiness— I am 
the bearer of the key. 

“Let us look at this question for a 
moment. Sir, and see how it works 
out. Let us assume that everyone in 
theworld is honest. What happens? ’* 
He took off his little, pinehed-up, 
cX"brown soft hat and hung it on the 
raihngs, and I was astonished at his 
extraordmary resemblance to one of 
our leading statesmen. 

“Why, a few sweeps with a razor,’ 

I reflected, “ and ” 

, “What happens, Sir? Take, for 
mstanoa, an ordinary occmTence— a 
claay, hourly oocuirence— one of the 
oommohest and yet, I think you will 
agree with me, not the least noble and 
beautiful of the customs of civilised 
^nce— the lending of money. Now 
Sir, assuming that everyone is honest,’ 
let us simpose one Jackson wishes to 
borrow five hundred pounds. He is 

tempprarUy — er — without resources a 

position ia which our greatest men 
not infrequently have found themselves. 
Jackson says, ‘I. need five hundred 
pounds; I will go to Parker. I like 
Parker he is a fine fellow in many 
ways. Yes, it shall be Parker — cer- 


tainly Parker.* So he calls upon Parker. 
He says, ‘My dear Parker, lend me 
five hundred pounds.* 

, “Parker replies, ‘Why, certainly, 
Jackson. Por how long do you require 
it?* Jackson considers. Then be 
answers, ‘ I shall repay you on the 21st 
of May next at eleven o’clock.’ 

“‘Excellent,’ says Parker. ‘Help 
yourself from the crate in the hall as 
you go out.* 

“ ‘ Thank you,* answers Jackson, 
takes five hundred pounds from the 
crate or hamper or basket or whatever 
Parker keeps his money in, and goes 
home. 

“ On the 21st of May he puts it back. 
Merely that — ^puts it back. He happens 
to be passing Parker’s, the money’s 
due, Jackson is honest, and so he pops 
into the hall and puts it back. Do you 
see, Sir ? It is only just the merest 
honesty— nothing more. And what 
could be simpler or less expensive ? No 
deeds, mortgages, LO.U.s, promissory 
notes, and all the complicated para- 
phernalia of the law. No worry on 
Jackson’s part and less on Parker’s. 
No expensive safe to buy. Why buy 
a safe ? Eveiybody is honest, nobody 
will steal the money. Parker knows 
that and puts his savings in a crate or 
in the wheelbarrow out in the potting, 
shed — anywhere.’’ 

The spreader looked mto my face, 
smihng, •’ 

“Isn’t it simple?” he said. 

I confessed that, whfle it was a little 
confusing at first, it certainly sounded 
veiy ingenuous. 

He frowned. 

“I^enious, my dear Sir! How 
can that be? Why, it is so simple 
that the only ingenious part of it was 
thmking out- its simplicity. But per- 
haps you don’t understand quite 
perfectly. Let us consider another 
aspect of the question. Bor ^ng^■.aT^/.q ” 
—he produced a small booklet which 
resembled a tract, folded it and pre- 
sented it to me. I am always helpless 
these gentlemen, so I took it. 

“ Bor mstanee, let us imagine that you 
have been playing a little croquet in 
^our garden, and while your opponent 
IS engaged in doing the full course in 
one you come to the gate and lean 
over It for a little recreation. I chance 
to be passing, and, getting into con- 
versation with you, I sell you a copy of 
my book for threepence. By the way, 
threepence, please— to 
jUTMtrate my pomt— thanks ’’—for he 
had collected the threepence off me 
^d naturaUy you say to yourself,' 
Now, have I been defrauded 1 Is this 
volume, for which I have paid three- 
pence, honestly worth it ? ’ 

Bearing in mind that everyone is 


honest, you turn to me and say, ‘ Friend, 
is this book worth three-pence?* In- 
stantly I answer, ‘ Sir, it is not. Two- 
pence represents its total value, and 
therefore I return you one penny.* ” 

He gravely tendered me the penny, 
which I took. “ And so,” he concluded, 
“ you see the exquisite simplicity of it 
all,^ my dear Sir, do you not ? Yoic are 
delighted— I am delighted. And all 
wholly due to the most elementary 
honesty.” 

He took up his little hat, exactly as 
a person takes a pinch of salt in some 
of our lesser restaurants, and placed it 
on his head, beaming at mo. 

Eemember — honesty, plai n and 
simple," he said. 

lie took my hand and shook it about. 
Then, with a last smile and a iiiial 
“Eemember,” he went his way, and 
I pinched myself to make absolutely 
certain that I had not been dreaming. 
Then I looked at the volume I had 
purchased. It was an ordinary tw’o- 
pago tract — quite ordinary, obviously 
second-hand, and if I had purchased it 
from^ any other person I should have 
considered it very expensive. 

Some two hours later my wife pro- 
tested against the absent-mindedness 
that had distinguished me throughout 
luncheon. 

“I have asked you to tell me the 
time twice,” she said, and I felt for my 
watch, 

And then, as my fingers closed on 
the air that hitherto had always been 
displaced by the ancestral timepiece, 

I solved tlie problem which had kept 
me pondering half the morning. I had 
wondered why the spreader had given 
me back my penny. Now I knew. 
He had done so because, on the whole, 
he felt that he could afford it. 

Ho was a remarkablo and talented 
man, and I have often wondered how 
he dealt with the person who had given 
him the tract. I had given him nothing 
and was a eold watch and twopence to 
the bad. He must have got a grand- 
father s clock at least from the person 
who had the hardihood to give him a 
tract, ° 

“ WANTjan, two attendants capable of t * 

in EvniUg ' 

If the wicket-keeper can’t bowl, and j 
the number of ’cellos is strictly limited ' 
to one, there should be plenty of quali- 
ned appheants to take on this team. 


Responsibility. 

Is it quite patriotic of him never to 
give England a total eclipse ? 
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THE NEW handicapping. 

IHB KKCUOD OP HANDICA^raO snrrir^sn* APPEAES THAT COLFEHS ABE QETTIEO TIBED OE 

WU>, AT AEV HATE, SeHcI Sk =AEEICA1.S OviIH THEIB E^JHITAEEKIS IE STBOKES) IFHICH 
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. THE COMING OF SPRING. 

SrURY FOIi A rnOTEJil' AGAIXST MODERX MATERIAT.IS.\r. 


DEBT AND DUTY. 

We often wonder, I and Jane, 

By conscience forced to be penurious, 
How folk on our financial plane 
Live in a manner so luxurious ; 

Their movements figure in The Times, 
They wear expensive frocks and frills. 
They gallivant to foreign climes — 

We stay at home and pay our bills. 

My sister Sarah *s husband, Jack, 

Is something hopeless in the City, 

A man habitually slack 
And greatly given to self-pity ; 

Yet ev*ry winter he and Sarah 
Evade December’s fogs and chills 
By skipping to the Eiviera — 

I stay at home and pay his bills. 

Smith is an artist friend of mine, 

A veritable prince of swankers, 
Whose talent chiefly takes the line 
Of overdrawing at his banker’s; 

Yet Christmas finds him recreatin'^ ' 
Life in the Engadine at Sils, 

Ski-ing, toboganning and skating — 

I. stay at home and pay my bills* 


And there is Jones — know liis screw 
Is something under seven-fifty ; 

H© ’s in the Inland Bevenue 
, And ought to be, but isn’t, thrifty ; 
Yet J ones, instead of barley-water, 
Champagne habitually swills, 

, And gives it to his wife and daughter !— 
, I stay at home and pay my bills. 

Surprising too are the affairs 
Of Hopkinson, another crony ; 

I never meet him but he swears 
That he is “absolutely stony ” ; 

And yet he ’s always playing ** Ponte " 
With gay and gilded Jacks and Jills ; 
Each year he spends a month at 
Monte — 

I stay at home and pay my bills. j 

I trudge to work on Shanks’s mare ; 

1 haven’t got a car or ** shover ” ; i 
The eggs that form my humble fare 
Come from the hen and not the 
plover; 

My hair is sparse, my figure weedj', 

I look unhealthy round the gills ; 

Jane’s Sunday hat is getting seedy 

We stay at home and pay our bills. 


I know this long-conliimotl strain, 
^Vliei’e virtue is its own ro(juital. 

Is telling very hard on Jane, 

Whose happiness to me is vital; 
And yet, unless I follow Jtajles 
And take to rifling safes and tills, 

I ’m bound by duty’s curbs and snalllc 
To stay at homo and pay my bills. 


The Paths of Wise Men. 

I “No wise ijian walks oa the extreme of 
a pampet which may he rotten ; he walks in 
the middle. 

If Mr. Strachey will promise to giro 
a display of wisdom, Mr. Lloyb George 
would no doubt arrange a parapet for 
him in some ruined Welsh castle. 

The Smart Set at Birmingham. 
“CLUB AND SOCIETY GOSSIP. 
Seuvaxt's Five-Hour Yawn." 

Tirmingham DaUg Stiail, 

Commercial Candour. 

^ Erom a “specimen menu” adver- 
tised in The Sunday Times : — 

“ Poukrde Grand Mtre.** 
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TOLL OF THE SEA. 


[Dedicated to tlie memwT of the brave men. who went down in the TUajiie, Ajaii 15 th ] 

T^ for tte dead, w^ ahaU aot come a«aia what courage yielded idace to other*’ need 

Hom^ to any shore on aay tides Patient of di^pliae'nSreSa^^^^ 

^ « liifl ‘?***f/‘*“ ®»y ««“• J««»w that gallant breed 

I*e an April sun, the smile of pnde. Schooled in the ancient chivalry id the sea S O. S. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

(Extracted from the Diary of Toby, M.P.) 

Koim of Go7mno7i$j Monday, April 
, 15. — ^Prince Arthur, rising to resume 
‘ debate oi^ introduction of Home Eule 
^ Bill, met -witli reception testifying 
afresh to the influence of a charming 
personality. The Opposition, grateful 
for much needed aid to their Eront 
Bench, cheered enthusiastically. Gene- 
rous response from Ministerial Benches 
hailed a foeman worthy the steel of 
their own chief. 

Speech on the whole disappointing. 
Partly perhaps in consequence of high 
pitch of expectation, chiefly because 
Prince Arthur found himself in false 
position. Everyone knows and feels 
that this three days’ debate on First 
Beading of the Bill is sheer waste of i 
time. For all practical purposes Mem- 
bers might just as well, for the sake of 
their health even better, go out on 
Terrace and play at leapfrog. 

The whole business based on funda- 
mental absurdity of discussing a meas- 
ure that Members have not yet had 
opportunity of studying. In other 


days this condition was acknowledged 
by custom of deferring debate till the 
Second Beading, when the Bill was in 
everybody’s hands and full oppor- 
tunity given for mastering its clauses. 
Nothing said last Thursday, nothing 
said to-mght, or within possibility of 
being said to-morrow, can alter the 
situation to extent of infinitesimal iota. 
At moment Prince Arthur was talking 
round it the Bill was being finally 
drafted and sealed up, ready to be sent 
to the printers in time for circulation 
on Wednesday morning. 

Meanwhile a speech was expected 
of him. Yielding to call of duty he 
sharply^ commented on Premier’s 
description of the measure, devoting 
considerable portion of attack to ridi- 
culing a scheme of federation to which, 

I whatever else the Bill may be found 
jto contain, there will not be foimd 
I within its four comers (including the 
I preamble) the remotest reference. 

I If, and since, there must be full debate 
on Home Eule Bill, Prince Arthur, 
avoiding details that will properly be 
dealt with in Committee, when real 
fight will commence and conclude, 




RS 





might have inspired an Opposition 
depressed by certainty of ultimate 
defeat had he delivered a rousing speech 
on broad principle of self-government I 
applied to Ireland, denouncing the I 
policy as harmful to that country, fatal i 
to unity of the Empire. | 

Nothing new in that. He has been 
saying it at seasonable times during 
i the last twenty-six years. Merely sug- 
gested as preferable alternative to dis- 
cussion of details of a Bill not yet 
in print. Incidentally it would have 
saved him from embarrassment of 
trying to remember the precise number 
of Irish representatives proposed to be 
retained at Westminster, a figure that, 
with increasing hesitation, he suc- 
cessively named as forty-two, thirty- 
four and forty. 

It was because Cousin Hugh, more 
accurately gauging the situation, dealt 
with it in another fashion that his 
speech was more effective. Avoid- 
ing, or but lightly touching upon, 
assumed details of the Bill, he dealt 
directly with its main and mighty 
purpose — ^the transference to Ireland 
of control of purely national affairs. 
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On the project he poured a lava-like 
stream of contumely and scorn, vigor- 
ously hitting out right and left at its 
supporters, whether seated on Treasurj’’ 
Bench or massed behind him on 
Benches below Gangway. 

Speech, not too long, glittered with 
sharp points of argument and some 
new things by way of illustration. He 
delighted both sides by sketch of Chief 
Sbcbetart soliciting audience from 
Emperor of Austria with object of 
learning how Nationalist autonomy 
worked in his dual dominion. Pictured 
St. Augustine representing House of 
Commons suffering greatly by conges- 
tion of business under present system 
and prepared to run risk of adopting 
Austro-Hungarian Parliamentary plan. 
Vision of riotous scenes of common 
occurrence in Vienna Parliament rose 
before eyes of Members, 
who laughed immoder 
ately. 

“ I am very much 
afraid/* continued 
Cousin Hugh, tying 
himself together by in- 
genious manoeuvre of 
catching his left elbow 
in right hand stretched 
across his back, “that 
the venerable monarch 
would ring the bell and 
have the lunatic taken 
away.” 

B cosiness done , — 

Second night’s debate on 
introduction of Home 
Buie Bill. 

Ttmday, — ^House met 
with feeling of weariness 
in prospect of another, 

night wasted in spinning • 

words. Depression lightened by cer- 
tainty that before adjournment division 
would be taken and first reading of 
Home Buie Bill carried. Thereafter 
business might commence. Suddenly, 
unexpectedly, an unseen Hand brushed 
away ordered preparation. House found 
its emotion stirred to profoundest 
depth. 

Asked if he had further news in con- 
nection with wreck of Titanio^ Premier 
read dispatch received by Board of 
Trade from White Star Company. 
The great ship had foundered. Of 
passengers, saved .there were some- 
thing little more than one in three, 
nearly all women and children. On this 
last note Premier in tremulous tones 
added a few slowly-spoken sentences. 
The loss of life was stupendous^ appal- 
hn^, irrevocable. At least the nation 
in its sorrow might be comforted by 
knowledge that the best traditions of 

fiOO. VkA/Wk VMM J 


safety to those least able to help them- 


Thus was the dreadful news of wreck 
of biggest ship in the world, with popu- 
lation of a hamlet on board, officially 
confirmed. 

Brief sentences accompanied by low 
murmur of sympathy. Touching to 
see hands furtively raised and heads 
gravely uncovered/ This a Parliamen- 
tary custom exclusively I'eserved for 
occasions Tvben a personal message 
from the Sovereign is brought in and 
read from the Chair. Members felt 
they were in presence of a Monarch 
mightier than any seated on earthly 
throne. 

“The Angel of Death is abroad in 
the land. You may almost hear the 
beating of his wings.” 

Before midnight, Home Buie Bill read 





TlumiosopUr. “WOMKS’S qtoee cattm. yor’ra ’ad as mtch 


a firsb time by majority of 94 in House 
of six hundred and twenty-six Membei-s. 
Not quite so big as was expected ; but 
'twill serve. 

Long-drawn-out performance cbscd 
amid scene of excitement, 

“ Who is prepared to bring in the 
Bill?” the Speakeb inquired, when 
roar of cheers and counter-cheers fol- 
lowing upon announcement of figures 
subsided. 

iVom Opposition Benches came jubi 
lant cry of “ Beouckd ! Eedjiond 1 ” 
Ignoring the gibe the Pbeuieb read 
hst of names on back of Bill and set 
forth on indispensable march to Bar 
hterally to •• bring in the Bill.” As he 
turned and advanced towards the Table 
the Irish Nationalists leapt to their 
fiwt, waving hats and han^erchiefs. 
ISiMsterialists above and below Gang- 
way opposite joined in demonstration; 
Ai. »'*«»'**«w**gj wj. I Uniomsts, remainiue seated 

Pbbmieb, impfssive! 

saonfioe made to give fi?st chance of I continued his passage to, the Table; 


handed a folded sheet of foolscap into 
custody of the Clerk. 

Like debate on Pirst Beading this 
also an artificial contrivance. Docu- 
ment simply blank sheet of paper 
known in Parliamentary parlance as a 
“ dummy.” 

Business done , — Home Buie Bill 
brought in. According to Journal of 
House, “read a first time.” Another 
little joke — there being nothing to read 

THE VAGABOND. 

The wind is in the wood, 

The sap hath stirred 
Blue flowers in multitude, 

And song of bird; 

And, though her day hath been, 
Last summer s fern 
Is red among the green, 

For to discei'n I 

What scribe am I, I 
say, 

To mope within, ■ 
Whenas the common's 

With yellow whin, 
When sun and shower 
and sod 
In ancient plan 
Do praise the horn6d 
god 

Arcadian ? 

For I must be astir 
With scrip and staff, 

To hear the woodpecker 
In April laugh, 

Or go with jest and 
rhyme 

A-journoying 
By Tamis* side 

■ ; ‘ Prime 

Till Nones doth ring! 

Where lusty poplars bend 
The path is free ; 

I'll tread it with a friend 
For company, 

Then rest and drink a ghiss 
If they should brew 
Ale at the “ Dragon ” as 


from 


UIU UUU -L/lUt^UU 

They used to do I 


The aviatriK made an excelleuf, laudiu". 
She states that her trip vas splendid in spite ef 
the dog. * — Coh'Tc Evening Echo. 

We always say, “Down, Bido! ” before 
starting a flight. 

The Chucker-Out. 

“At the Notts Quarter Sessions, an appeal 
against a decision of the magistrates who re- 
lused the renewal of a bee-olf licence on the 


pull system was dismissed.’ 

Tbrkshire TdegrapJt, 

^ mast try the long push system next 



Apkiii 24, 1912.] 


PimCH, OB THE LONDON CHAEIVAPJ, 


AT THE PLAY. ?/ Skew and Skye, on a suspicion that Mr. Vacheli, belongs to 

» Jbee’s." n ' H ^ 

|S;:2^ iiWIi 

name) from the cashiers’ point ol Aftm all Tic, another 

|P¥#SH 

counter (with its bars to keep you off I wiS not dwell on the nlof whioh ^ mason that he can provide her 
the cash) I had always noticed rows of worked up to a hamy^climax SS Sit Xn 

^ ^waed-H if. «. wW o«, 


clerks noisily flapped 
the leaves of ledgers, 
containing the dossier 
of your private life, 
:but weren’t allowed to 
handle money. But in 
a stage bank it seems 
that immediately be- 
hind the cashiers’ 
counter is the place 
where the partners’ 
sanctuary comes, and 
you get at it through 
swing-doors that let out 
a di'aught straight on 
to the cashiers' backs. 
Of course it is a great 
convenience for the 
Head of the House to 
be able to burst through 
his swing-doors and be 
at once within arm’s 
length of his depositors 
during a run on the 


.ffii 


Tfl 










Jelfs is a very fresh 
and ;^leasant play, full 
of quiet humour. And 
it was excellently acted. 
The angularity of 
Bichard suited Mr. du 
Mauries, and so did 
his way of doing noble 
things without insisting 
on their nobility ; but 
a drier and less emo- 
tional part would have 
suited him still better. 
The character of Lady 
Fenella^ a woman 
apparently of serious 
nature, who yet ad- 
mitted an insatiable 
desire for pretty 
things,” and con- 
fess 3d to the part they 


«IU vuuu >VIUXiXXI Uirux s ^ 1 ,3 ' u tf ' ^ 

length of his depositors M:odeiin BaVnkino Methods.— Bank transacting important and con- m ner affairs 

during a run on the business (Whst weren’t the servants asked to be present?) “ w®-® very 

bank* but for mp whn o/ (Mr. Kbightley) ; interpreted by 

had neve^iT’sre Siuw) ; pcMiuEm ; Miss Bosaub ToilbiL 

naa ne\er seen a sane- (Miss Vane Featherston) ; (Miss Rosalie The Palliser of Mr 

situated, the Toller) Z)zwmc, C/ifliVwfw o/ e/ie Cybil Kbiohtley was 

little Stage realism of (Mr. Alfpjed Bishop). ^iohtley was 

accepted by a ing, clean-limb^* ^Uainf who with 
mi-J' « vj A- i. Ai • virtue, when she loves a little more money of their own 

There was a like congestion of thing.s someone else for his polo. Bub I want might easily have been heroes Mr 

^ Harrovian Aiebed Bistop was happy in the nn- 

f 1 ^! Ht- ... hea^-father part • 

of this bnef No one will suspect Mr. Vacheli, of as Sir Jonathan Dmne,taA Ms.eLcss ’ 

i t wishing to underrate Harrow of all Cane imparted a delightful quality to 

stream of clerks, plain or confidential, schools; yet he paid it rather a poor the methods of his bank-TOrter— a 

wmphment when he made Bichard type that I have hitherto suspected of 
seyeiaJIy, “to Bichard s pn- Jelf (its alumnus) so little a man of bemg rather colourless. All the other 
vate room at the bank the foltowing the world. If, during a course of parts fell nicely into their places in a 
^aracters . (1) his old fnend, the ranching in California, he could pre- very agreeable mosaic. 

^072. A7mioald Mull, light-hearted serve the brave traditions of school-boy The rehearsal of the interview be- 
hero, on hm way to Ascot ; (2j his honour learnt on “the Hill,” might he tween Archie Mull (Mr. Beistdel) and 
Old mend, ^r.c/awflsPamscr, seductive not also have remembered how to put his potential father-in-law (under- ! 
Viliam, on his way to iUcot; (3) his late on his clothes? And might not this studied by Mr. nu Maukier) v^as ad-ji 
uncle 8 fnend. Sir Jojiathan Dmine Old Harrovian have retained some mirable fooling ; and the final curtain 

I VjlialrmaYl fTT finA ATYlfl.lcfil.rvia.'hArt Aca/%/)T- ^TTVI vrMVin/Aiscsvrw. * _1 • ... ..I 


fiancee, the Lady Fenella Mull, on her report. says Bichard, with a mock-angry stamp 

way to Ascot ; (5) his fiancee s mother, I have had breathed into my ear the of his foot for the italics- 0. S. 
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THE COLONEL. 


_ [The oiigiii of “ Bogie ” appeal's to be shrouded 
lu mystery ; the followisg verses are an attempt 
to solve the problem by one who believes that 
he met the pi-ototype in tlio flesh.] 

He had recently come from the tropics 
From a land of shikaris and Sikhs, ' 
Hut instead of the usual topics 
He dilated on mashies'and cleeks ; 
Eed-visaged and spare, ' tou 11 depict 
him, “ - 

A ’warrior pensioned and ta.me, 
Brogue-shod and be-knickered — a . 
victim ... 

Of the royal and antient game.” 


No bunker would cause him a flutter, 
His approaches were rhvthmic and 
clean, * ■**,*-“ ' 

sure with his putter 
And he always took two on the green ; 
Though he lacked the resource of a 
Sayebs, ' : 

Though his tee-shots were straighter 
than long, ; ' * ‘ 

The doyen of average players, 

He couldn't do anything wrong. 

Now it may have been owing to ma^ic 
Or a touch of an Indian sunj ^ 
a game becomeslembly tragic 
When you know where the globule 
will run, ' 

When you know that no fluke can 
diminish, 

No foozle can ever inflate, 

A score that adds up at the finish 
Precisely to seventy-eight. 

And this habit of ccLd&tu siyfn^^CT, 

This freedom from stymie or swerve, 
Is apt to react on the temper 
On an elderly gentleman’s nerve, 

Ami he grew so excessively boresome 
Concerning his curious play 

suggested a foursome 
Till the Colonel was out of the way. 

But a truce to his fads and his failings, 
Bet his idiosyncrasies be, 

For he lies t'other side of the palinc^s 
Which run by the seventeenth tee, 

In a churchyard W'here visions of 


TOSH ABOUT TITLES. 

is not getierdlly known bow. Kipl^n^ 
cbose such a happy title as ^Tlie Light tha* 
railed' for the book that helped to make liii 
tamoiis. Ho had a! most decided to call the 
novel ‘The Failure,' although he was some 
what dissatisfied with this rather prosaic title. 
One evening as he was sitting in h-s studi 
reading by lamplight the light went suddenly 
lown, almost failed in fact. In a se-ond 
Kipling jumped up and exclaimed, ‘By Jove I 
IVe-got ' 


Those dreams of confetti and rice, 
Are dimmed by a shadow of sadness— 
(You drop and count two if you slice). 

And oft in the hush of the gloaming, 
When the greens are denuded ’of 


When the caddies are wearily homing 
And the lockers are crowded with 


There s a sound as of somebody driving, 
Of a weird and unnatural “Fore,” 
Tis the wraith of a Colonel that’s 
striving 

To put up a different score. 


« - it.' ■< Pointing to the lamp fie said, 
‘The Light that Failed. "—rAe Tafhnl 

■ It is a curious fact that the felicitous 
title, “Get. on or Get out,” chosen by 
Mr. Peter Kearv for his soul-shaking 
’work, came to him. by accident. As a 
matter of fact he Jiad» practically de- 
.cided to call it “The Hustler's Bunyan,” 
though he wa/ not. altogether satisfied 
with the name. But^ one day, as he 
was* walking- in Putney High Street,'he 
overheard a 'bus-conductor^ remark to 
a vacillating passenger, “ If you don’t 
get oh, you 'd better get out. ’ ’ “ GoUy ! ” 
remarked the /famous in a 
spasm ^of uncontrollable enthusiasm, 
“ r.’ye got it.” and he handed the 'bus- 
conductor a five-poxmd note for solving 
the problem which had so long per- 
plexed his massive and megalithic brain. 
-Robert BrOwkinq, it may interest 
our readers to bear, was within an ace of 
calling one of his most famous .poemfe 
by the banal and unconvincing title of 
“An Italian Romance.” In fact he 
was just sending off the final revision 
of his proofs to the printer, when a 
motor-car— a very early and explosive 
type — ^passed down the street, ejaculat- 
ing at intervals, “Pip, Pip/' “Great 
Caesar's Ghost!” exclaimed the de- 
lighted poet, “thevery thing I wanted;” 
and in a voice trembling with emotion 
he remarked, “ Pippa Passes.” 

Mr. Henry James is another case of 
an author saved by mere chance from 
appending an unimpressive designation 
to a masterpiece. Some years ago he 
was about to bring out a volume of 
short stories over which he had spent 
more than an ordinary amount of the 
limae labor , and had resolved, not 
without serious misgivings, to christen 
the volume “ Convolutions.” But as he 
was strolling one evening on the beach 
at Rye he heard a lady say to her 
little boy and girl, “ Come here, you two 
mad chicks ! ” “ Sakes alive ! " shouted 
the illustrious novelist, “you’ve given 
me— unconsciously — the title which 
beautifully expresses the inner meaning 
of my book.” Half-an-hour later Mr. 
James had dispatched a telegram to 
his publishers containing the words 
“ The Two Magics.” 

Coleridge, as Mr. Snorter has con- 
siderately reminded us in one of bis 
masterly paragraphs, originally in- 
tended to call his most famous poem 


“The Assassination of the Albatross.’^ 
WoRDSW^ORTH tried in vain to induce 
hiin to reconsider the title, but 
Coleridge was as adamant.- - At last 
he was converted by Lamb, who, in the 
epurse of a visit to Higbgate,'.tried to 
divert the philosopher-poet, then suffer- 
ing from a severe attack of mumps, by ! 
asking him riddles and conundrums. | 
One of these w^as suggested by the 
fact - that the roof of Coleridge’s 
suminer-house had been freshly .tarred, , 
and was as follows: — “What, is the] 
difference between Sir Francis Drake 
and the substance on the roof of your 
gazebo?” Coleridge professed to 
be unable to give the answer, so , 
Lamb supplied- it: “The one is anew | 
tar and the other an ancient mariner.” 

“ Trismegistus ! . Abracadabra I • j 
ululated the philosopher in 
tones of rapture. * “ You Ve got it in 
onel” 


“PALL MALL” PALAVERS. 
Norfolk Roioard* 

Welsh Disestablishment — at the 
[ Guards’ Club. . 

Bertie. Ullo, ole sport ! Give it a 
name.’ ’] * 

Doddles.; Well, I don’t mind if I do 
have a Guinness and Cr^me de Menthe 
-arf-an’-arf. 

Bertie. I say, you ole blighter, have 
you seen what they 're saying about 
Welsh Disestablishment ? 

Doddles. No; why should I? 
Bertie. 'Pon me soul, you ’re a fair 
treat I 

Doddles. Well, I s’pose they ’re 
goin’ to disestablish w’^elshers— jolly 
good thing too for the Turf, 

• Bertie. Me dear chap, you ain’t 
got the hang of the thing at all. Yo 
see it’s this way; they want to dis- 
establish the Church in Wales. 

Doddles. Well, why shouldn’t they? 
What’s Wales good for anyway but 
football and rabbits ? 

Bertie. Oh, come, now, that’s 
pitchm’ it a bit strong ! Y’see, if we 
disestablish the Church, all the Non- 
conformist bounders will be simply 
kangaroo’.ng all over the shop. 

Doddles. B’Jove, so they will. I ’d 
never thought of that. You ’re a ref^'lar 
devil of a chap to think. ^ 

^ Bertie. All tlie same, couldn’t we 
simply chuck the whole bally country 
-cut the painter, dontcherknow — eh 
what? ' 

Bertie. Oh no, no, that 'd never do. 
Ireland ’s separated from us by the sea, 
y k^w, and that makes it different, 

Bi^ Wales is joined on to England 

Doddles. Gorblimey, so it is* I'd 
never thought of that before. You 
are a clever chap, Bertie. 
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Bertie. Besides, Wales has some 
jolly good -joints. 

Doddlks. I tboiigljt it was al] bally 
coal-mines, 

Bertie. Have you ever been there ? 

Boddles. Never farther tlian the 
‘Welsh Ilarj). 

Bertie. Well, I have, and I can tell 
you I've stalked some of the finest 
salmon in Wales that youVe ever seen, 

Doddles. But what tlie blanky 
buttercups have salmon got to do with 
dish-tablecloth — I mean (hie) dish- 
stablishment ? 

Bertie. Wy, simply this, m' dear 
ole chap, that if we once disestablish 
the Church ^ the Nonconformists will 
make poachin* legal ! 

Doodles. Wow, wow, I never 
thought of that ! What an oflie, oflie 
idea I 

Bertie. Well, have I conveited you? 

Doodles. Swelp me, but you have, 

Bertie. Good ! then have another 
Guinness and Cr^ine de ]VIenthe. 

Doodles. Yes, just to steady my ; 
nerves. I'm all shaken up. No, on ■ 
second thoughts I ’ll have a champagne 
and old brandy. {Weejys,) 


“WE ABE THE PEOPLE." 

I [At the i-ecoi.fc conference of the National 
uniou of Tcftcliers a speaker from Derby is 
report«l to Jiave said: ‘‘It is the Oxford or 
Caiubridge drawl, and not bmiiis, tliat now 
qnaufy lor the highest sendee in tJie countrv. 
Th^e aw the men who have modelled, or ratiier 
nuiddledj oui* edneation. They have sJiown by 
their natural incapacity that there is nothin^ 
m the claims they make.”] ° 


Spring Pashions for 191S. 

''Blanche drooped her lips over her smooth, 
dark gi-ey eyes, 


Fellow- teachers, raise your banner I 
Wherefore ape the timid lamb ? 

We no longer care a tanner 
For the Oxford-Cambridge sham ! 
Hang the pedagogic vices 
And the ignorance of Isis I 
Hang the supercilious manner 
And the priglets' of the Cam. 

Who are these that we kowtow to 
As the salt of all the earth ? 

Let us start forgetting how to 
Cringe to money, blood and birth I 
What are wranglers? what are greats- 
men? 

Are they heaven-appointed statesmen ? 
It IS brains alone we 11 bow to 
As the only thing of worth. 

Brains! And where do people hide 
them ? 

Oxford quads and Cambridge courts 
Only seem to keep inside them 
Fools in flannels and in shorts. 


Vain the years they spend at college 
When the only kind of knowledge 
1 That the varsities provide them 
3 Is the lore of swank and sports. 

. Let us bid the prigs defiance 1 
Of their muddling we are sick. 

• Brains adorn the great alliance 

' Where we are ourselves the pick 

' We ourselves who have meandered 
Through the sixth or seventh standard 
To the London Inter-Science 
Or the glories of Matric. 

We have studied education. 

We araable to explain 
All the ratiocination 
In the childish mind we train ; 

We have spent our mental forces 
On laborious training courses, 

And researches on dictation 
And its action on the brain. 

We ourselves possess the pick of 
All the hall-marks Culture heeds, 

We are moving in the thick of 
Hoods of London, Brum and Leeds — 
Hoods that make the Cambridge silk 
pale 

As the liquid in the milk-pail, 

While^ the Oxford blushes, sick of 
j All its manifold misdeeds. 

“Stable Aeroplanes."— J/ bm'nyPiw/. 
Why not “Pegasi"? Much more 
catchy. 



THE DANDELION. 

When I came upon Mr. Macey this morning he was in 
his favourite attitude. That is to say, he was bent double 
and he was carving viciously with a short curved blade at 
the gra^. Mr. Macey does me the honour to help in the 
work of the ^rden. He is made, I think, out of an 
old o^-log. His. rough weather-beaten face has aU the 
hon^y and much of the consistency of such a piece of 
timber, and his whole figure is wooden, if I may employ 
the twm TOthoiit any impUoation of disrespect, m 
g^ter part of his hfe he devotes to the garden, but in his 
ofl moments he repairs boots and shoes with admirable 
skiU and oeW-ity. Give Mr. Macey a pair of wrecks which 
were (moe shoes, and a day or two afterwards he will hand 

former soundness, I do 
not doubt that, if his leisure sufficed, he could produce you 
a new pair, his own manufacture, soles, heels and uppers 
oomplet& He is, therefore, a snob in its best sense, that 
18, a work^ shoemaker, and for a famUy of shoe-destroying 

He has his recognise! 
cUgnity too. Other gardeners may be Bob or Hariy. bub 
a^'J'^ssed and referred to as Mr. Macey. • 

This mommg, as I say, he was working on the lawn. 
sM was earyuag beneath the surface of the turf at the 
imbedded roots of dandelions, his hereditary enemies. This 
year there is a tremendous crop of these gilded usurpers. 
They have made the green of the lawn one yellow, and 
from every square foot of it at least one of them flaunts his 

“kk plantain, which 

n»^i by Mr. Macey, has, at any rate, a certain 

natoai modesty. It lays itself out as flat as a pOTfectly 
detnmental we^ can well be laid, and, if it does not mitii 
gate your mmderous designs, at least it does iiot irritate 
by supe^uous ostentation. But the vulgar dandelion 
has no ^ples of anjr kind. Like a taU buUylb lifts its 
h^ and rums yom- fair expanse of lawn. This year it is 
m<^ra numerous than ever before. Mr. Macey speaks darkly 
of. last years drought as the cause of thisWxampled 
increasew * 

•Nice Uttle lot of dandelions, Mr. Macey,” said I. 

• Mr.' Macey. « It 's a burble 

sight to ^ em like this on a gentleman’s lawn. I cuts ’em 

^ ‘'^®y\com6 up again, never fear. 

If I was to uproot 'em they'd take me from now to 

di; but I Stop, 


at firat sight and without close investigation, to be a 
promising word for rhymes. I rushed to my desk and 
went at it. 

My lawn, upon thy smooth extent 
In sober joy I came and went, 

Shedding at every pace a care, 

And felt thee soft and found tiioe fair. 

The fairest that was ever seen, 

And brightly, beautifully green ! 

That would do for a beginning. The fifth line was 
weakisli, but it could be altered. Now for dandelion, which 
must, of course, be the key- word : — 

I hardly think the poets Bion 
A nd Moschus knew the dandelion. 

Something of that kind might be worked in. Or, again, in 
the plural:— 

Not one of all the many Dions 
H ad ever heard of dandelions. 

But tins might involve a description of at least two or 
three Dions — Dion of Syracuse and Dion Cassius, for 
example— and would lead one too far afield. What else’ 
was there? 

Hear me with all my strength cry Eie on * ' 
That gaudy sham the dandelion. 

That was a little nearer to reality. Then there was 

Waft me, Who loathe the dandelion, 

Swift to the verdant lawns of Zion. 

Ye-es. No. Too irreverent. 

Cry on, Guy on. Ply on. Shy on. Tie on, Try on, 
fiidicubus ! What verse-writer could dare to drag in such 
rhjmies.as these one after another ? 

1 ** dandelion, it seems, is infamous in 

horticulture and perfectly useless for poetrj'. Not even 
Olitoe Chomweli,, no, nor Bostpabtt, could manage to 
versify properly about it. • ■ ° 


that^on’Ht 

^ ^^^6° I ’TO 

11 bo to do over again. But I don’t believe 

OuvEB CnoMWELi, and Bonapabte are Mr. Macev’s 
faromte heroes and world-forces. I have never dared to 
2? I siispecfc lie behoves them 

to be m existence. What they cannot do even Mr 
Macey himself hardly aspires to accomphsh. 

I left Mr. Macey to his task and strolled into the house 

*0 “® ferocious and recurrent 

dandelion might form a fit subject for verse. The former 
^enness and ^ootbneM of the lawn might be described, 
follow the hateful contrast of its present 
gaiishness imder the sway of the yellow intrusion, Mr. 
Macey would be the hostile spirit of the grass, incessantly 
war^g but constantly baffled by the hideous vitality S 
the foe. The night would descend on his labours and the 
fhT lii“ plying the knife and tumbling 

the heads of his victims mto the basket. Dandelion seemed 


THE KOAD, 

“Now where are ye goto’,” ses I, “ wid the shawl 
An cotton umbrella an’ basket an’ all ? 

Would ye not wait for McMullen’s 
Wid that iligant instep befittto' , a queen ? 

Oh you wid the wtod-soft grey eye wid a wile to it. 

You wid the lip wid the troublesome smile in it, 

® rain-muddied mile in it 

* Ahj tno Saints 'll be kapin* me petticoats clean ! 

“But,” s®s I, “ wotod ye like it to meet Clancy’s bull, 

Ur the tinks poachin' rabbits above Sheve-na-coul ? 

An’ the ford at Kilmaddy is big wid the'Snows, 

People that wear the green close 
They d run from the bog to be makin’ a catch o ’ve ' 

's Wishful o’ weddin’ the match o' ye. 
Twould be long, if they did, ere ye lifted the latch 
o ye 

“ What fairy 's to touch her that sings as she goes ! ” 

A ®''-’® y® goto’,” ses I, » wid the shawl. 

An toe grey eyes a-dimmin’ beneath it an’ all ’ 

The road by the mountain 's a long one, depend 
. 11 ® I V alannab. ere reachin’ the end ; 
w ir ®® wid tte wind on each back-breakin’ bit on it 
Wet wid the puddles and lamed wid the grit on it — 

„ o ®® lonesome ye ’re layin’ yer delicut fit ©a it — ^ ” 
Sure whin s a road lonesome that’s stepped u'id a friend ’ 
That ’s stepj^d wid a friend ? 
ai.-ii .. Bridgy intend ? 

otui twas me that went.wid her right on to the end ! 












OUR SNOBS. 

SerLadysIdp. "Isk’s that irsr oatoekek’s datobteb, Giles?" 
mo. »Ve8, tee ladyship; A MISTAKE, TOUCHIKO MT 'AT TO 'eE. 'WiiT, SHE 'a AS POOR AS I BE.” 


OUR BOO.KING-OFF1CE. American hospitality or faUed to admire 

I (By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) ^ a ttie two most glaring examples 

corfession and avoidance, and hiB manner, which is that of Mr. Molyneux to make excuses for his SfaWnlft 

pi?«^rij;r“S»’*r= s, a as is 

sfpasfE^t.“sr£.-s?S* 
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rqethods of conducting murder cases. The getting of 
Mohjfieux in disguise upon the scene of the crime, through- 
out the investigations is the happiest idea of the book. He 
had written, under tho name of “Felix Christie,** a lurid 
detective novel, and the newspaper in charge of the case 
offered “Felix Christie** an enormous fee to take up his 
residence in the house and write weekly articles about the 
murder. So our hero in false whiskers returns home and 
writes about “ the fiend Molyneux.** It was obviously the 
CniPPEN case which started Mr.CLOusTON on this adventure, 
but, Jiowever sordid the source of inspiration, His First 
Offence is both effective as satire and decideiy amusing as 
a story. 

The life of the heroine of Mrs. Abthuh Heotikeb’s new 
novel, published by Nash, was made up of two great and 
^hausting passions— one filial, the other conjugal; and 
in each case she filled the title-r6l0 of the book— 

Fiddle, For the bachelor uncle wdio had been a father to 
her “ fell on a dotage ** and took an impossible person to i 
wife ; and the poreon 
whom she iierself 
married (for no reason 
that I could discover) 
developed a variable 
taste in first violins. 

Though the earlier of 
these tragedies takes 
up a third of the book, 
we may regard it as 
relatively negligible and 
confine ourselves to the 
later one. Here I find 
that the fundamental 
trouble with Blizahetli 
was her lack of humour.’ 

It was not simply that 
felie took life seriously, 
that she demanded too 
exigently in others the 
same high ardour of 
devotion that she herself 
offered; she might still 
have found compensa- 
tions if she bad possessed 


constrained, after lie had tried to adopt one and had hope- 
lessly quarrelled with him, to enter into the bonds of unholy 
matrimony. He chose a wife, a girl whom he had never 
seen before, exactly as he w^ould have bought a mare for the 
Home Stud Farm, and then proceeded to bully her out of 
her life. But before she left it the gods took her part, mnd 
wreaked on him a vengeance far more ingenious and subtle 
than anything that I could have thought of. I only wanted 
to smack his face and knock* him down and tread on him. 
The author knew a far, far bettor way than that. And she 
knows a good many things which are hidden from the 
bearers of some of the most distinguished literary names in 
Who*s Who ; she knows, for example, exactly how people 
talk and think; and I, for one, have greatly enjoyed read- 
ing her excellent novel. 


MARGINAL NOTES ON HISTORY. 

"Vexatious situation op a paumer who has to uidy up his fieids 

AITEH AyOTHEK OP THOSE BATTLES DURING THE "WaRS OP THE RoSES. 


that gift ■which is the corrective of all excesses, even in 
virtue. “K only she could have laughed more,” thint-a 
Awie Curtois — one of two characters in the book of whom 
I wanted to hear more, and from whose regard for Blizahetli 
i gathered, incidentally, that she had lovable qualities if 
only you could get at them. In choosing for her leading 
character a type that can never make aSowanoes or see 
Me with other people's eyes Mrs. Hennikeh has shown 
coimage ; for it is one that is apt to be as dull in fiction as in 
fact. The author's manner makes no pretence to subtlety 
but it IS sincere; and if -her story suffers from triviality 
of detail there comes a moment (as late, I admit, as page 
266) which wiU reward your patience with a note of fine 
wisdom. 


^ I don't know Yalentina Hawthey’s other work, but if 
it is all as good as Rentage (Constable) she ought to get 
at least a Beta ^Itis in the Honours School of Modern 
Fiction. Her chief .character has inherited from his fttther 
a fine and large family place, an ungovernable temper and 
a profound contempt for women. : For the fine and large 
family place he very much wanted" an heir.' But heirs 
unfortunately for people of his views, do not grow on 
buyers, nor even under trees, like Easter eggs. So he was 


The scene of Anncihel and Others (Murbay) is laid in 
“ the sleepy old town ’* of Michenden, and Annabel is an 
overfed pug. At once I wish to congratulate Mr. B. W. 
Wbight-Hendeeson upon his graphic description of 

Michenden, a most si^lcn- 
did spot for a rest-cure, 
provided that one did not 
become entangled in tho 
meshes of trivial gossip. 
Here we seethe “society” 
of the place reading 
Shaxspeabe, chattering 
at garden-parties, flirt- 
ing mildly ; the only 
salient character being a 
wicked lawyer who made 
raids upon one * lady's 
heart and two other 
people's fortunes. A 
dismal failure both as 
philanderer and thief, it 
is easier to sympathise 
with him than with the 
fat pug, and I breathed 
a sigh of relief when the 
latter went off to London 
with her incorrigibly 
selfish mistress. The 

. . , , , ^book gives a perfect 

picture of a very local town, but whether it is of great 
interest is another matter. At any rate, it is entirely 
devoid of offence, and may be recommended to those who 
do not like thmr feelings to be harrowed or are tired of 
“fearless fiction. 



Jack London's meti God Laughs provides 
(Per Mills and Boon) a lurid crew : 

Murderers, burglars, suicides. 

With settings fitting thereunto. 

Dotted among the rest are found 
Some lighter matters, as, e.g., 

A boxing contest, round by round, 

And famine in a ship at sea. 

It’s clever work, without a doubt, 

But I, for one, can rub along . 

things, and do without 
Tales that are quite so beastly strong. 

Our Word-Painters. 

“An audible pang escaped from the Radical economists.” 




CHARIVARIA. 

would do well to note that 
the British way, when a Oommissio;i 
of Enquiry is appointed, is to temper 
justice with Mersey. 

The Earl of Eunraven has published 
a pamphlet entitled “ The New Spirit 
m Ireland.’* We had always imagined 
that its whiskey w’ould brook no rivals 

Tho story of Mr, Le Queux’s “ The 
Invasion of 1910” is, we read, to be 
reproduced by cinematograph, and with 
^0 endings— one favourable for Great 
Bri^in, and another equally favourable 
for G ermany. Something surely might 
be done to allay the wai* feeling in both 
countries if Britain 
Victorious were 
shown in Germany, 
and Germany Vic- 
torious in Britain. 


The Army airship 
Gamma, made an 
excellent flight last 
week from Fam- 
borough round St. 
Paul’s Cathedral 
and back. Long 
may it be before 
she changes her 
name to Digavima. 

The fight be- 
tween our English 
Spas for .the pat- 
ronage of the pub- 
lic promises to be 
very keen this year. 
In the first round, , 
to judge by the re- 1 
ports in The Daily 
Mail, Buxton- 


'' soldiers in a kennel ” 
announces a paragraph in The Mail 
Id looks as if somebody had forgotten 
to let loose the dogs of war. 

The case of a labelled crab that 
walked ninety-eight miles is mentioned 
in a report presented to the Eastern 
Sea Fisheries Committee, It is thought 
that the poor creature, maddened by 
the chalf of its friends, travelled this 
distance in order to escape their feeble 
jests about the label. 

A woman arrested in Lippa, Hungary, 
has confessed to the murder of four of 
her husbands. As a husband ourself 
we may be permitted to express the 
hope that this horrible hobby will not 



From Shanghai it is reported that a 
new method of executing prisoners now 
prevails in the Province of Chekaing. 
Instead of being beheaded, criminals 
are now first chloroformed and then 
shot. As a result of this improvement 
in local conditions, criminals are said 
to be flocking to the neighbourhood. 

* , * 

Fashion Note.— » Father,” asked 
the child, what are ‘ panniers * ? ” 
Things, my son,” the parent answered, 

” that donkeys wear.” 

* i 

"PLODDBN FIELD EEMAINS ” ' 

is the heading of a paragraph in The 
Pall Mall Gazette, With so many 
American curiosity-hunters in the field 
we are glad to hear this statement. 


Dorothy her holidays on the French coast). “D’yott know 

FIBOT PEU,S0.N- WHO ’8 a»0KE EsOUSH SIXCB^Sb COMe” ’ ’ ® 


would seem to have scored over her 
rivals. Buxton, it appears, has been 
djoying “climatic conditions,” while 
Sheltenliam, Droitwich, Llandrindod 
Wells, Malvern and Matlock have, 
merely had weather. 

Among the exhikts* shown at the 
Nursing Exhibition at the Horticultural 
Hall is a perambulator which can be 
folded up. This is a capital idea. 
There is nothing a nurse dislikes so 
much, when a baby has been kidnapped 
during her flirtation with the Guards- 
man, as to be seen wheeling the empty 
perambulator home. • 

A jackdaw, The Express tells us, 
visits the British Museum daily to feast 
on the eggs of the pigeons that nest 
over the portico; and the pigeons, we 
hear, are beginning to complain bitterly 
of tlie supineness of the police. 


spread. We are all the more nervous 
as we are told that ladies are at last 
showing signs of getting tired of Bridge. 

Both Italy and Turkey, the Frankfur- 
ter Zeitiing states, have given presents 
to the Palace of Peace at the Hague. 
Tlieir presence there would have been 
even more acceptable. 

•J* 

One great advantage of tho new 
Carnpanile at Venice being an exact 
replica of the old one is, the proprietor 
of an illustrated paper tells us, that one 
can use an old block instead of having 
to have a new one made. 

The ^ Chairman " of the Cheshire 
Education Committee complains that 
spelling is getting uncommonly bad all 
over the country. On the other hand, 
this may prove the spread of spelling 
reform. 


THE EBBEL, 

Once upon a 
time there was a 
bold bad man 
whose whole life 
was an exercise in 
revolt. When he 
entered a shop or 
establishment with 
, swing doors, one of 
which was lettered 
Pull ” , and the 
otjber “Push,” he 
pushed the one 
which he should 
j have pulled, arid on 
leaving he pulled 
the one which 
[he should have 
pushed. Wherever 
it was forbidden he 
walked on the grass 
and threw orange 
peel on the pave- 
ment. He smoked 


. ^ DUiUA.au. 

in the tube lifts. On railway jharneys in 
England he put heavy articles on the 
hat-rack and his feet on the cushions, 
and got out before the train stopped ; 
while on railway journeys in France be 
always himself au dehors,'* 

Yet when he came to die he Had just as 
nice a tombstone as ^ybody else. 

Commercial Acumen; 

Oil THE Secret of Successful Coal-Minixo. 

“ Tlio Kent CollioVies Company, realizinff that 
the only ivay to get coal in commercial quan- 
tities IS to make a pit wide onoujrh for tho 
imnei-a to go down and for the coal to' be brou^^ht 
to the surface, has put the larger part of its 
elioi't luto^the commercial side of its enterprise.** 

‘ ‘ The S^i'/jies ” Fiinan/iial Sv/yplcnicnt, 

‘Billy s Stetagem* is a film so clear and 
steady tliat it is almost possible to imagine it as 
a fixture, e.Tocpt for the moving figure?.” 

, Fas&xmme 

Those m the know tell us that the idea 
of moving figures is really the secret of 
the popularity of the kinmnii. 
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BONES OF CONTENTION. 

No.n, 

“ If,” said my wife with tearful as- 
perity, “you wish to ruin the dog's 
pharacter and degrade his point ^ 


vAogi.u)u.o ms poinu of 

view you are going the right wav to 
work.’* 

• “My dear,” I returned with charac- 
teristic moderation, “ I am adopting a 
method approved by reason and ex- 
perience. Nothing else will teach 
him.” 

, “ A^d it simply means that I have to 
take him straight up to the bath-room 
and wash his nose ! " - 
= ®o“science imposes that 

pbligation you are doubtless right to 
perform it.” I tried' to speak without 
bitterness. . 

wife took the dog on her lap. 
darling, she said, “ you were 
po™ to unhappiness, and I confirmed 
4hat destiny when I christened you." 

Thiswasdistinctljrahitatme. The 
^ is four months old and she called 
him Hymen, picturesquely enough, 
beoattee he was bom on our wedding 
day. I assumed najr wounded expres- 
sion which, m days gone by, I have 
knojm to prove elc^ingly effective. 

.1 J-here is no reason," I said, “ why 
. Hym^ shouH not be the happiest of 
ipos^hut if, like the! rest of the world 
!.pe resents a little wholesome discipline 
if^r you do for him— he wiU naturaUy 
ipecome discontented.” ■ • ^ 



'c. — 'r ' ‘wigou i/iio ueaumg no gave 

de- 
liberately blinked a tear fipm one of liis 
large yfellow eyes on to his nose. I 
have always deeply resented in him a 
itendenoy to work the “poor dumb 

e'* “appropriate moments. 

“ *e your desh’e that an innocent 
miltoan should be attacked,” I began 
With some bitterness. 

% wife extended her thumb and 
fore W pd held up Hymen by the 
i.somff of his neck. - Attacked 1 Sie 

I decided to abandon that ijoint for 
jthe moment. “Of course I know” I' 
[.pursued s^astically, “ that it is quite 
itum-easonabie to indulge in feelings of 
[.' when one finds one’s hair- 

i brushes on the door-mat with half the 
I bristles chawed off,” 

As if,” retorted my wife, “I had 


“ Then if only he would confine him- 
self to one pair of my boots,” I added, 
“ but he can’t bear left-foot boots.” 

“ I suppose it would be too much to 
suggest that you could use your boot 
cupboard for the purpose for which it 
was made and bought.” ^ 

“Then there’s the garden,” I con- 
tinued patientljr, “ Of course a dog 
and a garden are mutually exclusive.” 

• 1 . ^ clever way of putting 

it ? said my wife to Ej’^men. 

Hymen curled his tongue slowly 
round from one comer of his mouth 
to the other with an air of judicious 
impartiality and yawned. 
p other day,” I proceeded, “I 

found that he had substituted a cliicken 

u. ,1 f ^ with, he 

oughtn t to have chicken bones ” 

At this moment Hymen created a 
diversion by jumping suddenR to his 
feet, rushing wildly ^o the door, snifiSng 
at the crack, and letting off a series of 
impassioned barks. 

1 difficult to disbelieve a dog, 

tradition haying inspired one with an 
almost imbecile credulity where the 
species is concerned; accordingly I 
hastened to 'the door, looked out, 
listened m the hall, turned on all the 
lights, unbolted the front door, and 
took all the precautionary measures 
usual in cases of emergency. The 
servants were at supper, and no man 
or beast stin-ed in the house. There 

“ It miist have been a mouse,” ob- 
served my vsrife nervously. “ He ’s 
wonderful mouser." 

At that, Hymen resumed Bniffin g 
with some confidence, then he looked 
at me out of the comer of his syeto 
note the effect, and just managed to 


words of comfort and love, even of con- 
trition, trembling on my lips. 

Naturally I knelt on the dog. 

Afterwards—some time afterwards— 
we sat quite close together with Hymen 
sleeping self-consciously at our feet. 

“And so,” whispered my wife, “we 
will always keep him with us— for 
better for worse, to remind us of that 
Hymen^”^ *^^7 was blessed by 
“Amen,” I sighed. 


the 

The 

Sir 

the 




-- — . — ..j, you never to 

teavea chair near your dressing-table. 
jiJesMra, he was more than adequately 
i tor that ; he suffered tortures 

(While I pulled the bristles out of his 
throat.” 


<-,s™ ^ — M i r mo oaricmg 

tuin. Possiblyhewaswise,forIwasin 

a dangOTous mood. At that moment I 
was sitotiy formulating a brief sum- 
mary of his character and his conduct, 
which cu^nated in- the resolve that 
lie should thenceforth work out his 
destiny in more sympathetic surround- 
mgs Jhan I or my house were prepared 
^ T J s'lPPose that in- all 
my life I have ever been so determined 
I opened my lips to 

Of couTM,” said my wife suddenly. 
If yon decide to get rid of Hymen I 
w^d make no objection. His presence 
in the house, his very name, must keen 
you so constantly in mind of that di^ 
tressmg, that -i. • 


MOEE NAN8BNSB. 

* We have read with inta-est 
stones relating to Nansen in 
Westmtiister Gazette ~ th.s.t of 
Henev Ibvino, who referred to the 
gi-eat ^lorer as “the chap who stood 
the cold so well," followed on the next 
day by that of the late Duke of Dbvon- 
sHiBE, whose first remark to Nansen 
on meetmg him was;, “I suppose you 
tonnd it pretty cold up there f ” ^ 

May we, tom our own nncertain 
taowledge, add to these stories, so that 
the siibject may not be aUowed to lapse 
too soon ? ^ 

Dr. Nansen was visiting Aberdeen 
dunng his lecturing tour. It was 
JanuMy and a blizzard was raging. 
Outside the railway station he hap- 
pened to n.ui against his chairman of 
the night before,; who remarked 
pleasantly, as he picked himself out of 
iStE?”' "Chilly for so far south, 

• ^““stog incideiit took place dur- 
mg Dr. Nansen’s visit to one of our 
weU-known Marquises. The heu- to 
the marquisate, then 'a little boy of 
seven summei-s, was told by his mcJbher 
to come and speak to the intrepfd 
^yager. “Is his nose frost-bitted 


of nS- 

“ ^ also ‘The Ideal Uio.’” 

^ P“® a'^ay sur- 
ounded by gentle cobnuts and with 
one s favounte Bai-celona at one’s knee! 


:^de8l7 at Carmelite House 

After all 

than mosi^i^pf us. 




‘hara'viiwn* '"rioiis combination of 

There must have been a little rift with 










JRdii'cd CncJcct Vdcran {i)\, ivhohi the ohl jhtm'on to stMenr 
JHis IS aijsuud; too many in the si.ii's. carhtic) 

six YAEDS— JirST TO SAVE THE SINGLES/’ ' 


THE UNFAIRNESS OF IT; 

Or, Lines to a Motorist in Sprimj, 

Iv felirough the icy mask of that disclaia 
That leaves me in a cloud of odorous dust 
I cod'd despatch some signal to your brain, 

Could puncture your conceit and hear it bast ; 

Or if some second-sight enabled you 
To learn the secret workings of a mind 
In one so awe-struck to the outer view, ' 

Cringing before your tempest, stuan4 and blind 

I were content. I do not cai'p at all 
Because you gaze at ine, as some calm god 
Holding creation in his dreadful thrall, 

Might gaze up6n a beetle. I cm odd. 

I like to walk abroad and sniff the air 
Fraught with the scent of all the flowers of Ma\ 
Poets (perhaps you chanced to see my hair) 

Are sometimes taken in this curious way. 

I ani well used, besides, to have the morn 
Hidden by vapours of your home, the Pit, 

And hear the blackbird silenced by a horn 
Shouting some happy stave of street-wom wit. 

But what I do complain of is the fact 
That you can spout the spume of your contempt 
. Over my dumb form like a cataract, 

But mine for you remains unguessed' undreamt. 



How in the witches’ broth {cf. Macbeth) 

^ Was no ingredient mingled by their art 
So utterly abhorred, so kin to death, 

As you and your confounded petrol-cart. 

How for the wealth of palaces of Ind 
I.would not sit beside you in that hearse, 
ould sooner by a lot be scalped and skinned, 

Or write no other line of deathless verse. 

Than thus pollute the glories of the Spring ; 

That is the point of view you cannot see, 
Pdiinooeros! thrice-epithetted thing! 

And yet you deem me envious. Earthworm 1 flea ! 

Blind to all beauty, flattered by your fuss, 

Mere reveller in the pride and pomp of pelf 
I know you, for I feel exactly thus 
When travelling in a motor-car myself. Evoi:. 


*• In \mting of the cka^cc of Mushroom I was made to sav, ‘Ko hoise 
f Mwbans / I pmsume that every sbioolborC 
^ of P®an Swift in connection with this famous 

; ^/j.®®®'^^*ioe shojildhaYe road, 'Nohoisc at four years old 
has n on tu 0 City and Subm-bans. ^ 

A nasty one for the clerer people who thought they ’d caught 
“Hotspur” napping. ^ j o 
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BACK AGAIN. 

{Communicated by a. Returner.) 

Paris, but we bad to mb 
SohH crowds of other people all rushing^about 

calm when we gofc to Calais ; and when he found the boat 

sit upon he said some very angry things about railwav 

SSir to ?r® polite gentleman gavl 

wp to.Mum, ^d we thi-ee sat on the deck and hoped 

wo werent going to be sea-sick, wbich we weren’t- but 

that would be a bad sign. After 
that we all rubbed our noses a 
good deal to keep them from 
going pale, and it was very 
successful. ^ 

n was very jolly getting home. 

t/olin was standing on the door* 
step, and he kissed us all in a 
peat hurry because he wanted 
to see what presents we’d 
brought him from Paris. He 

llAVAl* cf A 1 j 


“.7/ «jojs.ijug aoouiitnem 

tul we fashed them all out of our 
l^g^-gCi ®®d then ho was verv 
happy; but he didn’t care a bit 
Mout what we ’d done in Paris 
We tried to teUhim about the 
^uwe and Versailles and the 
Cuirassiers, but it wasn’t any 
good. He wouldn’t listen to 
us, and went on playing with 
faistoys and telling us bow he ’d I 
Men down in the garden that 
afternoon and cut his knee and 
not cried. It was a good t,>,ir,g 
we didn’t take him to Paris 
because it wouldn’t have in- 
ter^ted him. ITademoiselle 
had taught him a little Prench 
welcome to say to us when we 
came back, but he forgot all 
about it. Mum says he’s the' 

I mOTtun^timental boy she over met. 

iheu there were the dogs and the eats Tho 
much more pleased to see na- fKow t^u* ' ® ^gs were 

great pleasure for dogs. I thouo-ht Su Ti ^ 

“ “«*■ '™ “ “ ““k 



i f^niselvM like the dogs. Dad says there ’s a deep well 
an^^ Ii****^ * c®*’’^ heart, but Mum says it 's only milk 

There was a tremendous heap of letters for Dad, and we 
I all helped him to open them. Some of them were the sort 
that comem long envelopes with half-penny stamps, and 
they wmt straight mto the waste-paper basket; but evei-v 
now and then there was a cheque, and Dad caUed it an 
oasis or something of that kind, and we aU shouted Hun-ah“ 
°“,® of that sort, because cheques pay for thinffs 
and Dad said all his money was gone because of Paris and 
the workhouse was looming m front of us. The workhouse 
Mways Igoms when Mum asks for money for the bills 
Dad also said that most of his best letters had been kent at 

tbTT 1 ^® forwarded, and it was always 

the same when he went away anywhere. ^ ® 

. , ^0 bought presents’ for all 
tfae sepants, and when we’d 


finished with the dogs we went 
and saw them all and gave them 
what we’d got. James the 
butler s present was a, fountain 
p^, and the footman’s was a 
little leather purse, and the 
cooks ms a big necklace of 
beads, pink and light blue. The 
housemaids got a silk scMf each, 
ifaey aU seemed very pleased 
wh^ we told them they were 
real Prench things bought in 
Pans— but cook gave ns all a 
hug and said she ’d been dread- 
fully dull without us, and the 
best present she could have was 
seemg us all back again, though 
we were such mischievous 
plagues she sometimes had to 
turn -us out, but we mustn’t 
Diincl because it was only her 
way and she wat too old to 
change now. So we all hugged 
her back, and told her that 
getting home was even jollia- 
than going away. Then she 
gave ns a jam-tart each. 

Bed was beautiful. WereaUy 
did want to go. and it was so 
comfortable, and the night was 

them so much! We never knew we liked 

editorial labours, makes the 

'Peaied having 

K and other pop^w nSwL and^^f^ 25ia 

lef to oateh a ho s3 eetti^ a 

authore.” entet the servioes of oapafdo 

plagiarisl^rTIrSytob^d^.eSf®® °f 

eatonbynati-reXfe?’tl^^^“jv5^J“ within an ace of being boiled and 
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THE BIGLET PAPEES. 

[With ^ acknowledgments to Mr. a W. 
“Ang^o-Amorican Memories, ’’Second 
bevies (Duckwouth)]. 

It is not necessary to introduce Mr. 
Bigley to English readers, for he is as 
well known on this as on the other side 
of the Atlantic. A veritable Nestor of 
journalists, he has known everybody 
worth knowing, and as he is gifted with 
an extraordinarily retentive memory it 
goes without saying that his book is 
packed with those racy personalia 
which arc the very life-blood of 
reminiscence. 

Above all klr. Bigley lias the saving 
grace of not being afraid to recount 
anecdotes at his own expense. What, 
for instance, could be more charming 
than the instance which he gives of 
the ready wib of the late Abeaham 
Haywaed.^ Haywaed was rallying 
him on his social activities and Mr. 
Bigley assured him that he was quite 
mistaken — that the only form of enter- 
tainment he really cared about was a 
“small and early/' “Ohl” replied 
Haywakd, “ I thought it was * an Earl 
and Bigley." In this context one 
may also note a characteristic anecdote 
of Bobeht Beownino. The famous 
poet was challenged to find rhymes for 
all the company at a country house 
party given by the Duke of Doldrum, 
and, when it came to the turn of the 
narrator, improvised the following 
couplet : — 

"Wornis ^\llOll they are most wriggly 
Eeniind me of Mr. Bigley, 

Though partial to entertainments on 
a restricted scale, Mr. Bigley admits 
that on one occasion he dined but 
eight times in one week. The eighth 
dinner was accounted for in the follow- 
ing interesting manner. It appears 
that he went by mistake to Sir Parry 
Gorwiok’s, bub did not discover that he 
had come to the wrong house until he 
had reached the ciitVBc, He then hurried 
off to Lord Primbury’s, next doer, in 
time for the fish, as Lord Primbury's 
dinner had begun a quarter of an hour 
later. 

The famous saying, Cherches la 
femme, receives abundant illustration in 
Mr. Bigley’s chatty pages, and he ex- 
presses the opinion that Mr. Balfour's 
resignation of the leadership was solely 
due to the remark of a lady, in a mixed 
foursome at North Berwick, that a man 
who talked psychology on tlie links 
could never become a scratch player. 
Mr. Bigley, we may add, confirms the 
statement that even in the most trying 
circumstances Mr. Balfour uses no 
stronger expletive than “ Blow I " The 
German Emperor, it is interesting to 
learn, is greatly addicted to the pic- 





turesque exclamation, *‘Dash my im- 
perial buttons 1 ” 

Another of Mr. Bigley's heroes is 
Senator Smith, of whom he relates 
several anecdotes, showing that his 
desire for precise information was de- 
veloped in early youth. Mr. Bigley' 
made the acquaintance of the Senator' 
when he was only ten yeax's old. Even 
at that age, we are told, he had the 
same clear notion of what he wanted 
and how to get it, w^hich has dis- 
tinguished him ever since. 

**At bi*eakfast I remembBr liis [iskiug bis 
mother if the salt was kept in the cella^ and 
what butter was made of. She told me also 
that on a recent yachting trip he had climbed 
up to the crow’s nest to see if crows laid tlieii* 


there, and %va3 hitterly disappointed to 
tmd that the donkey-engine was not worked by 
an ass.” 


The Bright Mea in the Bight Place. 

“ About twelve o'clock smoke was noticed to 
be rising from a field on the far side of the Park. 
The mijger, P.C. Brow, went at once to the 
^ot and found the long gi'ass blazing furiously, 
the names, fanned by the breeze, siweadingATith 
amazing rapidity, AYith the assistance of 
Sergeant Hriliwell andActing-ScrgoantHowley 
the hre was eventually stamped out, but not 
before about an acre had been burnt.” 

Jjradfonl l)aibj Tclegraplu 
^ The police, it has often been noticed, 
hare always been ready for an emer- 
gency like this. An acre would be 
nothing to three of them. 
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MY SECRETARY. 

Whbs, five years ago, I used to write 
loug letters to Margery, for some 
reason or other she never -wrote back. 
To save her face I had to answer the 
letters myself — a tedious business. Still, 
I must admit that the warmth and 
geniality of the replies gave me a 
certain standing with rny friends, who 
had not looked for me to be so popular. 
After some months, however, pride 
stepped in. One cannot pour out letter 
after letter to a lady without any 
acknowledgments save from oneself. 
And when even my own acknowledg- 
ments began to lose their first warmth— 
when, for instance, I answered four 
pages about my new pianola with the 
curt reminder that I was learning to 
walk and couldn’t be bothered with 
music, why, then at last I saw that a 
correspondence so one-sided would have 
to come to an end. I wrote a farewell 
letter and replied to it with tears .... 

But, bless you, that was nearly five 
years ago. Each morning now, among 
the usual pile of notes on my plate 
from duchesses, publishers, money- 
lenders, actor-managers and what-not, 

I find, likely enough, an envelope in 
Margery’s own handwriting, Not only 
IS my address printed upon it legibly, 
but there are also such extra directions 
to the postman as “England” and 
“Important” for its more speedy 1 
ariLval. And inside— well, I give you i 
the last but seven. j 

“My ubab Uncle I thot you wher 
coming to see me to night but you i 
^dnt why didnfc you baby has p t o ] 
hurt her knee isnt that a pity I have ^ 
some new toys isnt that jolly we didnt i 
have our five minutes so will you krite ^ 
to me and tell me all about p t o your £ 
wm'k from your loving little Marche.” g 
I always think that footnotes to a 1 
letter are a mistake, but there are one s 
or two things I should like to explain, f 

(a) Just as some jozmialists feel I 
that without the word “economic” a t 
leading article lacks tone, so Margery fc 
feels, and I agree with her, that a certain I 

IS lent to a letter by a p.t.o. at r 
the bottom of each page. 

(b) There are lots of grown-up people I< 
who thmk that “write ” is spelt “rite.” 
Margery knows that this is not so. y 
She knows that there is a silent letter d 
in front of the “r,” which doesn’t t( 
do anything but likes to be there, n 
Obviously, if nobody is going to take a 
any notice of this extra letter, it doesn’t tc 
much matter what it is. Margery h 
happened to want to make a “k” just 
then; at a pinch it could be as silent w 
as a “w.” You will please, therefore, bi 
regal'd the “k” in “krite” as absolutely M 
noiseless. 


(c) Both Margery and Bernard 
Shaw prefer to leave out the apos- 

fcQ trophe in writing such words as “ isn’t ” 
1© and “ don’t.” 

(d) Years ago I claimed the privilege 
1© to monopolise, on the occasional even- 
d, ings when I was there, Margery’s last 
id ten minutes before she goes back to 
a some heaven of her own each night. 
10 This privilege was granted; it being 
r. felt, no doubt, that she owed me some 
le compensation for my early secretarial 
31^ work on her behalf. We used to spend 
y the ten minutes in listening to my telling 
f. a fairy story, always the same one. One 
*r day the authorities stepped in and 

— announced that in future the ten 
Lr minutes would be reduced to five. The 
© procedure seemed to me absolutely 

0 illegal (and I should like to bring an 
b action against somebody) but it cer- 
a tainly did put the lid on my fairy story, 
e of which I was getting more than a 

1 httle tired. 

. “Tell me about Beauty and the 
B Beast,” said Margery as usual, that 
I evening. 

3 “ There ’s not time,” I said. “ We ’ve 

- only five minutes to-night.” 

j “ Oh 1 Then tell me all the work 
I you 've done to-day.” ] 

^ ^ (A httle unkind, you '11 agree, but you ] 
, know what relations ai’e.) ^ 

5 And so now I have to cram the " 
I mcord of my day's work into five 1 
' breathless minutes. You will under- a 
I stand what bare justice I can do to it 
in the time. 

I am sorry that these footnotes have 
grown so big ; let us leave them and 
leturn to the letter* There are many 
ways of answering such a letter. One ^ 
might say, “My dear Margery, —It I 
was jolly to get a real letter from you 

at last ” but the “at last” would i 

seem rather tactless considering what 
had passed years before. Or one might 
say, “ My dear Margery,— Thank you “ 
for your jolly letter. I am so sorry about 
babys knee and so glad about your S 
toys Perhaps if you gave one of the ^ 

toys to baby, then her knee ” But 

I feel sure that Margery would expect 
me to do better than that. P 

7 7 ^^® particular case of this last t 

letter but seven I wrote : . 

“Dearest Margery,— Thank you for Jl; 
your sweet letter. I had a very busy ^ 
day at the office or I would have come ^ 
I to see you. p.t.o.— I hope to be down 
next week and then I wUl tell you all 
about my work ; but I have a lot more 
to do now, and so I must say Good- ?• 
by®. Your loving Uncle.” 

There is perhaps nothing in that 
wMoh demands an immediate answer. “ 

“ My dear UnciiB thank you for your Ti 


D letter I am glad you are coming next 

week baby is quite well now are you 
" p 1 0 coming on Thursday next week or 

not say yes if you are I am pto 
3 sorry you are working so hard from 
- your loving Margie.” 
t I said “ Yes,” and that I was her 
) loving uncle. It seemed to be then too 
. late for a “p.t.o.,” but I got one in and 

I put on the back, “Love to Baby.” The 
> answer came by return of post ; 

i “My dear Uncle thank you for 
^ your letter come erly on p t o Thursday 
; come at half past nothing baby sends 
her love and so do p t o I my roking 
horse has a sirrup broken isnt that a 
pity say yes or no good-bye from your 
loving Margie.” 

Of course I thanked Baby for her 
love and gave my decision that it tuas 
a pity about the rocking-horse. I did 
it in large capitals, which (as I ought * 
to have said before) is the means of 
communication between Margery and 
her friends. For some reason or other 
I find printing capitals to be more 
tiring than the ordinary method of 
writing. 

“My DEAR Uncle,” wrote Margery— 

But we need not go into that. What 

I I want to say is this : I love to get 
letters, particularlj^ these, but I hate 
writing them, particularly in capitals. 
Years ago I used to answer Margery’s 
letters for her. It is now her turn to 
answer mine for me. A. A. M, 


THE FESTIVE ASH-HUIMTERS. 

The last complimentary dinner to the 
various members of the English team 
which recovered the ashes has now 
been eaten just in time for the ill effects 
of the banqueting season to vanish 
before the cricket season begins in ; 
earnest. They were remarkable affairs 
in which the richness of the dishes and 
excellence of the wines were equalled 
only by the eloquence and fervour of 
the company. 

The public has already had some 
opportunity of reading accounts of the 
proceedings at certain of these feasts, 
notably at that given at Cambridge to 
Jack Hobbs, where a considerable por- 
tion of the evening was occupied in 
the reading of a letter from Mr. P. F. 
Warner, in which, having begun by 
saying that he had praised Hobbs so 
consistently eind for so many years that 
he had no more to say, he went on to 
praise Hobbs. But there are several 
dinners still to be reported, and we are 
lucky in being able to report one or two 
of them. 

Irehonger Entertained. 

Irbmongbr was entertained by the 
Travellers Club, to which he has just 
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been elected under Buie 2, which em- 
powers the committee to add a few 
distinguished globe-trotters to the list 
of members every year. The chair was 
taken by Dr. Sven Hedin, who read a 
number of letters from public men in 
praise of Ibemonger's heroic voyage to 
Australia and back for no other puzpose 
than sheer love of travel. The Bt. 
Hon, Mr. James Bryce sent a special 
cablegram of felicitations, and there 
were also a few choice words from Mr, 
Warner, who had hoped to be there 
but was too busy correcting the proofs 
of his history of the recent cricket tour 
in the Antipodes. Mr. Warner com- 
mented gracefully upon the happy 
chance for the recent English team in 
having so sterling a fellow as Ire- 
monger on the same boat and in the 
same hotels. Mr. Douglas, who also 
■wrote, said something very similar, but 
added that he wished that Iremonger 
had told him that he was a cricketer, 
as he badly wanted an extra man when 
playing Thirty-two of Dingamooloo. 
As it was, however, he found another 
Englishman named Kinneir, a left- 
hander, quite decent ill his way, and 
so pulled through. 


Iremonger, in response to the drink- 
ing of his health, made a few modest 
remarks to the effect that travel to be 
really enjoyable should be an end in 
itself rather than a means to an end. 
Australia is a delightful country to 
anyone with' plenty of time to look 
about him. (Sensation), 

Dining Yine. 

The dinner to Joe Vine, the “Sussex 
Whirlwind ” as he has been aptly 
called by Sir Home Gordon, the doT^en 
of baronet cricket-paragraphists, was 
held at Brighton in the Dome, no other ! 
building being large enough to hold his 
numerous admirers. In the absence 
of the Jam of Nawanagar, the chair 
was taken by Mr. Chaplin, the Sussex 
Captain. 

Mr. Warner, who was to have been 
present, bub was unavoidably detained 
at his barber’s, sent a telegram of 
regret in which he said tbat^ ready as 
I he was with his pen on most occasions, 
words failed him when it came to the 
brilliance of Job Vine, the scorer’s 
friend par excellence. No matter what 
time of day Yine went in, the scorers 
could have their hard-earned nap. 


j (Cheers.) That’s' what he (Mr. Warner) 
called sympathy in excelsis, (More 
cheers.) Vine was a born lover of 
cricket. He liked everything about it * 
but most of all he liked the batting 
crease. He liked it so much that he 
hated to leave it. (Loud applause.) 
If he had his way Vine should always 
be the twelfth man in every eleven, 
(Great enthusiasm during which Vine’s 
health was drunk to slow music.) 

Mr. J. W. H. T. Douglas also wrote 
saying that Vine was by far the best 
man Sussex had contributed to the 
conquering team. Nothing but the 
necessity of getting back to England 
in 1913, in time for the Triangular Test 
Matches, prevented him from going in 
first with Vine eveiy time. (Loud 
cheers.) He had only one criticism 
to make of Vine’s play, and that 
was that he wanted more initials. 
(Applause.) 

Vine in reply said that he had 
always loved cricket and always done 
his best. He might not be a Jbssop 
(Cries of »Oh! Oh!”) but he had 
always done his best (loud cheers) and 
always should — ^however long it took 
him. (Sympathetic applause.) 








ganymedes to oedeb, 

oiirinw announces the 

^ opmng of a school where hoys will he fciaiflil 
I mystciies of wailing at table. This will 
t meludo tuning in all Erauches of rest^l' 
eiaflj and possibly also instruction in Italian 
l^toai(so iMfhlinivtortiiigto the wine-waitS 
"these are not 

uoaUy mentioucd in the oun-ioulnm.] 
Hitherto 'Waiting has been regarded 
merely as a bad habit. This step of 
the L.C.C. s is confidently expected by 
optimists to secure its recognition as 

infnB 0 v°”q m ° in its 

infanej. Some idea, therefore, of the 

prances possible in ibe near future 
may be gathered from the followm<r 
examination-paper, drawn up by an 
ex^rt. The more advanced students 
KwS!.f school wiU of course make 

^8“^ problems as these 

(1; Crive the derivation and Enwlish 
prommeiation of the following ex- 
pressions: "Somsor.beefisoff"- «fTwo 
lumps^dn^ir?... «Yes8ir.” I^. 

Gsnnty or pathetic) 
gVTO to the last of these when replying 


(a) A request for a Jeroboam of 
cliampagiie ; 

(i) An order for a sandwich and 
a glass of water; 

(c) A demand that the band should 

C6aS6 y 

thSpenn^-tr^' " 

course of 

pioeedure when, intentionally or acci- 1 

de^aUy, you have spilt a sau Je-boatful 
of mayonnaise — v.'auiui 

(u) On the cloth? 

/ 7. \ T . 


(^j Into a flower- vase ^ 

cJSimejr 

ciiliSr “ o' “ “““ 

(/) Over a toy pom ? 

(3) Describe the attitude vou wonU 


ti those oystere more 

S, 1 “ 8 °- Haven’t you 

caught them yet ? ” . i 

mS degree of amuse- 

follow4“reSs 

chSLn?’’ ^ 

IbSth??™ ®‘ 8 a^* 

(o) Do 5 ou call these things ho7's 
nobody rrm employ 


me?” 


1 "-‘’"wKr* 

^fterwids.^ 

«r „ »t a Glance. 
qaentlyto'tbe^oL'^o'f^ 

Chrmide, 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

CExtracted from the Diary of Toby, M.P.) 

House of Lords, Monday, April 22. 

Noble Lords, after Easter Eecess of 
length inadequate to occasion, returned 
to scene of patriotic labours. Cominons 
being duller than usual, thought I would 
look in and humbly share exhilarating 
atmosphere of the other Chamber. 
Entering on stroke of half-past four, 
when public business commences, 
found the place absolutely tenantless, 
save that on Woolsack sat Lobd 
Ghancellob in animated conversation 
with his predecessor. Eancy they 
were comparing notes of appointments 
to magisterial Bench, with commentary 
on the unreasonable attitude assumed 
by interfering, ignorant, irresponsible 
Public. 

J Business of sitting entirely military. 
Eirst order, second reading of Army 
Annual Bill. At four-thirty enter my : 
Lord Viscount Mobley. What did he 
do in this war galley? Lansdowne 
immediately following, mystery partly 
explained. Leadeb op Opposition, 
leaning over Table, murmured inaudible 
remark. Mobley, rising, read passage 
from paper brought with him. Prom 
stray word caught here and there 
gathered he was replying to question 


about awkward situation recently 
created in the Dardanelles. 

By this time quite a dozen peers 
had strolled in, Napoleon B, Haldane 
rose to move second reading of his 
Bill. Now at last we were in for it. 
Remember days of old in the Commons 
when he daily reeled off speech in 
reply to a question, talked for an hour, 
sometimes two, when submitting a 
Resolution or moving stage of a Bill, 
Alack, House of Lords has proved the 
St. Helena of our Napoleon B. Never 
been same man since he went into exile. 
To-day positively moved second reading 
of Army Bill in a sentence 1 Before we 
knew where wo were the stage was 
passed. 

Here sitting might have ended but 
for Lord Says and Belb. In bis 
name (which always suggests attesting 
a will or other legal document) there 
stood on paper a conundrum addressed 
to Seobetaby op State fob War. 
Propounded the query, “ How does he 
propose to deal with the National 
Reserve in case of National Emer- 
gency?*’ ^ What followed illustrates 
marked difference between Lords* and 
Commons* procedure in matter of 
cross-examining Ministers. In latter 
House a question must strictly 
preserve interrogative form. Lapse 


into anything approaching a speech 
would be met by angry cries of 
“Order!** emphasised by rebuke from 
Chair. In the Lords a Peer has merely 
to put down question on the paper and 
is at liberty to enlarge its borders to 
fullest proportions of a speech, fre- 
quently leading to long debate. Thus 
Sayb and Selb said and sealed, so to 
speak, a lengthy disquisition on con- 
dition of Territorial Army, bringing up 
Haldane with speech in reply. 

Little bit of stage management, which 
deserved a larger gathering in front of 
curtain, gave peculiar effect to episode. 
Saye and Selb, rising from back Bench 
on Ministerial side, found that, with 
exception of two Ministers on Front 
Bench, he bad the long red-cushioned 
j range all to himself. Radiance of rare 
Spring sunlight shone through windows 
richly dight. At one particular spot a 
shaft shooting across through sheet 
of plain glass fell on the corner seat by 
Gangway above which the presence of 
white - lawned Bishops occasionally 
lends atmosphere of simplicity and 
purity. Here Saye and Sele stood. 
Whilst he spoke the shaft of light fell full 
upon head and countenance with what 
is known on other stages as limelight 
effect. ^ Little manoeuvre so successful 
that it is likely to be imitated. Only it 
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requires certain concatination of cir- 
cumstances not regularly recurrent. 

Bxbsiness done. — Lords sat for twenty 
minutes. In Commons announcement 
made of appointment of Board to in- 
quire into disaster to Titanio. 

^ House of Commons, Tuesday. — Long 
time since Opposition were in such 
merry mood. The more notable since 
circumstances of moment don’t seem 
calculated ^ to inspire mirth. Order 
of^ day, Bill for Disestablishing and 
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Chief 


Disendowing Welsh Church 
mourners seated in Peers* 

Gallery. The portly Primate 
over the clock; Bishops of 
St. Asath and' St. Davids 
weeping apart. Bishop of 
Herbfobd on backbench suc- 
cessfully mastei’ed emotion. 

Amid throng in Strangers* 

Gallery gleam many white 
neckcloths. Actually' a solemn 
occasion. Perhaps, after all; 
the laughter which frequently 
interrupted Home Secde- 
TAiiy*s speech was hysterical, 
testifying rather to deep 
emotion than to liigh spirits. 

Cousin Hugh went off at 
half-cock. McEjenna scarcely 
started on exposition of Bill 
when he remarked, The 
Bight Honourable Gentle- 
man is misstating the facts.’* 

One so familiar with the 
Athanasian Creed might have 
been able to put the assertion 
in briefer form. This, how- 
ever, the Parliamentary way 
of phrasing it. Nevertheless, 

Speakbe sharply interposed 
with suggestion that It 
would be better if the Noble 
Lord permitted the Home 
Seoeetaet to proceed.*’ 

This he did for a few sen- 
tences. Again interrupted 
with flat contradiction met 
by storm of objurgation from 
Ministerial side. 

Effect upon Bbothee Bob, 

seated on corner of fourth Bench above 
Gangway, electrical. Popped up and 
down on seat with rhythm and alacrity' 
that would have created feeling of envy 
in bosom of Swift MacNeill had be 
been present. Through some anxious 
moments there seemed prospect of House 
being temporarily deprived of presence 
and counsel of the Cecils owing to 
Lord Eobebt and Lord Hugh being 
named.*' Pulled themselves up just 
in time. Without other interruption 
than bursts of mocking laughter and 
ironical cheers from gentlemen oppo- 
site, Home Secketaet went on demon- 
strating to delight of thirty-one Welsh 
Members out of thirty-four, how sweet j 


are the uses of adversity when in case 
of a Church they decree Disestablish- 
ment and Disendowment. 

McKenna took especial pride in 
generosity of measure. As he re- 
peatedly insisted, while taking a full 
sovereign from the Welsh Church, the 
Bill did not leave it comfortless. It 
nobly pressed on its acceptance six- 
and-eightpence. 

Bxisiness done, — Welsh Church Dis- 
establishment Bill brought in. 

Thursday, — By way of Supplemen- 



T/ic Diittiagcd Om (entering Gas Compahiy's office). Please, guv’noiu 
Missus ieed a cookeii Ijast week an* would you be so kind as 

TO TELL US ’ow TO STAND ? SUPPOSIN* WE WAS TO 'aVE A LITTLE 
BLOW-UV-ONLY SUPPOSIN’, Y*KNOW-A SMA.9H AN’ THE SUNDAY 
DIKNEIl GONE, OR THE MlSSUS ’UllT, 00 WOULD ’AVE TO ilAKE 

THINGS GOOD?— STAND THE RACKET, IN A aiAKNER O’ SPEAKI\’ 

ONLY JUST SUPPOSIN’, LIKE.” 


tary Question Kikloch-Cooee got in 
a nasty one for Lord - Lieutenant. 
Wanted to know whethei* it is not true 
that His Excellency went about Dublin 
tijing to peddle surplus fruit from 
viceregal gardens, and was rebuffed by 
the Trade? 

“A question both ungentlemanly 
and undeserved,” remarked Elavin. 

And the Speaker ignored K.-b.’s 
appeal to rule him out of order. 

Growing opinion of gi’oup of 
Members who sit at feet of Kinloch- 
CooKE at Gangway-end behind Front 
Opposition Bench that their esteemed 
Chief is unduly hampered in pursuit of 
information imdertaken on behalf of the 


State. True 'when, as not infrequently 
happens, he has half-a-dozen Questions 
on printed paper, he is master of situa- 
tion. Like the Wedding Guest stopped 
by the Ancient Mariner, the House in 
such circumstances ** cannot choose but 
hear.*’^ It is in matter of Supplementary 
Questions that Winterton, Gilbert 
Parker and other of his devoted 
followers are jealous on his behalf. 

Take, for example, debate sprung, 
at Question time the other day, upon 
President op Board of Trade. It 
appropriated an appreciable 
portion of period set apart 
for Questions of which due 
notice had been given. It 
filled a column-and-a-half of 
next morning’s Parliamen- 
tary Beporfe. No fewer than 
twenty -four so-called Sup- 
plementary Questions were 
hurled at the Minister; and 
Kinloch-Cooke did not get 
in one. 

Failure not consequent on 
lack of effort. As each in- 
quisitor, after speeding his 
dart, resumed his seat, K.-C. 
slowly rose, fixed his pince- 
nez preliminary to reading 
Question scribllled on Order 
of the Day, when, lo! he 
found another Member had 
been called by the Speaker. 
Six times repeated, or even 
four, this slow rising and 
swift recoil 'vi^ould be em- 
barrassing. But think of 24 
times. And just as everyone 
hadhadhis turn and K.-O.was 
sole competitor for Speaker’s 
eye, the right honourable 
owner suggested that per- 
haps the matter had gone far 
enough and called on next 
Question on paper. This 
may, of course, have been 
pure accident. Among group 
alluded to there is disposi- 
tion to resent it. 

What does the poet say ? 
Alas for him who may not ask, 
hut dies with all his questions in him. i 

Business done.— Welsh Disestablish- 
ment Bill read a first time by 331 
votes against 253. 


‘A cameo, exact in historical detail, fz*oiii 
June 15, 1818, the eve of Quatre Bras.” 

Standard. 

Not too pedantically exact, however. 

'-For sale, or exchauge, an infantry officer's 
fro<^ coat, bought by Territorial officer in error : 
exchange mbbits, Angoi-a. "—BxchangeanlMaH. 

If the Territorial really wanted rabbits 
and got the frock coat by mistake, the 
case is a bad one. 



A FLY ON THE LINE. 


■ I don’t think I observed the fly 
' befol'e the train stopped for the third 
time at Messington Junction. But as 
soon as I did I perceived that there 
was something unusual about him. He 
was crawling steadily along the ** six- 
foot,” and above his head were hovering 
two other flies. I have forgotten how 
many hundred facets the eye of a fly 
has, but I know that indomitable pur- 
pose and iron resolution were written 
upon every single facet of each of this 
one’s, and in a moment I realised what 
he was doing. He was racing the train 
for a wager, and the other two flies 
were referees, to prevent him from 
taking an unfair advantage by using 
his wings. 

^ Now I do not wish this little narra- 
tive to be disbelieved, and so I frankly 
admit that the train (although it was a 
“ through ” train on the Great West 
Central Railway during the fourth 
stage of “ strike ” runnings) travelled 
considerably faster between the stations 
than the fly. But the train stopped 
for a long time at every station, and it 
also stopped three times at every station. 
It was a very long train. It was almost 
as long as one of Mr. Masefield’s 
poems in The English Beview. And 
first of all it exhibited the engine and 


some of its carriages to the people 
waiting on the platform, and then its 
middle and then its tail. It reminded 
me of the Chimasra. It reminded me of 
all Gaul. It reminded me of essence 
of wormwood. And of coui’se during 
these stoppages the fly had its chance 
of making up lost ground. It was the 
old story of the hare and the tortoise, 
though any hare that had not been 
would have had the legs of my 
train. It was while we lay at anchor 
off Toadworthy that the fly first showed 
signs of flagging. And, fortunately, it 
was at Toadvrorthy also that the 
man with the bag of biscuits and the 
bottle of ginger-beer moved into the 
last available space in my corridor. 
As he had started the day before 
from Palmerston, which is over eighty 
miles distant, and there v^as no refresh- 
ment ear on the train, he was some- 
what hungry ; but all the same I begged 
a few crumbs of biscuit and some drops 
of ginger-beer from him, and baited 
the fly out of the carriage window. 
The gallant creature was evidently re- 
I invigorated and made a splendid spurt. 

, His legs were going about thirty-two to 
the minute, but five was getting a trifle 
late. By this time he was naturally an 
object of considerable interest to all the 
passengers on his side of the train, and 
necks were everywhere being craned 


' out of the windows and bets were 
being laid on him. I still think he 
would have won had it not been for 
the down-slope which begins just after 
Poppicombe and Mortleigh. In taking 
a down-slope the Great West Central 
Railway, even during a coal-strike, is 
second to none in verve and sprightli- 
ness, and whilst we were still some 
twelve miles from Ditchwater, he threw 
up the sponge. We all took off our hats 
and gave him a rousing cheer ashe faded 
away slowly in the distance behind us. 
It was a foolhardy but heroic effort, 
and our English hearts went out to him. 

The moral of this true anecdote is of 
course that we are veiy glad that the 
coal-strike is now over, and we hope 
that the Great West Central Railway 
will soon get to hear about it. 

'^'Wliat is the moanmg of tlio X ou the ' 
brewer's barrel ? ' asked a curious questiouer at 
the lunch table. And the frivolous replier said 
that it was the first syllable of ‘ e.TceUent. ' ” 

TIic Daily Chmiklc's ” Office Wi^idoic. 

We cannot say if the above conversa- 
tion was inspired by a recent picture 
in Punch representing a gentleman | 
in a public-house with XXX in com- ’ 
promising laundry-marks on his white I 
waistcoat ; but, if so, we are very glad, | 
as we always are, to have been the i 
innocent cause of humour in others. 
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A STRAIGHT TIP. 

Dear Mr. Punch,— In view of the 
approach of my Wedding Day, I liave 
made out a list of things 1 7*ccilh/ 
the receipt of which will undoubtedly 
awaken in me a high sense of Pesfcival 
and of Bliss ; and in order to prevent 
misunderstandings I have also prepared 
a list of things. that I particularly do 
not want. ‘ 'Finally, as a special safe- 
guard against reduplication of gifts, I 
liave drawn up an of'dre du join* for the 
use of the Pepper-pot and Nut-pick 
Brigade. ^Kindly publish and oblige, 
Yours receptively, 

. William Snatohee. 
P.S. — I should mention that iny ear 
is a “Dart" fi\e years old, and that I 
; , hope (all well, and circumstances per- 
. ( mitting, etc., etc.) to make a \Yedding 
; tour in her. 

j A.~TIIIXGS I UKALLY Y'ANT. 

One cigar-lighter. 

Do. grape scissons. 

Do. asparagus tongs. 

(In regard to the above see oidrc da 
jour below.) 

Left-off clothing and rags of all kinds. 
Cap for oil-can screwed 
Strip of brass, bent the otlioi* wav 
round. (Particulars on application ) ^ 
Cheque. 

A; dozen boxes of “ Flyawav" golf- 
balls. 

New back axle, complete. 

. Luggage-strap, 27 feet Jong and 3 
inches wide. 

Two fii-st-class season tickets between 
Beigate and London. 

A really good garden roller. 

Four spare valve springs. 

Another cheque. 

My tailor’s bill in full— receipted. 
400-gallon cylinder of petrol. 

A wedding ring (for size, apply to 
Miss Lala P. Woosnap, Suffolk Hotel 
Bayswater Road), 

Two more cheques. 

Soldering outfit (7?o/ to be “ Master 
Tommy’s Giant Soldering Card "). 

Umbrellas are always acceptable as 
I lose them, and if boots are given 
they should be large-fitting nines, with 
medium toes. 

B.-THINGS I PAETICULARLY DO 
J^OT U'AIfT. 

Seventeen cigar-lighters. 
^ine-and-twentif grape scissors. 

FortTf asparagus tongs. 

Stuffed kitten mounted as penwiper. 
Inkpot exactly reproducing a half- 
penny bun with a fly on it. 

WoBDSwoETH s Poems- - 
(a) Bound in morocco - - half or full 
do. do. calf - - - . do. do. 

(c) do. do. levant - - - do. do. 

(d) do. do. anyway - - do. do! 


Stand for holding newspaper. (I 
don’t read at meals.) 

Candlesticks or lamp. (The house 
has electric light.) 

Chafing dish. (I never chafe.) 
Antlers. (I cannot bear them.) 
Chatty books on gardens. (I write 
them.) 

DV JOVR FOR PEPPER-POT 
ais'd kut-piok brigade. 

{To (jaavd against rc’&ujdication of 
gifts.) 

The Brigade will include all persons 
enlisted by fate to supply me W'ith 
salt-cellars, mustard-pots, butter-dishes 
knife-rests, spoon-warmers, napkin- 
rings, . menu-holders, , cheese-scoops 
chutney-spoons, &c., &c.y &c. 

(1) The Brigade will muster in the 
waiting-room of the Universal Stores 
at two o’clock on the afternoon* of 
May 31sb, and units will prepare for 
action by depositmg all impedimenta, 
except purses, in the cloak-room. 

■ -'(2) Units will proceed to elect a 
General of Brigade who will appoint 
not fewer than ten Section Oom- 
mahders, each of whom will take 
rank as “Officer in command of 
Picks," “ Officer in command of 
Mustards," &c., &c. 

(3) Units will then rally to their 
respective commanders, who will as- 
certain the highest price offered by 
any unit in his section, and will 
then give the word of command as 
follows; “Pair salts, fourteen-and- 
six, right about, fifth floor," where- 
upon that unit will proceed to the 
position named at the double by 
the fii'st lift available, and complete 
purchase. He will then return and 
e.Khibit receipted bill to the General 
of Brigade, and will receive the word 
of command “Dismiss." 

(4) Each Section Commander, 
after his first unit has gone to the 
front, will agree for some other- gift 
after consultation with other Sec- 
tional Commanders, and will give 
the wprd to advance to the highest 
remaining bidder, until eveiy unit in 
turn has been sent forward. If any 
unit, through habit or other mental 
^nfiimity, is unable to think of any 
other gift than his original choice, or 
one which has been already allotted, 
that unit will receive the w^ord of 
command and will forthwith order 
one of the articles listed above, or, if 
the list has been exhausted, as many 
gallons of petrol as his proffered 
subscription will buy, and the per- 
sonal taste exercised in that unit’s 
choice will be limited to the colour 
ot the tin. No fractions of a gallon 
will be bought, but the balance, if 
any, w'lll be spent on cotton waste. 


(5) No cases will be bought, except 
for solid gold or jewelled goods. Any 
unit attempting, for instance, to buy 
a pair of plated saltspoous listed at 
3 i 9. 6rf. in a shagreen satin-lined case 
costing seven- and -ninepence, will 
have his invitation cancelled and his 
name deleted from' the confectioner’s 
list for w^edding cake. 


TO A SPRING FOX. 

Now may you lick your pads in peace 
And sleep w'ith your nose in your 
brush, 

Nm* fear at morn the note of the horn 
Shall spoil the note of the thrush, 
For in the gorse the brown bees bumble 
And all your little ones squeak and 
tumble, 

Tumble and squeak and rush ! 

You were tlie thief that stole the geese 
And killed in the russet red, 

But you paid the joke when a fox- 
hound spoke, 

And into the wind you fled ; 

That w^as the day when you did them 
rarely. 

Raced them level and beat them 
squarely. 

Out of the osier-bed ! 

But now shall the bristling whimper 
cease, 

The clamorous cry bs still, 

And you shall turn in the growing fern 
And bask on the gorse-eJad hill, 

Wor cock an ear, when the lark rejoices, 
lo catch the terrible singing voices 
All lifted up to kill ! 

I'ibs some grease 
And go your "woodland wav, 

No hound shall run in theMaytide sun 
No earths be stopped ’ere the day. 
When j'oii lie in the o wl-light, lithe and 
umber, 

Under the oak-tree’s ancient timber, 

To see the little ones play 1 

Bub that the cubs may show increase 
And grow to be bandits free, 

You must cross the vale in the moon- 
beams pale 

And up hj the barnyard be, 

To pick from the roost (since babes 
must dine) a 

Turkey poult, or a Cochin China, 

Or ducklings two and three I 

slip'll lick their chops inp 3 a#e, 
The bones and feathers among, 

And get them strength and sinuous 
length, 

And brain and leg and lung, ■ 

That they may lun straight-necked and 
knowing, 

When the woods awako at the horn’s 
far blowing 

And towl of a fox - hound’s 
tongjie ! 
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THE EEEB-EOODEE, 

Thebe was the bell, so I rang it. 
That is what bells are for — to be mug. 
That is what I am for — to ring them. 
I can conceive no other use for a bell 
and, on a Sunday afternoon when I 
haive my party clothes on, I can con- 
ceive no other use for myself. Besides, 
the Verreys are old friends. 

‘*Yes,” I said, when the butler 
opened the door, “ I rang it, and, what 
is more, if you hadn’t come before 
I had finished counting fifty, I should 
have rung it again. That is the sort of 
person I am. So be careful when you 
answer me. Is Mrs, Verrey at home? ” 
“ Yes, Sir,'* said the butler, being 
a man of few \vords but great dignity. 
I always feel that my Sunday after- 
noon bell-ringing has not been wasted 
to produce such a result. 

**Mr. Lawson!’* he said, as he 
ushered me into the drawing-room ; 
not, you observe, “Only Mr. Lawson! ’’ 
“Ah,” I said, advancing into the 
room with my best smile, “I am 
delighted to find you in, but not sur 
prised.” 

“Why not sm^rised?** said Mrs. 
Verrey, One must say something on 
these occasions. 

“Because your butler did not look the 
sort of man who would tell a lie. In 
some ways,” I continued, sitting down 
and preparing to make a nuisance of 
myself for some time— “ in some ways 
it must be tiresome to have a tmthful 
butler.” 

“ Not at all,” said Mrs. Verrey ; “ we 
are always very glad to see you .... 
But to come at once to business — you 
will take tea, of course? ” 

“ Nothing,” I replied, as I took my 
cup, “was further from my thoughts.” 

Mr. Verrey is not a social expert. 
I regret to say that on this occasion he 
wore a light suit, and said “Liai*! 
quite audibly. 

^ Later, when he had taken me up to 
his smoking-room to have a cigarette 
** before,” as he quaintly put it, “ you 
go,” he pursued his train of thought. 
“How one meal leads lo another! ” he 
said discursively. 

“Tea,”! protested, “is not a meal, 
it is a pastime. Unless you withdraw 
your horrid innuendo that I came hei-e 
in search of food and drink alone, I 
shall go further and say that calling is 
sometimes a duty.” 

“ You need not have come if you did 
not want to.” 

“On the contrary, I was in duty 
bound to call and thank you for your 
dinner on Thursday last — ultimo, if 
you prefer it.” 

Mr. Verrey, his wife declares, spends 
his Sundays either sleeping or arguing. ^ 
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{A Siiulio in Home,) 

Fcu) Siitey. Hadiuaxs \ ilt.a, kotv ! When would be the deist time foe me 
TO see over it ? I MEAN, OF COURSE, WHEN THE FAMILY ARE LIKELY TO BE OUT.” 


“ When the man said Mrs. Verrey was 
at home, you could easily have said, 
*Oh, in that case I will call again.* 
What I complain of is this— We asked 
you to dinner the other night . . 

“ Other? ” said L “ To me there 
was only one night, and that was it.” 

, at a cost to ourselves of 
(roughly) three-and-sixpence, exclusive 
of wine. Such expense I incurred 
knowingly. But it does seem a pity if 
I can never stand you dinner without 
having to stand you tea as well. 
Haven’t you any food of your own? ’* 

“ Yes, but, to tell you the truth, I 
like yours better.” And I got up to go. 

** What I want to know is, where is 
this going to end?” 

“Ah,” I said mysteriously, as we 
walked downstairs together. At this 
moment an idea occurred to Mr. Verrey I 
for what it was worth. 


“That was a very pleasant lunch 
I had with you at your club the other 
day,” he said. “When may I come 
and call to thank you ? ** 

I realized that I must be off at once, 
but I changed my mind when I saw 
Mrs. Verrey coming across the hall. 
I did well, for, “You are never going?” 
she asked ; “ won’t you stay and have 
some dinner with us ? ” 

If Mr. Verrey thought he had done 
with me when he turned me out that 
Sunday night, he never made a greater 
mistake in his life. On the following 
Sunday 1 rang the same bell, with the 
same happy result. “I have come,” 
I said, advancing into the room with 
my best smile, “ to thank you for 
the glorious dinner you gave me last 
Sunday ; have come ” — I looked 
severely at Mr. Verrey — “as in duty 
bound.” 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“ Impbopee Petee.” 

I AM nofc permifefcecl to see into the 
recesses of Mr. Monckton Hoffe’s 
mind, and so I cannot say what it was 
that induced him to beheve (if he did 
believe) that his farce at the Garrick 
was a corned}'. He started out, I 
imagine, to make merry over the 
embarrassments of a middle - aged 
gentleman, into whose perfectly honest 
hands — for the epithet “improper’* 
is only a catchword, applicable to a 
period prior to the rise of the curtain 
has fallen the protection of a solitary 
female in distress. He then, I further 
imagine, discovered that the position 
of this friendless girl, whom a feeble 
creature had promised to 
marry »in the sight of 
Heaven** (Heaven in these 
cases being treated as 
slightly myopic), had in it 
such an element of pitiful- 
ness that it would never do 
to describe the play as a 
farce. Yet the situation 
and most of the characters 
remain farcical, and we are 
left in doubt of the author’s 
t^t in allowing a young 
girl, in so painful a plight, 
tp be placed in an environ- 
ment so ludicrous. The 
stage has made one fsjmiliar 
with this kind of situation, 
but it is commonly reserved 
fpr married women or 
djvorc^es, or those, at any 
rate, who are better able to 
bear it. Here, such amuse- 
ment as we may derive from 
the suspicions thrown upon 
is dearly bought at the 

price of harrowing emotions ••• 
aroQ^ by a helpless girl's predicament. 
Conscious, perhaps, of this defect in his 
^heme, the author (assisted by Mi\ 
Bou^hieb in his most unbelievable 
mow) sought to impart a high, gravity 
to Betefs defence of her and ejected 
us to fake it quite seriously; but 
this defence was almost as laughable 
as anything in the play, thanks to the 
absurdity of its vitiieu. The fact is, 
it IS e^y enough to introduce comic 
relief into a serious theme, but’ the 
43envCTse process is fraught with! 
appallmg difficulties. 

One s appreciation of the author’s 
motives, if any, was not greatly helped 
by the performance of Mr. Herbeet 
oLEATH m the part of the young mg-n 
who^ elopement with Perminkle was 
fmtrated by his father’s intervention. 
One gathered subsequently that he was 
t^g to satirize the attitude^if an age 
that has discarded the former franfc i 


ness of men of the world and embroiders Stancomhe on his head* he 

its sms with a specious phraseolog}^!cho^^ however ' to do it on his’feet 

inimitable in that position' 


. O — .A.-AAOU UZJC? 

simply coDcluded that his voice and 
manner wore as wrong as they could 
be. “ You don’t understand! ” he kept 
saying— a phrase, by the way, that 
occurred more than once on other lips. 
And he was right : X didn't understand. 

The scenery was happier than the 
things that went ofi inside it. The 
convei-sation on deck in the Tirst Act 
was rather second-rate, and made me 
wonder whether the Royal Yacht 
Squadron knew much about Peter’s 
friends when they elected him to their 
fastidious corporation; and all the 
business of the liqueurs and the fan- 
tastic toast that went with them was 



_‘‘OTCn AI«,A.U) TIIE I.VOOEE ASD THE Olni. IS "-SOMEBODr EESE’s. 


2 *efer 
Charles 


Mr. Bourchier did not seem quite to 
realize himself in this scene ; at times 
he was in deadly earnest, at others his 
interest appeared to wander. - But he 
had had a good deal to go through. 
He had been loath to forego his ancient 
reputation as the pink of impropriety, 
but was' bound in honour to adopt 
a parental attitude towards the girl 
committed to- his charge. He had 
watched his emotions suffering a 
sea-change into something more senti- 
mental; and, while for the girl's sake 
he had had to repudiate the base in- 
sinuations of his wife, for his own he 
, had privily rejoiced at this excuse for a 
divorce. In the result I am 
not sure that his versatility 
did itself full justice. Miss 
Julia James as Perhvinkle 
was rather wooden in her 
gestures, but perhaps this 
was right; anyhow she came 
very well out of a difficult 
task. Mrs. -Raleigh’s nice 
vpice and other attractive 
gifts were thrown away on 
tbe invidioui^ part of the 
wife. The exchange of 
national dress and maimers, 
as made between Elliot 
■Hay, U,S,A*’ (Mr. Oabew) 
and George Plimletj (Mr. 
Wegublin), made a very 
pleasant diversion in a play 
which, though it has its 
good qualities, is not likely 
to immortalize its author, 
Mr. Hoppe. 


showed 
with 


forced. The Second Act 
us the saloon of The Kut _ 
sectional view of the sea. One has of 
course seen the river in Das Blieiiigold 
so treated, but I never remember to 
have had the sea presented to me in 
this architectural aspect. There was 
permanently fixed 
and affording a very adroit cover for 
the amval and depaiture of The N^ifs 
visitors. The extremely small dimen- 
sions of the saloon, which at one time 
! was required to hold almost the entire 
cast, had the bijou air which one 
associates with private theatricals. 

On the other hand the spacious 
orawmg-room of the Third Act offered 
ample ^ accommodation for the most 
incredible Court of Enquiiy that was 
ever conducted, Royal Commissions not 
excepted. Mr. Fbed Kerb, who took 
a ' leading hand in its manipulation, 
could have played the part of SiT\ 


AKss Julia JAMicfc;. 
Mr. BoujtoHiziL 
Mr. Sleatu. 


Krom Hoppe to Hoffmann 
sounds^ but a slight step. 
, „ , ^ took it on Thursday night 

for an hour or so 
at Mr. Hammebstein's House and re- 
freshed my memory of a couple of the 
brief and rather foolish Contes. I was 
in time for a few admii*able renderings 
of the popular barcarolle, and once more 
ound Madame \ ictoria Feb in great 

voice a^he consumptive Mr 

AbankPmlook was again a delightful 
ng^as Hoffmann, andeverj'body sane 
and phyed worthUy of the high reputa“ 
tion of the London Opera House for the- 
eroellence of its ensemble. 0. S. 

A good omen for Herbert’s gi-eat match 
with Tuesday week. 

Things that don’t really want 
Arranging. 

. Duishess of Connaught have 

tour through 

Uinada. —Glasgow Evening Times. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned ClerJcs.) 

It wiUi Qo doubti b6 6XG€ll6Dt nows for the many admirers 
M InconyMrable BeUairs that her creators, Agnes and 
Eg^on Oastus, have now given to the world certain 
fethOT adventures of this fascinating lady, in a book called 
Love Gilds the Scene (Smith, Bldee). I protest ’tis a title 
vastly well-suited to the matter of the tales, since all of 
them turn upon some pretty affah of gallantry or tendei- 
mtn^e. As for the manner of them, because the great 

of eighteenth-oentmy fiction is atmosphere, and 
this is far more difficult of attainment in a short stor}^ 
than a long, you must not be surprised if they suffer a 
httle from their brevity. But for aU that the adventm-es 
are ^cenently entertaining ; comedies, light and artificial 
as the t^e itself, with scarcely a note graver than the 
lamentation of some jilted exquisite or the half-serious 
distress of a fair lady over the fickleness of her lord. And 
mrough them the lovely Kitty Bellmrs^ now promoted to 
Lady Kiloroney, takes her., elegant and devastating way, 
stnng-pul^g with all the grace and skill imaginable. Of 
her exploits, I think I best liked that in which she foiled 
the plot of a jealous rival, who had purposed that the 
country bride of Beau Stafford (another old friend) should 
appear at Bath races a figure of fun in green and cherry- 
colour. How Kitty Kikroucy detects this, re-dresses the 
chit in record time, and winds up her triumph by presenting 
a blushing beauty to H JR.H., can better be read than de- 
sciibed. Certainly you will enjoy it better in that way. 


Jbpson is doing for the suburbs even more 
^an Mr. Arnold Bennett has done for the Potteries. Mr. 
Bennett makes the Five Towns romantic; Mr Jepson 
makes Chiswick lurid. In the last book of his that I read. 
Chiswick was enjoying a jolly bout of human sacrifices in 
the back garden; in The House on the Mall (Hutchinson) 
it is suffering from a spasm of murders indoors. I have 
alwaj’s held that the only really readable novels of sensation 
are those written, tongue in cheek, by men capable of better 
thmgs. The House on the Mall goes to strengthen this 
theoiy. Even \yhen the blood is pouring its thickest and 
the thunder rolling its loudest, Mr. Jepson never loses his 
distmetion. His characters live, even ^vhen they are dying 
vlolentl 3 ^ Theilfh^g^ffiss of Drysdale^CLlias that simultaneous 
orimmal duo, Fmd Mauleverer and Andrew Bawnsley (he is 
both of them in turns), is a delightful character, who 
Professor Moeuett, N.0.0. (Napoleon of Grime), seem like 
a cm-ate. For one moment,in Chapter XXIX., I was 
that he was about to forget himself and vulgarly mm-der a 
pMt with a knife; but I was swiftly reassured. Instead, 
he let him down in a lift into an underground cell harimth 
the Thames, shut him in and drowned him, like the fine dd 
English gentleman he was. Another aoquamtance he dis- 
posed of by dropping him into a cellar, the floor of which 
was a sort of sinister Joy- Wheel, doing— like some South 
American ^public— its 250 revolutions a minntA Finally, 

I should like to add that the real Edgab Jepson peeps • 
<mt at intervals throughout the story in some comedy 
chapters full of excellent dialogue between the tmly three 
non-murderous characters in the cast. 
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A Iceeu sense of humour, an intimate knowledge of 
DubLn, and an X-ray-like insight into the souls of char- 
women, policemen, labourers, labourers’ wives, j’oung Irish 
patriots and children, are the qualities which enabled 
to. James Stephens to make TJie Charwoinan's Dauqkter 
(tocMiLLAN) the little gem it is. Perhaps it is in 
ms psychological analysis of the policeman that Mr. 
Stephens more particularly excels. The nameless con- 
^ble whose vast shadow falls on the life of Mai-y 
Mahebelieve will remain in my mind long after I have 
forgotten many another character in contemporary fiction. 
Never after this, though I may not agree with Mary's 
mother, the charwoman, who held that “ their continual 
pursuit of and inteieom-se with criminals tended to 
deteriorate their moral tone,” can I feel quits the same 
towa^s the Pome.' Pou see, this policeman of Mary’s was 
a snob. He courted 
Mar-y till he found 
her one day scrub- 
bing the floor of 
his aunt’s house, 
aud then he de- 
cided that it "would 
be injra dig. for a 
luan of his class 
to marry her. So 
be abandoned the 
idea, and when, on 
consideration, he 
decided that he 
wanted her after 
ali, she had dis- 
covered that she 
did not want him, 
but prefeiTed Mrs. 

Cafferty*s lodger, a 
young man with 
a fiery soul and a 
per^tual hunger 
which even stir- 
about could scarce- 
ly blunt. Where- 
upon the police- 
man violently 
assaulted the youn g 
man, who came 
home ** in a mood 

of extraordinary _ 

happiness ” and declared that ** he wouldn’t have missed it 
for a pension. It is a v^y long time indeed since I read 


its series of short sharp paragraphs, reads too much like a 
precis to be entirely satisfactory as' a hovel. Drinks should 
not be over-watered, but too much spirits should not be 
taken neat ; which brings me back to the story, whose hero*, 
if he had not consumed so much neat brandy^ would have 
married Viola Wymoiuiham quite early on and ceased to bo 
of interest. I do not remember having previously watched 
the averting^ of an uudesired marriage by the process of 
deliberately intoxicating the lover in the presence of his 
mistress, and I am not over-anxious to watch it again. 
But in this instance the brutal thing is so well done and is 
so much part and parcel of a fine study that it is not only 
forgivable but legitimate. I advise those in search of a good 
book to read this one in small doses, closing it from time to 
time and pausing to deduce for themselves the moral which 
the clever authoress would no doubt have inserted if only she 

— could have found 

the room and the 
time to do so. 



Man in Travclllny Co,„. PI.AT H.lsrLsr to-nigut, LAppax, po wx 
SiJ>-Mana(fer. ‘\es, Mk. iloNXGoiiERV,” 

Lmdmj Mm. ** Then I must doreow the sum op two-pence « ” 

‘''Why?” 

Lcadiiig Ma}i. "I have four days’ growth upon my chin. One t>tav 

7/AJIZiFr IN A NEkPn I” UNB CANNOT PLAY 

IN A Ri:.u.D . Siih^Uanagcr. “ Um->-well-we ’ll put on Macbeth J ” 


satis^ng book. "Every page combaiasVoiM 
happy Phrase or mumrnating piece of character-drawing. I 
enjoyed Mrs. Uafferty's bracing treatment for 
iny^ds, which involved the co-operation of aU her six 
chUdren- and a cat, ^me to play runaway horses about the 
room, others to be tigers in a jangle, and two to play the 
the bed, while she herself sat at the side 
a therein 
® figured as the despicable person she 
was to the eye of discernment.” 


It would U impossible to tell the story of Ska, row 
^UTcmiNBON) m a single pars^aph ; the Babohbss ton 
Hutten has herself taken 379 closely printed pages for the 
purpose, and none of that is mere ve^. ^iSdeSf m? 
^evanee IS that so much happens to Sandy before aj 
a^ he becomes Lord Skarrow that his biLrapher can 
find no space for commenji or digression ; and the story, in 


In a preface to 
hia ' novel, -The 
Prince (MiliiS and 
Boon), Mr. Met- 
calfe writes: “The 
work, after all, is 
■but the outcome 
of the varied jum- 
ble of a life of 
some few sorrows 
and many great 
joys.” His hook 
reminds me of a 
sale at which you 
may pick up a 
bargain, if you 
only have the 
patience to -wait 
and rummage until 
you find it. The 
bargain in Tlie 
Prince is a chap- 
ter called “ De 
Profundis,” in 
which a shipwreck 
is described with 
a flash of real 
genius. Por that 
the book. But the 


® -Dut me 

fi^ 8®*® intimate 

and the author as a showman 
of picture. The hero, a son 

^twmely unsatisfactory parents, seems to have 

1 He hurries around 

doing good deeds and distributing money, then he loses 

fn 1 ^°^ becomes practically a beggar-prince, until 

in the end love and justice are triumphant.^ This is a firs*- 
uovel and, although I cannot reco,5m^d it as a 4olf 
one chapter is worth reading and remembering. ’ 

The Cuckoo in Sussex. 

If may interest your readers to know that 

Your obedient Servant, 

Obseeveb. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

The anniversaory of the Turkish 
Sultan’s accession was observed last 
week in Constantinople with more than 
usual display, but the arrangements to 
view the Italian fleet unfortunately fell 
through. ^ 

** On Saturday/' writes a correspon- 
dent to The Evening Neivs, “ my son 
caught an orange-tip butterfly in the 
garden in front of my house. • Surely 
this is an unusual occurrence in April 7 " 
The person best qualified to answer 
this question is surely the son *? 

In consequence of a Paris chauffeur 
having had his cab stolen from him, 
in future these vehicles will be fastened 
to the drivers by means 
of a stout chain. 


We merely give the 
rumour for what it is 
worth; but it is said 
that at the French Sid- 
ney 'Street affair the 
police could have rushed 
their men long before 
they did, only the cine- 
matograph operators ob- 
jected, wishing to make 
a really good thing of it. 

“Who framed the 
Home Eule Bill? ” asks a 
correspondent. We can- 
not bring ourselves to 
divulge the secret, nor 
even to say whether so 
sketchy a design was 
really worth framing. 


statues to Queen Victoeia and King 
Edward, John Stuart Mill, Shak- 
SPEARB, Jenner, and Lord Brougham, 
and asks whether there is a single 
monument to a Frenchman in this 
country. The state of affaii's is not so 
bad as our contemporary imagines. We 
have one of William the Conqueror. 

The Nation informs us that Mr. 
ARNOim Bennett is about to leave 
Fontainebleau and to reside perma- 
[Uently in England. If this report be 
true it is one of the most signal com- 
pliments which have been paid to this 
country for some time. 

Messrs. Pitman have just published 
a new volume entitled “ Wool “ in tlmir 
“Common Commodities of Commerce’' 



f Also “A Browbeaten Husband" 
[ writes to say that Mr. Dawson cannot 
have seen Ins (the writer’s) wife's new 

xMterations in the service for the 
burial of the dead, to make it suitable 
for persons of bad as well as for those 
of good character, were suggested at 
the meeting of Convocation last week. 
We understand that a series of demon- 
^ strations by persons of bad character 
;is to be held all over the country in 
'order to strengthen the hands of the 
refonners. .j. 

■' :|s 

We can find no excuse for the mis- 
printer who referred to The Printers* 
Pie Trust as The Printers* Pie Crust. 

Thirty shillings in gold 
have been found by some 
men cleaning out the slot 
line of the tramways in 
High Eoad, Clapton. To 
drop ^ a penny in the 
slot is a common pro- 
ceeding, but tliis looks 
as if someone has been 
overdoing it, 

* <r 

^ An undertaker's adver- 
tisement figured on the 


“These thick frames are a good idea.” 


Mr. Churchill, in opening the de- 
bate on the second reading of the 
Home Eule Bill, asked Members to 
look at the Irish question with “ the 
modern eye." He must have meant 
“The Glad Eye.'\, 

The provisions of the Shops Act have 
aroused so much ill-feeling in barbers' 
shops, according to one account, that 
several Cabinet Ministers are now care- 
ful to do their own shaving, 

* * 

How, it is being asked, will the pro- 
moters of “ Shakspeare's England *' at 
Earl’s Court be able to work in the 
flip-flaps and the wiggle-woggles, and 
similar sensational attractions which 
seem to be necessary to the success of 
a modem exhibition ? We understand 
that these will all be there under the 
title, “ What Shakspeare Missed." 

* 

The Pall Mall Gazette draws atten- 
tion to the fact that in France there are 


Series. Mr. Maxwell is fortunate to 
have been first in the field with his In 
Cotton Wool. 


says a lecturer, “poetry was at its 
worst." So, after all, the motives of 
many of our poets may be altruistic. 

It is reported that, a short time 
ago, the lions that guard the Nelson 
Monument started “sponging." We 
see no objection ’ to this. It is a 
cleanly habit. * ^ 

Mr. C. E. Dawson, in a lecture at the 
Camera Club, declared that the ugliest 
thing in London was a man’s silk hat, 
and suggested as a substitute a Roman 
helmet, similar to the headgear of the 
members of the-Fire Brigade. A corre- 
spondent Would like to know whether 
he should wear a morning coat or a 
frock coat with it; and what about 


ston - on - Thames. ThTs 
is a pretty tribute to 
the influence of that ad- • 
mirable movement. The- 
undertaka's are evidently . 
realising already that it 
will become increasingly 
difdcult for them to get 
business. 


The Journalistic Touch. 

“A party of eight started into the sealed 
passages of the cave at ttvo o’clock, aud tlicy 
did not return to daylight again unfil late l^t 
night.”— -DatVf/ 

The Daylight Saving Bill seems to be 
at work here. 


Idfe in the Provinces. 

“Two wasps have been sighted off Birken- 
head .” — Torkshire Evening 

And the blue-bottle which was observed 
circling over Liverpool last month is 

nevermentionednow at local tea-parties. 

“To the firat quart of strained wat'^r add 
cold water, and the dirt will come out of the 
coat and look new .” — LiherpocH Ekho. 

And then you can put the new dirt on 
another coat. 


“ iSnffering seems a tombstone hung round us : 
in reality, it is a \yeight to keep down the diver 
while lie is collecting pearls .” — Hendon Tiincs, 

So we discovered when we collected 
this pearl. 


VOXi. OXLII. 


u 
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THE STRIKE OF TAILORS- 

(Thoughts after a visit to the Boy al Academy.) 
Tailobs ! Your insurrection rives my heart ! 

I was to have a waistcoat made, 

An evening waistcoat, proper to a smart 

Occasion, fitting close as su6de, 

With points depending halfway to the kneo, 

And now — it cannot be 

Inside its virgin samite as I sat, 

The cynosure of eyes, the hub 

Of incidental conversation at 

The Poets’ Self-effacement Club, 

I should have made my mark, I feel convinced, 

Upon the 18th insb. ' ' 

Strikes I have borne ere now, as Britons can. 

With cheek imblenched, with head sublime; 

When c6al was off I faced it like*a man. 

(Being out* of England at the time) ; 

But this -comes hearer home; this new unrest ' - 

‘ Touches me on the chest. 

The moment you select is too unfair — 

Now, when our youth would fain rehearse 

The change frourvemal bloom to summer wear ; 

And yet you might have done far worse, 

Might have declined, last season, to compose 

Our Coronation clo’s. 

W hat we had lost if you had struck just thou, 
^Burlington House is witness : here, 

Figures from that high pageant live again, 

Posing in full official gear 
(Notably I remark the very natty 

I Suit of Sir A. Scott-Gatty). - i 

Harder the blow, though this were hard enon^^Ii, 

» Had you refused to ply your thread ° 

For common portraits where the tailored stuff 
^ Kindly eclipses face and head ; 

Ton would have ruined lialf the staple toil 

Of such as work in oil. 

So, when I think what havoc might have been 

In Art’s domain, I am resigned 

To waive my waistcoat, and with soul serene, 

Walking the Park, to view my kind • 

Enforced, in Summer airs, to trail the Spring’s 

Belated trouserings. . 0. S. 

- . .The Diver. 

"’af^.deservedly appreciated and encored was 
CLopms Pollonaise SQaJMniev/ Fi'ee 

liadjnst mcbcd.the 

^ at 2.30, when his favourite waiter, viith an apologetioconeh, in- 
g^ntiatogly i^e^-kcd. Shall you req^hire anything more, sir? Ihavo 

“ comvnlsory under the ' 

.There wiU be an outcry when the first waiter is sent to ' 
prison for omitting the apologetic cough. 

‘‘An unat^^ peramhulator, containing a baby, at WiUesden ( 
yeste^y star^ do^ an indini ran on to the ca^ toirin^S ' 
and dropped into the water. Walter Norwood, who witnes^ai 

the Water, rescued the ’ 

baby, and banded it over to its mother. 

The Luxury of a batii is incomplete without the addition of 

Ammonia. . . . ^drf.’’— Jftm% ; 

Seeing, however, tiiat it was quite an unpremeditated 5 
aflair on the part of both bathers, they may be fonriven 1 
for leaving out the ammonia. ' j e o i 

THE SECOND CITY. 

Jlffly, 1912.— The news that Glasgow is seeking parlia- 
mentary powers to increase her boundaries and swallow 
up Govan, Partick, and other suburbs, has been received 
in Jjiverpool with no little consternation and dismay. 
Despite the exceedingly disappointing results of the 1911 
ceusus, it must not be supposed that the enterprising 
seaport on the Mersey ever lost hope. On the contrar:y 
it was full of confidence in its ability to make up the 
necessary leeway before the close of tlie present decade. 
It is now, however, estimated that Greater Glasgow will 
contain over one million inhabitants, and Liverpool recog- 
nises that unless effective’ action -is taken at once there 
will no longer be any room for doubt-^even’ among its own 
optimistic inhabitants — as to which is the Second City of 
the Empire. 

- September, 1912. — Our Special Correspondent learns that 
the Liverpool Municipality now hopes to promote a Bill 
m Parliament with a view to incorporate Birkenhead, 
VVallasey, and— probably— Ormskirk. Doubt has been 
expressed, however, in local circles as to whether this will 
qiute do it, some authorities declaring that the total will 
still be a few thousands short. The figures for the last 
census ai-e being closely scanned, and it is probable that— 
m order to make assurance double sure — Poulton-cum- 
Seacombe may be thrown in at the last. moment, 

January, 1915. — Glasgow has iinnexed Paisley. A muni- 
cipal medal has been struck to oelebrete.the eVent, 

May, 1915. — It is understood that Liverpool — after the 
recent appropriation of Hoylake and Lower Bebineton- 
pesented an ultimatum to the Lord Provost of Glasgow 
Its actual tons have not transpired, but there can be 
little doubt that.it pointed out the .hopelessness of con- 
tinuing the struggle' and drew attention to the vast 
population of ^uth Lancashire, all. eagerly awaiting the 
invitation to dub themselves citizens '6f .the. Second Gits". 

January, 1931. — The inclusion of Ealkirk .within the 
ar-ea of Greater Glasgow, while not in itself of any 
|importanoe, has caused:® growing feeling of uneasiness 
on the banks of the Mersey^ It has been noticed that 
Glasg^ s exppsion in the last decade has aU been in an 
easterly- direction; and this sinister fact is a source of 
deep anxiety to her -rival. • - ~ . 

Later.- Liverpool has taken ova- .Wan-inaton. 

..Janmry, W32.— Thae is nothing at all startling in the 
iNew .Yea- Annexations, published to-day. It may bo 

prepared to move swiftly and 
fi. tlireatened combinations in 

the North imperil Her supremacy 

Lau«any,1933.-inie blow has faUen. Greater Glasgow 
has to-day roped m Edinburgh, Leith, Portobello and Eish- 
ereow. Greato Liverpool’s obvious counter-stroke has 
unexTOcte% failed, as Greater Manchester has escaped 
from her clutch^ and grabbed Greater Birmingham on her 

struggle -is in prospect between 
possession of Greater 

Janaary, 1963.— Since the discovery of unlimited gold fin 
^mt purity) in the immediate vicinity 
« Ventnor no census has been taken in the Isle of "Wight 

But experts are now convinced that Greater "V-entnor fa 
ilready the Second City of the Empire. 

1"^®“ f«lt two months later tliin 
twas this year the fi, -St veek in April. 

Chis IS one of the “Sentences we generally decide to 

riiat would have called 

t that only it makes such an awkward title. 
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TOU BE^PBEWEED TO SWKiTliaT YOe'eSd WMS YOU AMn'ED “" ^ ^“* ‘*'^"0- “ITOtir, SiE, 


MORNIMC-POST-IMPRESSIONISM. 

[Being a feeble attempt to rural the inimitable 
■li^raiy Tnothods and ]»rofouiid musical Icuow- 
ledge of the musical nritic of Thp Morninrf Post, 
who, in the issue of May 2, included Tristan unci 
Isolds in the-ii'in^r,] 

To complete tbe present cycle of 
Wagnerian^miisic-dramas Verdi’s Car- 
men was performed Iasi? Saturday at 
the Koyal Opera. Originally composed 
as a lever de rideau by the veteran 
Italian maestro, under the title, B 
Barbiere di Siviglia, the opera is now 
universally accepted as a typical work, 
and its performances are greeted with 
generous, toleration by the opera-going 
public, though it ^cannot be seriously 
contended that the ethical significance 
of the story conduces to the mainte- 
nance of a decorous conception of civic 
life. 

The performance was for the most 
part in such capable hands, or perhaps 
we should say, throats, that the meri- 
toriousness of the rendition appealed 
with convincing force to the more 
serious-minded section of the auditors. 
Madame Fritzi Langerzahn has ap- 
peared many hundred times in tlie part 
• of Cctnnen, but on this occasion, as 
during the whole of her present engage- 
ment, she indicated an advance of 


redoubtable dimensions upon her previ- 
ous efforts. She met every demand 
I on her resources with a determination 
that evinced great physical energy re- 
: inforced by patient artistic study of the 
most compelling verisimilitude, and her 
handling of the castanets in the scene 
when the infatuated dragoon violates 
the dictates of discipline at the call of 
amorous inclination elicited unstinted 
panegyrics from all quarters of the 
house. 

Signor Tombolini, as Doji Jose, sus- 
tained his share in the representa- 
tion with more than all his wonted^ 
zest, though he did. not invariably 
succeed in furnishing the chaste quality 
of timbre to which he has familiarised 
his numerous admirers. One could not 
help^ feeling that to an artist of his 
sensitive temperament the somewhat 
glaring scheme of colour embodied in 
the integuments of his nether man 
must have impaired the equanimity 
which as a rule he is so fortunate in 
being able to evolve from’ the recesses 
of his dramatic imagination. • But, 

I with these reservations, his impersona- 
tion^ was marked by a gallant and 
soldiei'like bearing sucli as one might ' 
naturally expect . in an officer, even 
though of subordinate rank, belonging 


to a race renowned for their peninsular 
dignity. 

Herr Hugo Eumpelmayer remains 
the best representative of the tauri- 
cidal gladiator that has yet emerged 
on the metropolitan boards. His 
range of facial expression, indicative 
of the whole gamut of emotion, is a 
masterpiece of lineamental exposition. 
The Mioaela of the cast was Madame 
Gemma d’Antichit-i, whose impeccable 
demureness of demeanour invested the 
role with an ingenuous archness wholly 
germane to the situation. In IVTIle. 
Eugenie Pipette was found a Mercedes 
of greater youthfulness than usual, but 
her appearance supported her rich 
vocal tone. The reception of the work 
was^ marked by a cordiality which 
testified how fully the audience ap- 
, preciated the meritorious efforts of the 
artists concerned in a thoroughly con- 
scientious rendition. 

The Daily Chronicle denies the exist- 
ence of “ cares ” among the Ministerial- 
ists, and protests that the Government 
policy is far from being the cause of 
dry-rot.” But does this prove any- 
thing ? We ourselves have often noticed 
the absence -of dry-rot as a feature of 
coves, especiflClly sea'-caves. 
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THE MIXTURE IMEW STYLE leniSmsiasticaUy. On the Friday he made his speech, and on 

Sci^cy Sembk® in a Daily Telegraph said it was ifetter than Bbight in hfs 

aemociaey tiemple m tlieii -venal shoes, and sent spasms best day, and Applecfate was a made man Nnw tVmf oil 

hiUs^of Walffi^ to^s^av^n^hiJil*''7 passed away from the scene, I don’t raind 

Primrose League with wh^^h n,°v habitations of the telling you that the speech was sulistantially mine, but there 
maZZp«Hv^.H2I T o“® peouliaa-ity about it. Applegate got my notes out 

KiSm °^der, but he waVso cailied a^y by the 


going to say 

. , ^ '.77'",: — — He was a good enough 

•sort, free with his subscriptions and a steady-going figure- 
at bazaars and smoking concerts; but he was just a 
little thick in the skull, and the plain fact is that without 
my help that speech of his would 
never have existed. I ’ll tell you 
how it all came about. 

We were sitting in Applegate’s 
smoking-room. Dick was curi- 
ously glum and depressed. I had 
done all I could to cheer him up 
J— read him extracts from Bonab 
Law s last great fighting speech 
and picked paragraphs from Mr. 

Leo Masse’s monthly compen- 
dium of the elegances, but all was 
useless. At last he made an effort 
and spoke: “The fact is,” be 
said, “I ’ve got to make a bit of a 
speech on Friday at our Junior 
Senior Constitutional Associ- 
ation. It *s to be a big affair, i 
Some of our greatest leaders arej 
to be there, and of course I shall ' 
have to chip ia with a vote- of 
thanks or something. The Chair- 
man tells me they will look to me 
to give them soroe real hot stuff 
on Home Eule and Welsh Dis- 
establishment, and I ’ve been 
cudgelling my brains for two or 
three days, but I can’t work it. 

The words won’t come.” 

'‘Look here, Applegate,” I said, 

” this IS serious. Think -what an 
opportunity yon have. Confisca- 
tion , spoliation ; robbery ; ixh- 


v-w.* , H|^vix*wi;Auxi , Loouery ; im- 1 Strike has caused exthaohdinary 

moral aggression on the saerediiS^^^^^ piotuee entitled, “a 

rights of the ■ai3terininority;Xte“*S^t'^ Ksioht; ias 

brains and the brawn of Ireland,! The simpucitt, breadiu of xbeathent aitd t»av 
as emtedi^ m Captain Cbaigi^'w^ «*• of this pictumi iTAKEilt 

and Mr. Mookb, placed under lovers of art, peace and cheap coal. 

the disgraceful heel of a bedollared-Er— - ■ ** ^ 

attack on the monarchy by a cringingbut 

mountebanks; loyaity and patriot- 
ism bart^d away at the bidding of a paltry pettCer - 

of faction by^cL wrtfout 
evictions ^d sneaks without souls— upon my honour 

TOMohes^Stud^ enough in the present situation for 
urey spMobea. Study your Oabson,- my boy ; mad up your 

or twS ^ take^aS 

or two from Winteeton; tell the Ministrv that TMr 

SitL‘“.Sii tS“ “1 


or BO in the 
Bishops.” 

The upshot of it was tb^i 
down some notes for him! I 


Lood of a brace of Wfelsh 

^ ^{ate asked me to write^i 
M it, and be thanked me i 


- — iXAAAovj. u.^ j^ujuia ik/UltJ 

and Disestablishment and Wales and Ireland inextricably, 
but it didn’t in the least affect the success of his speech. 
Indeed the Chairman said that he had never in his whole 
life listened to any speaker who had so completely and 

“7 1 brilliantly covered the ground. 

'‘‘The name of Applegate,” he 
continued, “will now take its 
stand beside Chatham and Bea- 
ooNSPiBLD and OhambeeiIain.” 
Do you remember the purplest of 
Applegate’s patches? This is 
how it went : — 

“Ladies and Gentlemen, we 
fare met together at a crisis in 
the affairs of our country. Other 
Ministries have been mean ; this 
Ministry is fraudulent. Let 
them learn that the free men of 
England will not allow Ulster to 
be robbed of the great and splen- 
did organisation which for cen- 
turies has spread the light of 
religion through the length and 
breadth of Wales. If a Church 
is to be attacked and despoiled 
by these time-servers, led by the 
outcast of Limehouse, a million 
blades will leap .from their scab- 
bards in defence of Ulster’s patriot 
Presbyterians. Par be ifc from me 
to counsel insurrection, but if 
ever men were justified in taking 
arms it is those who have rallied 
in defence of the money which the 
liberality of pious benefactors has 
bequeathed for the purposes of the 
Church in Wales. That Church i 
is ndt lightly f o be treated as the ! 
milch cow of Bedmond and his i 
gang of paid politicians. Are 
men like that to be allowed to 
, . break up our Empire, to control 

om armed fowes, and to batten on the plunder of the poor 
parishes of Wales ? ' Are cathedrals to be turned into 
aancing saloons without a protest from those whose welfare 
bound; up with the teeming industries of 
DelfMt ? ^t us hurl back the ohalleuge so rashly given 
by the pestilential faction whose presence in the council- 
c^ber of the nation is an outrage to the Sovereign and 
^ offeuTO to evw decent-minded man. Dlstw may 
FiuiS’ “®J P®™*^ imaided by the Bishops and 

t£%?! ® ^ to produce 

tonfii® wm fight, 

gentlemen, and St. Asaph will be right.” ^ ® 

tbeW ^®!® othOT bits more or less like this, but this was 




ShortiiglUai OldSma. “De-VE me, Atocstcs ! it’s ESTRioxtMMAtiT now the lower classes 


AFPOED TO FLAT GOLFl” 


A PRAYER TO 

Not for the bluebell carpet spread 
' Under the blossom-roof, 

Not for the cowslip's sake, I dread, 

Not in the birds’ behoof 
I ask you, May — be gentle, ma’am ; 

Sorry of course I always am 

When rough winds spoil the un weaned j urn. 

And the rathe swallow, almost dead, 

Cries that the Spring was spoof. 

Tears for the bloom of peach and plum, 

Tears for the forest floor. 

Tears may be ours for songsters dumb, 

But, oh ! far more, far more 
Tor ** nuts ” that feel the force unkind 
Of wintry days — ^for nuts whose rind 
Gleams with a gloss for Spring designed, 

Suits that could drown a rolling drum 
And vests that shriek and roar. 

There is a young man up our road, 

And who can say what vats 
Empurpled his attire, what woad 
The neck- wear that he pats ? 

For weeks he has gone up to town 
Tilting a straw hat on his crown, 

His face already slightly brown, 

He keeps a sort of “ you-be-blowed 
Languor’ and two white spats. 


And yet a month or moi*e agone 
He was a "worm, an ort ; 

Shabby the garb be used to don, 

. Dusty his tile, his port 

Showed nothing of the man he is, 

Forth bursting from liis chrysalis, 

A study in, life’s harmonies ; — 

His comrades sometimes call him John, 

And sometimes “ good old sport.” 

But ob ! if sudden storms of rain 
Should make him doff that vest, 

If darkling he should fare again 
To the tube-station, dressed 
In his old bowler and worn suit. 

That were a soitow more acute 
Than all the spoiling of the fruit, 

More poignant than the swallow’s pain 
His agony confessed. 

Therefore I ask your mercy, May : 

From all dark morns and dim 
Spare us, except just once, we ’ll say 
(Pardon a poet’s whim), — 

Just once the kind of day one loathes. 

And let John wear his cast-off clothes 
And huiTy shamefaced, full of oaths, 
Tube-wards, and let me pass that way 
And smile one smile on him. Evoe. 
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THE CONTINENTAL MANNER. 

Of coui*se I should recognise Simp- 
son anywhere, even at a masked ball. 
Besides, who but Simpson would go to 
a fancy-dress dance as a short-sighted 
executioner, and wear his spectacles 
outside his mask? But it was a 
surprise to me to see him there at 
all. 

Samuel," I said gravely, tapping 
him on the shoulder, “I shall have to 
write home about this." 

He turned round with a start. 

“ Hallo ! ” he said eagerly. “ How 
splendid] But, my dear old chap, why 
aren't you in costume ? " 

“I am,". I explained. ' “I've come 
as an architect. -Luckily the evening 
clothes of ail architect are similar to 
my own. Excuse me, >Sir, but do you 
want a house built ? ” 

“ How do you like my dress ? I am an 
executioner. I left my axe in the cloak- 
room." 

“ So I observe. You know, in real life 
one hardly ever meets an executioner 
who weai-s spectacles. And yet, of 
course, if one caivt see the head 


properly without glasses- 


By Jove,” said Simpson, “ there she 
IS again." 

Columbine in a mask hurried past 
us and mixed with the crowd. What 
one could see of her face looked pretty ; 
it seemed to have upset Simpson alto- 
gether. 

“ Ask her for a dance," I suggested. 
“ Be a gay dog, Simpson. Wake London 
up. At a masked ball one is allowed a 
certain amount of licence.” 

“Exactly," said Simpson in some 
excitement. “ One natimally looks for 
a little Continental abandon at these 
dances. ’ (P ortva 1 1 of Sivipson showing 
Continental abandon.) “And so I did 
ask her for a dance just now." 

“ She was cold, Samuel, I fear ? " 

“ She said, * Sony, I 'm full up.' " 

“A ruse, a mere subterfuge. Now, 
look here, ask her again, and be more 
debonair and dashing this time. What i 
you want is to endue her with the spirit ' 
of reveliy. Perhaps you 'd better go to 
the bar first and have a dry ginger- 
ale, and then yon ’ll feel more in the 
Continental mood." 

“By Jove, I -will," said Simpson 
with great decision. 

I wandered into -the ball-room and 
looked round. Columbine was standing 
m a comer alone; some bounder had 
cut her dance. As I looked at her I 
thought of Simpson letting himself go 
and smiled to myself. She caught the 
edge of the smile and unconsciously 
smiled back. Remembering the good 
advice which I bad just given another, 

I decided to risk it. 


“ Do you ever dance with architects ? ” 
I asked her. 

“I do sometimes," she said. “Not 
in Lent," she added. 

“ In Lent," I agreed, “ one has to 
give up the more furious pleasures. 
Shall we just finish off this dance? 
And^ don’t let’s talk shop about 
architecture." 

We finished the dance and retired to 
the stairs. 

“ I want you to do something for me, 

I began cautiously. 

“ Anything except go into supper 
again. I ’ve just done that for some 
body else.". . 

“No, it 's not that. The fact is I have 
a great friend called Simpson." 

“It sounds a case for help," she 
murmured. 

“ He is here to-night disguised as an 
executioner in glasses. He is, in fact, 
the only spectacled beheader present. 
You can’t miss him." 

“All the same, I managed to just 
now," she gurgled. 

“ I know. He asked you for a dance 
and you rebuffed him. WeU, he is now 
fortifying himself with a small dry 
ginger, and he will then ask you again. ^ 
Do^ be kind this time; he's really a 
delightful person when you get to 
know him. For instance, both his 
whiskers are false." 

“ No doubt I should grow to love 
him,' she agreed ; “ but I didn’t much 
like his outward appearance. How- 
ever, if both whiskers are false, and 

if he ’s really a friend of yours 

“He is naturally as harmless as a 
lamb," I said; “but at a dance like 
this he considers it his duty to throw 
a little Continental abandon into his 
manner," 

Columbine looked at me thought- 
fully, nodding her head, and' slowly 
began to smile. ^ 

see," I said, “ the possibilities." 
,“He shall have his dance," she said 
decidedly. 

>* Thank you very much. I should 
like to ask for another dance for myself 
later on, but I am afraid I should try 
to get out of you what he said, and 
that wouldn't be fair.” 

" Of course I shouldn't tell you." 
“Well, anyhow, you'll have had 
enough of us by then. Oh, by the 
^ as we walked back, “I 
think I ought to inform you that I'm 
not really an architect; this is only 
a disguise." 

“ Still, 'the plan is very sound,” she i 
said with a smile. ■ 


.. ^ 


^ 


So I can’t say with authority what 
hara^ed. between Simpson and Col- 
unibme when they met. But Simpson 
and I had a cigarette together after- 


wards and certain things came out; 
enough to make it plain that she must 
have enjoyed herself. 

“Oh, I say, old chap,” he began 
jauntily, “do you .know — ^match, 
thanks — er, whereabouts is Finsbury 
Circus?" 

“ You *re too old to go to^ a circus 
now, Simpson. Come and Jhave a day 
at the Polytechnic instead."' 

“ Don’t be an ass ; it 's a place like 
Oxford Circus.^ I suppose it ’s in the 
City somewhere? I wonder,” he mur- 
mured to himself, “what she would be 
doing in the City at eleven o’clock in the 
morning." . 

“ Perhaps her rich uncle is in a bank, 
and she wants to shoot him. I wish 
you'd tell me what you’re talking 
about.” 

Simpson took off his mask and 
spectacles and wiped his brow. 

“ Dear old chap,” he said in a solemn 
voice, “ in the case of a woman one 
cannot tell even one’s best friend. You 
know how it is." 

“ Well, if there ’s going to be a duel 
you should have chosen some quieter 
spot than Finsbury Circus. The motor- 
'buses distract one’s aim." 

Simpson was silent for a minute 
or two. ^ Then a foolish smile flitted 
across his face, to be followed suddenly 
by a look of alarm. 

“Don 't do anything that your 
mother wouldn’t like," I said warningly. 

He frowned and put on his 
again. 

“ Are chrysanthemums in season ? ’ 
he asked casually. “Anyhow, I sup- 
pose I could always get a yellow one ? ” 
“You could, Simpson. And you 
could put it in your button-hole, so 
toat youcan be recognised, and go to 
Finsbury Circus to meet somebody at 
eleven o clock to-morrow momin*^. 
Samuel, I'm ashamed of you. Er— 
where do you lunch ? ” 

“At the Carlton. Old chap, I got 
quite carried away. Things seemed to 
b6 arranged before I knewwhere I was." 

“ And what’s she going to wear so 
that you can recognise her ? " 

Simpson, getting np, 
that s the worst of it. I told her it 
was quite out' of date, and- that only 
the suburbs wore fashions a year old, 
but she insisted on it. I had no idea 
she was that sort of ghrl. WeU I ’m 
in for it now.” He sighed heavilV and 
went on for another ginger-ale. 

I think that I must be at Einsbury 
Circus to-morrow, for certainly no 
^lumbine in a harem skirt will be 
there. Simpson in his loneliness will 
be deMhted to see me, and then we 
can throw away his button-hole and 
have a nice little lunch together. 

A. A. M.' 








!■« J'WJ Bl’T I >EABS AS -OW TOU-VIC -AP IT, IOOS» 

; <«/«<•. • v^: m I'm akaklv aid ntaur .vo«-. lx haso-n-lv i-efi me inm a utile nepiuLu Tmt heap - 

■•D,.va. beau. Mus. xuAfs bap; xuet po sav as it p^ allps • 


THE RULING PASSION. 

At this time ot the year there must 
be many Golfing-Criclrelors who turn 
from their constant study of the Rules 
of Golf to the contempliition of the 
Rules of Cricket, and find themselves 
completely at a loss to understand the 
meaning of the latter. It is clear that 
if the summer game is to retain its 
popularity its Rules must bo re-written 
in language that comes within the 
comprehension ot tho earaost Golfer. 

A brief Si>eeimen will dlustrate this 
idea: — 

If the ball, after having been in the 
opinion of the Umpire legally delivered 
by the bowler in accordance with the 
provwons of Rules 10, 11 and 12 and 
the Appendices to those Rules, touch, 
b^ or impinge upon the hand of the 
striker (whether the hand ot the striker 
M in motion at the’ time or not), but not 
if it tonch, bru^ or impinge upon tho 
noM, throat, chest, ears, or any portion 
of tho anatomy other than the of 
^ striker, whether the striker’s eyes 
be open or closed, and not if, by reason 
of tus havmg an insect in bis eye at the 
momfflit of the delivery of the ball or,, 


fbi anj other reimon apart from squint ' case comes within the operation of any 
01 other chronic physical disability one of the seventeen Appendices to thii 
which the Umpire shall consider fair [rule or of any other Imle, Footnote or 

from obtaining a proper sight of the 'and applicable thereto. ® 

bau and signify Ins nnpreparedness bj' s=========s==— » 

uttering in an audible voice “Not COTTAGE GARDEN PRAYER 
I or an equivalent phrase, pro- LittiiE fyawlAn cm/Ja 

°°“P’®b®“«ble You of good Lt ing 
D\ a person of average education ffor Ymi nf 


tins fiule the leg-guards of the wicket- 
keeper shall be considered “another 

rvAAvt- ^ n* 1 


Btesusk^Srl, 

Little garden gods I 


part of the pereonTor by i^y ' 

of such parts acting in conjunction, g^^en gods, 
whether belonging to one, two or more 5;®?® . sowing, 

fielders, before touching, in the opinion r 'Y,®'^’'?g growing ; 
of the Umpire as provided for in Eule * ^ when our sunflower nods, 
47, the ground or any grass or other rambler's red array 

VftrrAf.af.inn t • \Vaifcs thft I'lAnoTr-kcaA 


■ 4(, the ground or any grass or other i’a,mbler's red array 

J vegetation growing from or Mng upon honey-bee her labours. 

» ground, provided that the ball when our garden that it may 

[ secured shall not have passed outside ^ next-door neighbour’s, 

: the boundaries previously ananffed hv Little garden gods t 
the two Umpires and agreed u^n by 7“ 

the Gapfcams of the respective sides, «ti Modem Argus, 
then the striker is out, unless it be de- v«vr filled with 

,oiaed.b,.b. ^ .pp«.ia.£iig.rb.-ta bob,.,. 
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OF PARLIAMENT, of sis ana a-half inilUon realned in chiiaiikefaithintheFinaneialPress— 
(ExTaACTEDiiioitinEDiAUYuFToBy, jl.p.i year to meet possible Baxhuky, Evelys Cecil, Lokl Bob 

Eouseof Commons 2londai/ Aorih'xi ^ aval expenditure, and eke IIakby Chaplin indignantlv 

Most Gommoii form is to nio in wifVi ^ ^ ^ ^^iuch to-<la\ mocks the almanac record 

iodaj, as iho Dreadnoughts r winch, they have cleared off considerably 

anothei he informed the Committees he “had larger amount of National Debt than 
, seen disporting themselves' ipvesum- any of theirpredecessors — eleven million 

a year against nine mil- 


been 


as 

outbreak 


there has 
direction. 

Standing Order 
directs that at a quarter 
to four catechism shall 
be cut off and business 
of Sitting entered upon. 
But there is a proviso 
that questions of an 
urgent character, which 
have not appeared on 
notice-paper, may be 
put, albeit the allotted 
time is fulfilled. It is 
here where opportunity 
of gentleman with his 
eye on the newspapers 
comes in. Ordinary 
Member who, in obedi- 
ence to command, has 
duly given notice of a 
question, is not per- 
mitted to recite its 
terms. All he may do 
is to refer to its number 
on the printed paper. 
His shrewder brother, 
announcing a question 
of which he says he 
“has given the right 
honourable gentleman 
private notice,” is privi- 



srcKlNG-HOMS COULD HAM: COUED *ULsI1:u'' <,ES'11Y.’* 


lion dischargal by Son 
Austbx when he was at 
the Treasury. But what 
of that? The Parlia- 
mentary game must be 
played whichever Party 
be in Opposition. Talk 
went on till shut up by 
closure, and the Labour 
Members, who won’t 
liave Dread noiiyhts at 
any price, and Union- 
ists, who w’ant more 
than eight and won’t 
wait, joining forces in 
division lobby, Govern- 
ment majority was re- 
duced to 47. 

B H s i n c s s don e . — 
Budget proposal for 
dealing with last year's 
surplus sanctioned. 

Tuesday, — At West- 
minster Youth and Age 
are, as Coleridgk sang 
in exquisite verse, 
“housemates still.** 
The\Y iNsoitE Winston, 
aged 38, opened debate 


VW AWWINA AUO VTJULXV/Uf VVJiVlJL | 

the Minister's reply, appear verbatim in | 
Parliamentary reports. 

Object of the proviso apparent. 
Occasion might easily arise where sud- 


leged, amid silence of expetant ; ably like dolphins), they turned and rent on Second Beswling oFlIome^Rule^Mh 
House, to read its terms, which, with the Chancellob op the Exchequer Member for East Cavan, aged 90, wlio 

afYy« Yn forasmucli as he had diverted this with ricli Irish humour is named 
surplus from customary course of Young, continued it. 
reduction of National Debt. \\ inston's speech presented iiiter- 

This a difi&cult position to defend, esting personality in new light. Has 

hard 
b the 

, * --- ^ o ; — } jr — MAAoiuuG yi.cuiv;uiuu uu its bailks 

instant information. The private notice can’t put it on one side to strengthen the gospel of Home Eule. To-day no 
questions put to-day, of which there the Navy and at same time pass it on sucking dove could have cooed “Ulster” 
were four or five, had no more claim to to reduce National Debt House of more gently. Moore of North Armagh 
urgency than had the average interro- : Commons — God bless it !— -is a master and Cbaio of East Down sat aghast, 
garions standing on the printed paper. of the art of make-believe as practised Theyliad come to howl; they remained 
However, there they were. They ! by the Marchioness when entertaining almost to eheer. As for Bonner, he 
served their purpose, and when soioog ' Dick Siviveller in Sully Brass* s^dtoheiii, had a great stroke of luck, escaping 
presumably precious time had been j When she had no lemon-peel where- opportunity to interrupt by damaging 
spent upon them House got into -with to flavour her cup of water she remark whose flight might have re- 
Committee of Ways and Means on: “made believe” she had and lapped sembled that of the boomerang. 

Bi^get proposals, , the beverage with gusto. Pbetyman, : Winston’s novel position assumed 

Question was that Committee should j Son Austen, George Faber, Terreul by clever device. Presented himself to 
sanction the holding over of surplus j — a new authority on Finance, with crowded audience in character of young 
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man from the country, at school when ' 

Home Eule Bills of 1886 and 1893' 

'nmtf 1?’®' V™? 1 * 1 ® ??. S^atly to be regretted that the 

bomething of thc^ du-efultimes. His public quarrel between those old 
fresh young nniid had been soured by friends, President Tapt and Colonel 
stones of extreme Party animosity, even Roosevelt, is having influence all over 
o a ive tight on floor of House, the world, and in emulation anetent 
Ihese things must bo lielieted since bonds of amity are snappin" like 
they are written in histoiy. Tl.e cotton. In response to iiiquiriesVhich 

younger generation, coming into their. -Vr. Punch hits been making it is clear! •• M,'' .. t . • 

lieiitage, had no personal knowletlgo of that among our own Tafts and Eoose vm, \t i • ^ accuses 

the alleged facts. They approached volts are not only Mit Lloyd OEORf^p' ' 

coiisidcTation of third Homo Rule Rill and Mr. Wixstox Churchill but those ’ tt ®i^*®**i ‘ 


he said| “ it 's true. I have perman- 
^fcly severed my old association with 

BeleiOC. . Not that he is a bad sort 

on the contrary, I think well of him 
within bounds— but he's vigorous, you 
know. So appalling. I am a lethargic 
^an; I move slowly. Belloc is all 
nre and intensity. And where is it 
canying Ah! " 


It Simply on its merits in relation to and Mr. Chesteutox 
j ei:’cuuistance.s of the day. 

I House, gathered in O'ipeetation of 
[ das.hing speech irritating to rister, 

; listened in evidently jdeased aiiKizc- 
I luent. Instead of clash of oheci.-* 
and coimtcr-ehoevs the level How of 
speech was broken every now and 
then by decorous approval. 

\Vix.sTON, conscious of presence of 
old .\dam, fearful ho might poj) up 
afc some turn of unfettered speech, 
observed precaution of writing out 
his new evangel and reading it from 
manuscript. Notable as lie proceeded 
liow he got over little difticult v about 
pi onunciatiou of letter ** s" that cm- 
biirrasse.t his maiden speech and 
otliers immediately following. He 
then slurred the plain ‘-s" into‘*sh." 

As y.vRK pointed out at the time, 
had he lived when Jephth.ah ruled 
Israel he would have come out 
scat h less at the passage of Jordan 
when the Gileadites slew the 
Epliraimitcs. “ Sav Shibboletli,” 
challenged the crafty .sons of Gilead. 

The hapless Ephniiniite betrayed bis 
nationality by responding ‘‘Sihbo- 
leth,*’ and w’as straightwav slain. 

Had the test l>een pat tlia other 
way about and the Ephraimite 
Winston commanded to sav “Sib- 
boleth *' he would never have lived 
to sit in succession on both sides of 
House of Commons. 
liii tineas dune. 



• TllJi AVILY CHANCELLOR." 

I Oil Tiic Navy? I think!' 


I indeed, I am not paradoxical ; I am 
plainer than the lulls. Tell him that 
if I am paradoxical he is— what shall 
I say ? — an Oxford demagogue. Tell 
him that.” . 

Encountered on the Terrace, Mr. 
W’ixsTox Churchill did not deny 
the suggestion that Mr. Lloyd 
George was no longer the brother 
he once had been. 

Not so long ago,” he said, “ we 
were comparing strawberry marks 
on our arms.' There are none left 
to-day. I have had mine removed 
by a skin expert, and I believe the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer has 
done the same.” 

,.1 ^ I said, 

lias led to this unfortunate breach?” 
‘‘It is not unfortunate, Sir,” said 
the First Lord op the Admiralty ; 

“ it 's fortunate. Nothing is so fortu ' 
nate as to discover a man's true 
colourn before it is too late.” 

“ And what, then,” I said, ** is your 
complaint of the Chancellor ^ ** 

“My complaint, Sir? My 'com- 
plaint IS that he is a Welshman. 
That he is named David. That he 
sits on the Front Bench. That he 
exists at all. He annoys me. He 
IS eloquent, and I dislike that. He 
IS ambitious, and I dislike that. 

W oi-st of all, he wants me to stick 
stamps on forms for my servants — 
those servants w'Jtom I care for as 
my own brood.” 

Mr. Lloyd George, on the other 


First Lord of 

a™..,, o. .u. O.W 

l.onnAlTa,LO!t=„cvsjK.i»ti««. jM.; 

Aun-y With a large size in hats. 
11 J. bought him at my valuation of 
mm and sold him at his own I should 
be richer than Andrew Carnegie and 
have to pay myself a fortune every 
year m mcome-tax. The gods give 
us a good conceit of ourselves by all 
means, but not too good. That wav 
danger hes. I used to like Ohuechill. 

I thought lum a promising boy and did 
what I could for him. But no more ” 
And, sighing a deep sigh, the weary 
JLitan returned to the perusal of Mr 
Grant's amendment. 


I disfliA’ieil in the 1 ^hey once were, 
city clniivlie™ i j,: ** ^nd the brightness of 

n provide acc*t»miiiodatioii ‘^_® Witnessed the veracity of his 

toi 9.045 ; speech,— « no, I had to give him up. 

“Those d d little dots,” as Lord .1 truth, he is too para- 

iiANDOLPH Churchill remarked. ! a* time I may have 

^ tolerated it, but 

I delightful little train for business directo^^ 

■ nr "1 prettUy dressed in long I again, his size. Temfic you 

I If l^ummauats. Mr. Ohestebton, whom our repre- 

V.,Tp,,6tr,l„ta. AZoliKi. 



OVff'J^ AFJliS t ” •■ '-'^ lins...... I CAM .'.TOl* TO WJ THAT; ir’LL UlSIIT 1XSEI.F SOOS ; 

* ' ■. ' INSULT AND INJURY. But still, ii isn’t that so much. Observe us and recc 

/‘COCKMACHES AND OTHEB^OMiNATiONs .’’— fwiu ^ used to it ; what KsSy mah 

i a letter in a morning paper. • Is insult at the lips of tliose lor whom we have to toi 

sssHssasss: 


It 's true we Me not populM. I know, whene’er we peep 

rorfeii on a cold and wakeful world, pale women scream and 
leap, 

And brave men own to being struck all over of a heap. 

Till one more gallant than the rest, though shivering at the 
core. 

Cremates us w’ith the horrid tongs or, springing from the 
floor, ^ o o 

Crackling descends, and leaves us sweltering flatly in our 
gore. ■' 

^d yet we are a hai-mless folk, and, humbly though we crawl 

Is that a cause for slaughter? E’en the looks that so appal’ 

I do not think that you’ve the right to cavil at at all. 

Indeed, if you consider from the proper point of view. 

We’re every bit as natty arid as elegant as you, 
j Our legs are more ingenious, and we haven’t oidy two. 


But still, it isn t that so much. Observe us and recoil 
Nay, slay us, for we ’re used to it ; what reaHy makes me 
boil ■' 

Is insult at the lips of tliose for whom we have to toil. 

Our job is not a lofty one and not what one would choose, 
jDut It s a deal more dignified than writing to abuse I 

The folk that play the scavenger when you retire to snooze. ■ 

For, when yonr lusty snores affront the deep and tlnobbinff 
scene, • ' “ 

Then we come forth to laliour and to keep your kitchens 
clean. 

And make a nightly meal on wliat would turn vonr cockles 
green. 

‘‘ Other abominations.” It ’s a neat and human touch. 

I don’t suppose it struck you that to label him as such 
-Vlighc liurt a beetle’s feelings and depress him very nmeb. 

No, trample us to atoms or commit us to the flames; 

We try to do our duty, and we make no further claims; 

But, even though you murder us, you needn’t caU us names. 

_ ■ Dvm-Dum. 

“!&. Xauier, diiriug his long lusiiHl of milway vurk, luts scon nwiiy 
chauges, tncluduig the reiaiuting of Uiiehanau .Street Ktatiou.” ^ 

What more can life offer ? <•*"»<«' mhl. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

*‘LoYC-«-A^D THEN?” 

It was bad luck for Mr. Cyril Maude 
that he should liave missed the best 
I part of the play through coming in only 
' just in time to see the curtain fall oh 
the First Act. Up to the point of his 
^ episcopal entrance, signalised/' as the 
; cricket reporters say, by a clap of 
’ thunder (as though lie were a demon). 







TJio Vicar’s wife gefs a .-Jim t J’i.-ru'ttc skirt 
as a iindimmary to a higli klvk over the tracer 

Mr. Oatci! M-vciar. 
J/i-s. iffinici! Miss M.\k.ii;i!v JlAfDC. 

we had been having some re.alh- excel- 
lent and natural light-comedv ; ‘but for 
the rest of the time, if one’oxcepts a 
delightful scene liehveen tlie three 
clerical fj^pes, tlie author was perhaps 
a httle inclined to press for his effects ; 
requiring, indeed, iu tlio last resort, to 
fall back upon a niwlaid babv and a 
squirted soda-siphon, always a‘ confes- 
sion of weakness. 

His motive, too, became a little ob- 
scure. We were constantly asked to 
keep on being ineiTy on the edge of a 
rumbling volcano; and the ultimate 
emergence of a mere mouse never satis- 
fied us that the supply of lava was 
exhausted. And may I respectfuUy beg 
Mr. Macdonald Hastings not to blend 
lus tears and laughter too light-heart- 
edly;^ not to play about with the 
emotions of his audience; not, for in- 
stance, to make a wife say of lier lover 
with a fine resolve, “I shall never see 
turn again/' and then let us down 
with the flippancy, “I shan't have the 
opportunity"? Mr. Barrie, being 
pruueged, has the sole rights in this 
kind. 

The burlesque of the melodramatic 
stage in the Second Act might have 
been fairlv amusing if it Iiad not been 
so palpably diagged in to cI:o out the] 


time. But \Yovse was to follow in the 
Third Act. There is nothing more 
deadly than to announce beforehand 
that an event is to happen at a certain 
time and tlion put a clock on the stage 
so that the audience may know exactly 
how long their patience has to be tried 
with stop-gaj) dialogue. It "was all 
timed to a nicety; but in the mean- 
while some of us were in full sympathy 
with the bisliox^, who frankiv'went to 
sleep. 

It was not Mr. Maude's fault that 
his rule was too easy for him, too 
familiar; and that his bishop might 
just as w’gII Jiave been an admiral or 
a general officer or a ’ country squire, 
except that the liberality of "his out- 
look took on a certain })iquancy from 
the fact of his being a hierai*ch. 

As a young wife in revolt against her 
husband's clerical discipline Miss Mar- 
gery Maude was always charming, and, 
in the First Act, fairly understandable 
also. Afterwards one became worried by 
the thought that she didn’t know W’hat 
she wanted, but wouldn’t be happy till 
slse gob it. The lady's simplicity was 
a little too disingenuous, lier naivete a 
little too complex. And I frankly sus- 
pect that the innocent wife who wants 
to be kissed hard by a man who is not 
tier husband in order to know what it 
feels like, irrespectively of the lovable- 
ness of the kisser, is a t}'pe of fledgling 
nob to be found under just any hedge. 

The one really satisfactory perform- 
ance was that of Mr. Gayer Mackay 
as the Bev, John Burden, her husband. 

I have seldom seen a better or more 
convincing deportment. One so rarely 
finds a clergj’man on the stage who is 
neither heroic nor ludicrous, neither 
angel nor ass. In a part that might 
easily have been made laughable Mr. 
^Iaukay preseiwed a reasonable and 
even sympathetic dignity and seemed 
veritably born to the cloth, Mr. Ernest 
Graham, as the Bishop’s chaplain, was 
extremely funny. Gauche and taciturn, 
untouched by the diversions of musical- 
chairs or hunt-the-slipper, he suddenly 
found his humanity in a shattering out- 
burst of enthusiasm over the fielding of 
a certain Somersetshire cover-point 
Miss Frances Ivor, as Mrs, Burden, 
seniori was excellent with the good 
rinngs she was given to say in the 
First Act, but they did not last out; 
and after this mother of ten had told 
us that she had never loved her late 
husband, and that Iier babies would 
have been no bar to her leaving him if 
she had not run short of good nurses, 
the sentimental note on which she 
made her final exit left me rather cold 
Mr. Maturin had a thankless and un- 
heroic pari as a philandering Sapper, 
but played it with a nice easy looseness Jmny 


of manner. The Misses Oelli and 
Greatwich were satisfactory flappers; 
but they should be told that even flap- 
pers may have the joie de vivre without 
necessarily breaking into a delirious 
^ gallop w’hen the)* go off the stage. 

I will add that Mr. Bruce Smith’s 
, drawing-room at the Vicarage was a 
; real room that must have been lived in. 

I Whatever I may have said to the 
[contraiy notwithstanding, I enjoyed 
I very much and laughed loudly 

and often. But in the retrospect tny 
logical mind rebels against its iiicoh- 
clusiveness. The question in the title, 
Love — and What Then!' remains un- 
answered. It recalls to me a familiar 
elegiac composition by a fourth-form 
boy on the theme ^^Femiiia duxfactiT 
This couplet, it w'ill be remembered, took 
the form of the following dialogue : — 

“Femina dux faeti.’* ‘Facti diix fernina 
Quid turn ? " 

Turn facti femiua dux fiiit.*' 

The curtain-raiser, Before Breakfast, 
by the author oi liUthcrford d Son, was 
a most attractive trifle. ' Here we have 
a cadet of good family who has adopted 
Socialistic views, professedly on their 
abstract merits, but actually to provide 
argument in support of his intended 
marriage wdth a chorus-girl. Bub when 
he finds tbat^ he has been deceived 
about her origin, that she is, in point 
of fact, sister to his mother’s own 
kifcchenmaid, his emancipated theories 
are proved inadequate to meet the new 
conditions. The scene is freshly laid 
in the libraiy of a house at an hour 
when the family is not yet down and 
the servants are in occupation, the 
butler (nicely played by Mr. Haemtood) 
being engaged in reading a report in 
nis “special” of his young master’s 
projected mesalliance. Mr. I/aitbence 
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]^[iss Vera Coruex. 
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ANDpsoN was not quite equal to the! , 

prodigal’s part, but Miss Veba CoBL-iLN’ ! ! ' it '3^1 if' 

gave a astonishingly good char- ! •]! »rn''feti ^l^ -4.L . i ? f’ 

acter-sketch as mi!/ the kiteheumaid. Jj ~^j|^ j”" j~l' ""-'I 

im. VADE MEOra ABROAD. L I ' -.'K I i 

from the fact that bis genfal r^ark to " V ' • __ 

the cal)man, “ Hurry up 1 I will give ‘ • ’*'• x^ib.' 

you a good tip,” was followed instantly .lOi, -vri'Axr \r > t. 

by, “Take me to the -nearest doctor" ..« ’ '^ ’ ^ -»■ •'iArErr-ns.” 

which seemed to indicate a fearful So that s whebe my s.i.FCTr-ms so, is it«" 

^d sudden spasm brought about by you address the jeweUer in the davs of I _ ^ . 

the promise of unwonted munificence ; your com-tsbin ' ^ Wm-so wU tn M w I ®®*‘*^* ^ 

but it was at the jeweller's tliat he “I want" he went on “ have nothing but afioix^ 

came out in the least handsome h>ht n ! w , ® i ’ *”• P’jrchase of wor^ puit is why the couutiy refuses to 

T wJsTi ” ho CO M / T ^igat. a few chaims ; and here again I began their baits and bribed Chvaidc. 

fiShiol\“i2tefardC?d^lUe^^^ 

ally it suggested that Mrs. VadeMecum cosaahtm }Jr£^e}iefuid'%ttt^' icum^n^’ o 

was not teaotly artistic. But V. M. (Something cheap but showy) ^ ^ Am Minfnl»"“«h5^if 

r- h“ addr^rt^SS- nriS^» I pomtlSw Hn ad'S^'t 

Ah,- V. M. (thoWhyrted 
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|‘Ow, 3rAUxf, I*VE MVALLOWEI) a safety-pix.*’ 

“SO'rirAT*« wiiEJiE aiY sAFExy-m’s go, is it!’* 
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No. III. 


my wife more cheerfully, “ that I sus- 
tained teiTible internal injuries and had 

JTtoT, ““tTi tf“ 


; considerable inward satisfaction, hut to * I said 
I . coI., p.„pWio„. J U ,he 8„,e . ^ J SLv”;' 



^ problem; “ Piobald." said I. 

pu>, but on the last occasion it was. “1 had hai-dh- tl.oiml.i ■• rnfn,.„«i 
m3 iuln t fnf 1 i t . subject for jest " 

I Efuds ^ 

! innoeetitK- T i • • . I " itb elaborate facetiousness. 

j uhiskej-and-soda before retiniy to’ “ Can you never be serious V Wuld 
“ V:in'»iY«e.;«re ’• *1 -f tty’ ^ uboiit me ? *’ she proceeded. 

■■ tliatT wls^nnf f L“' i" ‘ i “ «>’e 'd be sure to want to kimw which 

tiwt 1 was run over liv a taxi and , you liked liest." 

j “I tievergratifyidlecuriositv,”saidI. 

i t. Cl^ 1 I At .1 tt ‘ 


terribly distiguicd.” 

*• ^Vhy ? ’’ I asked mildly, \ 

** ell, I want to know what you ' 
would do.'* ' I 

“I should he dreadfully 


^ , / upset, I 

j suggested after u moment’s eoasidora- ! 
1 tion. 

My wife tap|>ed her foot impatiently. ■ 
“ >\ hafe else ? ** she demanded. ' 1 


Bo you would, then ? 

^yhat would ? ” 

** You would many again ? ” 

“ I never said so.*'" 

“ You said that you wouldn’t gratify 
her idle curiosity.'' 

“ \\ ell, nor I would,” The cold per- 
spiration took complete possession. 


• ««<.>AAA(WA4VAV^V<.. 

j “I should trj- to get damages out of,' ‘ » There vou arTaffain^’ 

• iiS"^’ I wouldn’t.*’ 

; .wf4s!;Ci Sh u,?sSl Si .;sr 

torted face You couldn’t possibly ' I 'm 

j care for me any more, ” " ' 


“Of course 1 should.'* PractLxe this 


- -1 perfectly certain I shoidd not.*' 

Bemused os I was, I felt this to be 
IS 1 mai-.n;! ir.^r.rir V — l ®' **i'*ll‘ant effort and wondered vaauelv 

I 'IB Sr !s; 

: a nil? ” she iSisW countenance. Then: 

i “ I have never tnofP’ f ^ understand the inles,” I 

i “I know vnn surely it is my turn to ! 


^ “ But, Harold/’, in^ten-upted my wife, 

} “ you would never ” 

j 1 did not look at her, but continued 
j my theme with a somewhat remarkable 
j flow of eloquence : — 
j “Supposing that, for your sake, 

I had risked much because I longed to 
' see you in the gowns from Paris or 
Dover Street that you would grace so 
transcendingly. Supposing lliat in- 
stead it meant reacii-me-downs from 
the Tottenham Court Hoad, hats that 
you trimmed yourself. Supposing,” 
I continued gra])hicaUy, “ that we \vere 
obliged to knock off cream for tea, to 
descend to bloaters for dinner, to dis- 
; miss the cook and promote the tweehie 

at a reduced salary. Supposing 

But at this point I was stopped and 
allowed to proceed no further. My 
wife stood facing me, her burning ej’es 
gazing into mine. 

“ So that was your pressing business 
in the City,” she said in a vibrating 
voice. “ Oh, Harold, you a gambler — 
and a ruined one 1” 

“You aren’t playing properly,” I 
objected. “I m certain you oughtn’t 
to have said that, especially if I did it 
all for your sake.” 

Slie ‘turned away. “I think you 
have broken my heart,” she said. 

it \T7 - • >• 


“I teow you coub!n't,"shi' ivtunied 
With hitter conviction, “ not even in 
the dark.” 

« you I shouldn’t mind — 

] uiat IS— at least— oh, you know, dear ” 
j The cold perspiration began to set in 
as, in response to a frantic summons to 
my dignity, I grew conscious that my 
yoice and countenance were merely 
burning permeated with an expression 
of sheepish apology. 

“And then supposing," continued 1 


“ Wrong again,” said I, and then 
suddenly I saw that her face was wet. 

It took thebestpart of an hour to undo 
the mischief I had done, to convince 
my wife that our capital, still unim- 
paired, lay snugly reposing in the 
cotton-wool of Liverpool Corps, and 
Canterbury three per cents. I had, she 
assured me, taken ten years off her life, 
and when at last she went to bed 
she left me feeling like a remorseful 
elephant who, in a fit of skitfcishness,' 
has crushed a bhd of Paradise beneath 
his heavy foot. Her last words com- 
pleted my mental collapse. 

” If people who have no imagination,” 
she said decisively, “ w'ould only recog- 
nize their limitations, much unhappl- 
ness would be spared to those who are 
obliged to associate with them.” 

I rose with a sigh and helped myself 
to another wliiskey-and-soda— a strong 
one this time. ° 


my 
agreed 


un- 


pleaded, 

do the supposing.” 

“Oh, veiy well/’ she 
willingly. 

“Supposing, then,” I launched out 
desperately, “that I had been havinn 
a httle flutter in the oil market 
bupposing that catastrophe upon 
^tastrophe had met my honest en- 
deavours to promote oar financial 
welnue; that, in fact, the relentless 
gushers had swept away the larger 
portion of our little capital. " 


Now, supposing that my wife had 
been me, and supposing that I had 
invented the game of horrors, can one 
suppose that I should have ever sup- 
posed that she would suppose—’ 
Oh, hang it 1 


Phrases we Should Like to See 
Illustrated. 




^/latress, ‘’Why, John, wirAi’sTHE aiatteii?” 

I.im'^^'SluilTOCT/TEOACWX^^ ^ 

^OMETillNK bitter!” ^ BEl^D BLMIfc'j OK SOJIKTHINK, BYT THEY COMES TmiOCGH AXB 'fR13 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Pmclt's Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

I 9^® '^’f'y ol being optimistic, of course, is to refuse to 
look at the ugly facts of life and so to anive at the belief 
tliat they do not exist — a method which is perhaps more 
practicable when applied to affairs other than one's own. 
Maiden ladies of lordly lineage and old-time sweetness 
may live by a road as destitute and disreputable as Ho^ 
Lane and yet remain convinced that the world is happily 
and entirely free of such evils as destitution and disrepute 
They need only keep down the blinds of those windows 
which look out upon tlie Lane and thev are left with the 
view of their own garden and witli no knowledge of an v less 
peaceful and proper existence on the other side of tlie liouse. 
This the Misses Manleverer did, and Mr. Hobace AnnesIiEV 
\ ACHEiiL has caught them doing it. Furthermore he has 
discovered the whole town of Channinster in gentle con- 
spiracy to maintain the ladies in their illusion by keepin*^ 
sedulously from their eyes and ears all incidents, local or 
world-w'ide, which might prove upsetting to their comfortable 
beliefs. But Mr. Vachell inadsts upon the facts being faced, 
and ultimately Shame, not to bo confined to Hog Lane, ap- 
pears in the garden. Nor is It left there, for, when all the 
blinds are pulled down, It comes into the veiy house itself 
and must at last be beheld. One error of taste or sign of 
excess would have ruined this dainty stoiy ; mawkish senti- 
mentality might well have resulted. With pleasure, there- 
fore, I hereby certify that I have examined Blinds Doini 
(Smith, Bldeb) and found it in every way sound and worthy 
of consideration. 


I daresay you will be astonished to find that Mr. P. G. 
WoDEHorsE is the latest exploiter of the imaginary kin"- 
dom, in a story that he has called The Prince and Betty 
(Mills and Boon). Somehow, though I don't know 
exactly why, I had not expected this of Mr. Wodehouse. 
But because he is an author with a reputation, highly 
deseiTed, for whimsicality it was a relief to find that the 
trappings of Ruritania are worn by him with a certain 
difterence. Though Prince Johiy the central figure, was a 
3 'oung man of a type not unusual in fictional rovaltv, 
the real power behind the tinsel throne of Mervo was 
Mr, Scohcli the multi-millionaire financier, who wa'd running 
the kingdom as an attractive setting to his casino, and 
wanted John's help as combined figure-head and advertise- 
ment. It was with this idea that Mr. Scobcl had turned 
out the republic, and arranged a picturesque restoration for 
the rightful iieir, a Cambridge undergraduate who had 
l^en brought up in ignorance of liis own identity. So 
John came to Mervo, and met Betty, and the story resulted. 
[It is quite an entertaining story of its improbable kind, 

I and Mr. Wodehouse makes his puppets dance, in sprightly 
.f^hxon enough, through a series of amusing adventures 
I (ill they reach the inevitable pairing off in the last chapter. 

^ I cannot add that any one of them has more than a super- 
ficial resemblance to humanity; but after all, in an affair 
of this sort, that is no great matter ; the author's invention 
is tlie important point, and that is here as fertile and jovial 
as ever, notably in bis description of the new model casino, 
which j'ou must read and enjoy for yourself. 

Euniley Trotman, a nice person, met Joletta Lane, equally 
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.extended itself k 


Hfe If I an 

IrelSen? Se nS ' ^ s^aUgo to.bear him pieaeh 

onejudg^ tobesuccessful: toJotoJitwas^s^oi-tof haSkEserC ^ 

she had fallen into. ^\ hy pi-ecisely she inarried, first, an I — — 

still more uasatis-i Xora le Gei/t, the central character of Alice if. Diehl’s 
vfho was violently m love with somebody ; latest novel, TMr Wedded Wife (Stasley PahlI annears 
Swkn!; explain with that easy skifijto have been cursed with a sUgety^Ssrttb^mSy 

S i r. ‘ «o>i^ince me of the It is a defect that I have noticed before in hero5nes of^a 

4nri 2>ns!L?1fc' and mystifications. | certain type. Thus, when Colonel Selwyn met her as his 

not jaunt’s companion at Nice and asked hm- to marry him. 


u\j inj 

to be content with entertaining me as he did. 


' j cOiiipanion c«?av?ul aaci tu luiuvcy nim 

''-Vf-'r— “o — «« xA«uiu. True to the .she never seems to have thought of explaining that \vliat 
llfnt l he luis spent the most of hislshe describe? as a previous infatuation foi a mm ^ho 

unpleasant folk of Ins httle country stage. ! disappeared had really been an actual marriage followed 
Pnsca governess, who has two beaus to her! by Tmonth of wedded bliss. So thesrwere ^d S 

rLw J money, i.mcmly rang the beUs, and men-ily passed the time, till 


rather than the nephew 
(loved, or so he says) who 
only enpects and loses it. 
She is of the hind that 
turns strong men weak 
even to tlie point of folly, 
eaddishness or crime as 
occasion dictates. Natur- 
ally 5"ouhave to take her 
surpassing beauty for 
granted. You get only 
her callous vanity, her 
temper, her tricks. 
Nemesis comes at the 
violent hands of her dis- 
carded Lover. Both 
characters are w’ell con- 
ceived and deftly drawn. 
. . I fell to wondering 

why Mr. Gissino has 
adopted the • irritating 
habit of writing ** the 
man” when he simply 
means “he”; and why, 
so old a craftsman, he 
retains the services of the 
utterly discredited “and 
which.” But his small 
beer is well brewed and 
has a nice head on it. 



7 /. “1^ ivy&torcl, and expressed 

^ 0 "^. S'® cowers! Wot abahi all them 

a£DAL& ; 


as I foresaw, husband 
number one turned up 
again. Then a lot of 
unpleasantness resulted. 
“'Wretch!* he hissed, 
advancing towards her ” 
— ^that was Paul’s contri- 
bution, when they met 
in the drawing - room 
alone before dinner. But 
Nora simply shattered 
his record by hissing a 
long and complicated 
paragraph, without a 
single sibilant; more- 
over she “gasped as slie 
hissed out the words, 
[wringing her hands in 
mortal anguish of sou]/* 
After this, 1 lost ffi 
interest in the cefenpe- 
tition, merely pausing 
to acknowledge a veiy 
creditable attempt on the 
part of Colmiel Selicyiu 
“Sir/* he hissed; “for 
less than what you have 
said I would have called 
you out,’* Onthewhole, 
hovrever, the' prize un- 
doubtedly belonged to 
1 1 1 


It is feasible, of course, to make a thoroughly absorbin<y 
novel out of the plain naiTative of an uneventful life (what 
would Mr. Arnold Bennett say if 1 were to deny it?), but 
it needs extraordinary cunning, a method of intricate detail, 

^ more than usually attractive hero or heroine. 

In The Family Livimj (Murray) Mr. E, H, Lacon Watson 
has veiy doggedly set about the task of describing within 
the ordinary limits of a book of romance a second-rate 
character who does nothing in particular, and cannot even 
perhaps be said, like the Elizabethan House of Lords, to do 
It very well. Ahjcrmii Ridley, suffering from birth (in tlie 
abbreviated form of his Christian name) under one of the 
cruellest handicaps that can befall a young man, is brought 
up m the expectation of succeeding to his father’s cure of 
souls at Gosport, and to that cure, after various ineffectual 
revolts, he doss eventually succeed. The author has 
sketehed his boyhood, his mediocre career at Cambridge 
Ills lov^aJfairs, ending in his re-engagement to the girl for 
viliom he never apparenUy felt more than a mild affection 

and Ins excursions into pedagogy and business. I am sorrv I Tn<r hni- r.«f uuud. w quite enceitam- 

tat I to ccMe„ Ms MeJIrdime whlA 


M?a, who seems to have felt the inferiority of her husbands 
as she soon afterwards left them both and went on to the 
stage. I shodd have suggested the music-halls myself, but 
I suppo^ she knew best. Anyway, I agree that her 
natm-al gifts were wasted in private life. 

pJii *0 flecide whether Daphne in the 

l^lmrland (Meleose) is really, as it pretends to bo,, the 

Si-K “nonymous and rather attractive 

English girl who :^tly spent some time in Germany, or 
odj a carefnUy disguised imitation. There are plenty of 
Ultimate personal sketches of Germans, from the BMPsiBOE 
downwards, who might be i-ecognised by themselves and 
nflt? uothmg very scandalous ; so there is no 

paiticular reason why it should not be all true or for the 
matter of that, all fiction. In either case I SSnot under 
of pubhsher’s reada- did not disentangle some' 

of Daphms sentences from the maze resulting® from a’ 
paucity of punctetion marks. The book is quite entertain 
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CHARIVARI A. 1 attention to the fact itself, but j the Council has decided to acrosi the ' 

. It is said that, with a view to ! thf ofthf 

Gennany,j followed by an immediate downpour,! i 

Berlin L oS InSS’X Lf the ^ Se mi^hSl^" "’1 HAsnsas says that ! 

office of War Minister vacated by uld I ^ T Fonused. , h.s new sovcn-act play will begin with ' 

Haldane is to be filled bv Mr KetrI TNa fit-ef nf ^ rses,.-* /• • i aefc. Something in a way 

Hahdie. . „ ^ ^ ^ I® ® ^rvices . simdar to this happened in connection 

spoitsmen, who were nivite.1 to withaworkbyanotherplay\Tri''ht. The 

Yesterday (Saturday) was the first i^tended^ to "thf 1 ? they; very first production of one Sf Shak- 
i holiday^' have had for yeare." i held at St. AnLw’s ChSh, SurbSm ' Z^SuTSTT 

The congregation numbered between I ‘ 

seventy and eighty, and iucluded golfers,! “Tlie Cbief Secretary/’ said Mr 
cyclists, Ia^Yn.tenmsplayel‘sand boating . Biruell, in tbe Home Rule debate, » is 

a mere gramophone.” And what 


real holiday I have had for years, 
said a waiter discussing the Shops Act 
with a representative of The Daily 
Mail, **and I spent most of the time 

in bed, just for the joy of it, and 

because it was wet.” If it should 
be the hobby of many of the 
emancipated to lie in a damp 
bed, the new Act will not, we 
should say, do much to improve 
our health statistics. 


In the opinion of some critics 
of the Royal Academy the inno- ^ 
vation of showing a frame with- ‘ 
out its picture is not cai-ried far ! 
enough. ,, ,, 

sit 

An individual who was charged 
last week with walking about 
in a state of aboriginal nudity 
in Tudor Street was ordered to 
enter into a recognisance in the 
sum of £10 to be of good be- 
havioTii*. In view of the possi- 

e of a prolongation of the 
rs’ Strike, this decision is 
o*f considerate importance, and 
renders it more necessary than 
ever that the dispute should be 
settled at once. 


*!» 

Mr. Derrick Julius Wernher, 
son of Sir Julius WEHNHEE,tne 
millionaire baronet, now finds 
himself in the Bankruptcy Court 
as the result of making money 
fly. Another martyr in the cause 
of aviation. ^ 



THE PRESERVIXO OF Mli SAR<JENT, R.A. 
Fancy portrait of an old Chelsea oatewav. 


“ We want a red-hot Church,” says 
the Bishop of London. To judge by 
the lack of ventilation in some of our 
sacred edifices this ideal has constantly 
been before some of our clergy. 

“It is a matter of comparative in- 

... 1 I 1 


people. It is a matter of some com- 
ment that not a single exponent of 
the game " ■' ^ 

attend. 


of marbles thought fit to 


The Daily Chronicle has l^een in- 
dulging in some correspondence on tlie 
question : Who should pay for break- 

Ti* — , ages— the servant or the mistress?: 

diflerenee to the public what becomes ' Seeing that the servant gets far more* 
“an when^he has imned fifty,”; fun out of the incident than the mis-' 


says Alderman Broadbent, “ but with 
a baby it is different.” This endorses 
our own sentiments. Babies over fifty 
interest us enormously. 

The power o£ the’ Press again ! T]ie 


tress, we give our vote in favour of tho 
former. 

In pursuance of a I'ecent decision of 
the Paris Municipal Council, we read, 
a new branch of the police, called the 


T\ '7 nr '1 - -o*™. w uovTf MioiiAuu ut wic uouce, caueu Tine 

Daily Mail, which looks upon its Criminal Brigade, has been organised 
reputation for modesty as one of its The name is not a particularly happy 
most precious possessions, does not like; one, unless we are to understand that 


about “ His Master’s Yoice ” ? 
Gan it be Mr. Redmond’s ? 

Mrs. Pevrsall Walker, of 
^ New York, who died there re- 
, cently, has. The Ej'press informs 
■ us, left an annuity of £300 to her 
‘ donkey, Sunny Jim. The report 
; that the fortunate legatee will 
I shortly be seen driving about in 
' a carriage drawn by a pair of 
mokes is a heartless invention. 

A lady’s liat was set. on fire 
one day last week in the City, 
apparently by a match thrown 
from the top of an omnibus, 
and completely destroyed. Some 
idea of the vastness of tho struc- 
ture may be gathered from a 
I'eport to the effect that the fire 
raged for some little time in the 
north end of her head-gear before 
the lady was aware that any- 
thing was amiss, 

Xtara Avis. 

“A piuc-iiiartcii Los just been shot in 
Carnarvonshiiy, vhiok is a great pity, 
because Ihe bii-d is extinct in the king, 
dom cxeeiit in the i-eiiiotcr parts of \Yales 
and the Lake District.” 

. j IFeiki’ii 

^ This bird became extinct through 

boredom at lieing continually mistaken 
for a pole-cat. 

The New Pronunciation. 

“ Oh, please,” exclaimed Miss Minima. 
“ Put on my newest pinny, Ma, 

And take me to the Cinema! ” 

“Swiss BATTLE.smr.‘’ 

Ih'idlUc in ‘SVf/M/Zi Ch'tia Mut'dtmj Vos*,'* 

You should see it guarding the entrance 
to the Lake of Lucerne, which is now 
closed to international navigation. 

/ Ihb first ball was such a rank delivery that 
Willi id Payton IGcev^isc made a clean cut that 
urged the crimsou rambler up against the hilws- 
trade.”— JAijit’AcsA’i* (Jhi'onich, 

. Mr. F, B. Wilson must console him- 
[self with the thought that all great 
wits liave their imitators. 
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BONES OF CONTENTION. 

Ko. IV. 

I ^YAs really pleased when my wife 
decided to write a novel, not because 
I had any reason to entertain a very 
deep regard for her literary abilitie^ 
but because it has always seemed to 
me that the practice of novel-writing 
should be reserved for the fair sex as 
a safe and suitable outlet for the flights 
of imagination to which they are un- 
deniably prone. 

I listened to the first two chaptei*s 
wearing an expression, practised before 
the glass, of melancholy but affable 
sobriet}’ which I calculated w^ould be 
most acceptable to my wife; but as 
she 2^1'oceeded I began, to my groat 
astonishment, to experience a sense of 
indefinable disquiet. It was not till 
we were in the middle of chapter iii. 
that enlightenment pierced through my 
uneasy placidity and 1 wider Btooch As 
slie read, in fact, a sudden picture 
flashed across my' mind of a little boy' 
in a sailor suit wrenching his hand 
from his nurse .and dashing across the 
road to disport himself in the delicious 
feathery spray of a passing water-cart. 
To understand the true relevancy' of 
this it must first be explained that the 
little boy was myself, and, secondly, 
that this escapade was only one of 
.many which my nurse' utilised as the 
Ijasis of romances lurid and alarming 
inic^racteri . Thus almost every night 
my* nurse would tell me of the doings 
df another little boy, of the awful 
judgnaents that befell liim and of the 
indescribably evil workings of his .mind. 
True, this little boy bore a differjent 
name from mine, he even wore kilts 
instead- of sailor suits ; but I knew — 
and, knowing, my tongue was tied. To 
defend the actions .or even the motives 


that he had black curls and wore a red 
tie ; but, oh, in other respects, with , 
wiiat savagery did the fellow pursue, 
his distorted mimicry of me ! My wife 
laid down chapter iii. wdtli a sigh and ! 
gave me a searching glance. 

“ Well, dear? ” she said. 

I cleared my throat. , 

“The psycholog}' is remarkable,” I' 
suggested. j 

“ Of the wife or the husband, do you 
mean ? ” inquired my wife sweetly. | 
“The husband hasn't got any/’ I' 
said. 

“ Oh, yes, he lias.” She gave a 
peculiar little smile. “He’s very 
human really, you know.” 

“Then perhaps you’ve exaggerated 
him a little,” I ventured. 

“I don’t think so,” said my wife 
sadly ; “ I ’m afraid not. He was quite 
a good fellow, you know, but he just 
didn’t undei-stand.” 

“ Well, it was rather a tough job for 
him to understand that woman,” I 
observed aggressively. 

“He certainly found it so,” agree^l 
my wife; “that was just the trouble.” ‘ 
“ For instance,” I proceeded, “ if she 
had explained to Hector that she had 
invited her mother and sister to stay 
purely wdth the object of giving him 
pleasure I don’t believe that terrible 
scene would ever have occurred.” 

“When one does a thoughtful and 
unselfish action,” returned my wife 
reproachfully, “ one doesn’t want to go 
and spoil it by explaining how thought- 
ful and unselfish it was.” 

That was rather a poser. “Well 
then,” I pursued, “when she tidied 
up his papers she never let him know 
that she had stayed at home to do 
it, instead of keeping a most delightful 
engagement, solely because she thought 
he would be too tired to do it himself 


Vix 1 V ; „ - ■ ^ lie woma oe too mrea 

of the killed fellow was to let the cap , when he came, borne. Hector ’was 

® he simply 


praved little mind. Never shall I forget 
they sense pf impotent miseiy with 
which these romances inspired me, and 
now gradually, in chapter iii., it was 
being borne in upon me that those same 
youthful sensations were reproducing 
themselves in my manly breast. 

My wife’s novel, entitled, “Just a 
Wife.” pivoted, as might be expected, 
round a lady of that vocation, and 


thought that she had been suffering 
from a tidying-up mood and bad been 
officious.” 

My wife eyed me suspiciously. 

“You plead his cause very well,” 
she said coldly. 

I pulled myself together. Very 
narrowly bad I missed fitting on the 
cap! 

Of course I've no psitienco with 


\ j j ^ iT Z woawuu, ttiiu- "ux course i ve no 

^Poa.the sufferings and trials ' the fellow,” I protested. *“ Great cum- 
the hands of bersome unimaginative lout! but still 
L I'lisband was, ! I think you have a little bit neglected 

^ the novelist was at pains to assure ‘ to give his point of view.” 
the inei-edulous reader, at heart an' “ I have tried to dve tlie iiimresqinn 

j"®* ® oreatiirpof instinct,” 

the sul^e and essential qualities which ' explained my wife 

tiSSwte l>im to appre^te j « So of coiu-se he hadn't got a ijoint 

machinery of (I quote) his of view ? " said I. ^ 

.wfe afiftdy-poised, sensitive mentality, 
that his name was Hector, 


Suddenly my wife rose to her feet. 

“ I ’ve just had an idea for the out- 
line of chapter iv.,” she said. ‘.‘I 
tiiink I ’ll go and note it down.” 

Left to myself, I drew up a chair to 
the fire and lighted a cigarette. For 
several moments I had been conscious 
that right at the back of my mind lay 
something — a vague recollection, an 
experience, a pigeon-holed discovery, 
I knew not what, that it was essential 
I should straightway lay my hands 
upon. Slowly, beautifully, the smoke 
eluded up and hung in a little haze 
before my eyes. Somehow^ I ^nvst find 
that elusive thing. 

All! What w'as that little boy in 
a sailor suit saying to his nurse ? “ If 
you tell me a story, Nannie, I ’m going 
to tell you one, too.” And the story ? 
It told of a nurse wlio spoke crossly to 
little boys for no reason, who did up 
buttons that were too tight for them, 
who put soap in their eyes out of pure 
cussedhess, who scratched them with 
needles that slie wore in her apron. 
These and a thousand other instances 
of inhumanity went to furnish the 
stories, which that little boy had 
eventually bit upon as the only pos- 
sible device 'for.self-defence and retalia- 
tion. i had found what I wanted. 

I crpssed to my writing-table and 
drew a sheet of foolscap before me. 
To-morrow I shall read to 'my wife 
the first chapter of my novel, entitled, 

“ J list a Husband.” > .i. 


“ Not exactly one tliat would lend 
itself to analysis.” 


Our Immortals. 

“TJi© annivox^ij banquet nf tlie Koval 
Academy of Ait-s was held on Saturday even- 
ing at Burlington House. Sir Edward Poynter, 
P.K. A., presided, and there assembled the 
same brilliant and distinguished company of 
the leading meu in ' diplomacy, iiolitics, ait, 
science and litei'ature, in the learned professions 
and the i>rofession8 of anus, that has always 
been gatliei-ed together oirthe occasion. ” 

Timen, 

Yes, but we could not help noticing 
with regret that the Iron Duke, Lord 
Stratford de Eedcliffe, Lord Pal- 
merston, and Mr. Thomas Carlyle 
showed distinct signs of advancing age, 
and in consequence did not appear in 
the toast list. 

An All-round .Trier. 

Prom an advertisement, in 
Aires Standard, of an English prepara- 
tory school we cull the following 

“Head hfaster, Rev. — late assistant and 
house master at Dulwich College, and all the 
public schools of England. ” 

“To those who hiovr wluit a cut-out is the 
term January, 1911 , was 19 , 989 .”— 

We are one of those who didn’t know 
\yhat a cut-out was, but we certainly 
thought that there was more in it thdu 
that. 


PUNCH, OB THE LONDON OHABIYAKI.— Mav l.'J, 1912. 


WM 


f'A V; '■ 








^VV'V' 




^\\Ni 








.0 








////{■ 






> ■■ 






yf'-' 


h^''> 




fiU 




/J 




V:l:iifJ-y. 


W 'f r 


m 


M: 


/.>: 


%iy 




tel 






m 


HOME EXILE FOE SCOTLAND : A FOEECAST. 

Feme Ministeb (to Cahclmia “stern and mid"). “IT’S TBTJE I PEOMISBD YOU I WOULDN’T 
LET THE GEASS GEOW UNDEE MY FEET; BUT— WELIi, YOU KNOW WHAT GEASS 18 .” 

the dmauded Home Kiile for Scotland Mr. A^-iViTif gave asonmnee that he ‘= would not let 
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COMING CONTESTS. 

^ M. MAETERLI^"CK’s decision to meet 
Oarpentier in the ring and box a few 
rounds with him for tljo benefit of a 
French chauitj' has caused unbounded 
excitement among our lively neighbours. 

As it is only a few years ago that the 
Belgian Shakspeare (as he was once 
wittily, called) was describing boxing as 
a brutalising sport, the voltc-faco lends 
additional interest to the encounter. 

W hatever the result of the engage- 
ment— and Oarpentier is no novTc^ 
one thing is certain, and that is that the 
author of L'Oiseati- Blm will record his 
impressions in an essay to be entitled 
L*(EiLNoir, the proceeds of the sale of 
which arc to go to the same charit}*. 

Promoters of benevolent enterprises 
in England have not been slow to take 
the hint, and some piquant contests in » 
the realm of sport, between intellect on • 
tlie one side and brains on the other, 
are promised. 

Interviewed last evening at Lord's, 
Ml*. Babbie said that it w'as perfectly 
trae that he is meeting Hirst in a 
single- wicket match in aid of the funds 
of the Society for Naming Bo 3 "-Babies 
Peter. He had no doubt that even 
if -.he did not win he ^should make a 
good fight of it. Ho had a slow ball 
which sometimes never reached the 
uucket at all, that would, he fell; con- 
fident, pujszle Hirst not a little, and 
should, at any rate, keep clown the 
runs. About his own batting he felt 
less sure; but cricket, he had noticed, 
was full of uncertainty— he might even 
say glorious uncertainty— and, well, the 
issue would show. 

We found Mr. W. B. Yeats in a 
Turkish Bath in the West End, reduc- 
ing his weight for his great race at 
Newmarket with Frank W'ootton in 
aid of the funds of the Society for Pro- 
viding Halting Verses with Artificial 
Feet. Mr. Yeats is to ride the Irish 
crack “Hornet’s Beauty,*’ while Woot- 
TON will be on “Long Set.” When we 
add that Mr. Yeats is taking lessons at 
a riding school, and that the race is run 
on the IStli instant, we can but increase 
the anticipations of the public who are . 
certain to be there in great numbers ! 
not only for the fun of the thing but to ' 
support so admirable a'cause. 

■ Mr. Galsworthy, whose skill with 
fire-arms of all sorts is notorious, has 
accepted a challenge from Mr. Walter 
WiNANs to compete in an exhibition 
contest, the proceeds of which are to 

devoted to endowing a Browning 
Scholarship at Buskin Collie. Inter- 
viewed on Saturday at li:s bungalow^ at 
Silver Boxmoor, Mr. Galsworthy saicl 
that he awaited tlie result with perfect 
and patrician calm. He was confident 
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A I-AECK QrASTITV OF Ft.OWKIls FlIOM YOU AT.XT 
UJ5LK, iOK MV DACGRTEltS COMING-OUT." 

“Yes, Mum. You shall ^\VK the very rest tor. *er, tore rear 

UOT WERE SHE PIT IN POE?" * 


of hitting somebody. The w*eapons 
chosen are of course Browning pistols, 
and Mr. Belloc has undertaken to act 
as judge. 

j In order to raise funds for the benefit 
of distiessed German bandsmen thrown 
;Out of work by the operation of the 
super- tax and the popularity' of the 
gramophone, Mr. Chesterton has 
undertaken to play an exhibition match 
of tennis at Prince's wdth Covey, the 
new champion. As Mr. Chesterton 
has never been in a court before, his 
antagonist is to concede 40 in each 
game and to be further handicapped 
By playing blindfold in a hobble-skirt, 


with a ginger -beer bottle in place 
of the usual racket. Tickets for the 
Chesterton - Tovey match, pi'ice a 
guinea each, can be obtained at all the 
I libraries. 

; In this context we may note that 
jLord Avebury has issued'a challenge 
;to M. Maeterlinck, in which he 
I backs liis own bee, Melissa I., to buzz 
j against any belonging to the Belgian 
apicuUiirist, any honey* - gathering 
j hynienopterous insect of the genus 
j Allis to be eligible. . It is proposed that 
jthe contest should take place at the 
'Hummums, the stakes to be held by 
the Begum of Bhopal, 



366 


PUNCH, OR THE LOND(jN CHARIVARI. 


[Mat 15, 1912, 


THE NATIONAL GAME PRESERVATION ACT. 

At the Ceutral Criminal Court yesterday, before Mr. 
Justice C. B. Fry and a special jury of writers on cricket, 
Bbnest Babbt, the champion scuDer of 'Rnglnn.j; sm-. 
rendered to take his trial on an indictment eh^ging him 


JSis Lovdshi]), Not even a bail ? 

Witness. No, my Lord, nothing. 

The Prisoner. It wasn’t likely he ’d find anything on me 
considering he took me in shorts and a zephyr. 

His Lordship advised the prisoner not to interrupt. lie 
was defended by very able counsel and would have an 


under the new Act, with “that ho bein*^ a British subleet of ! f very able counsel and would have an 

full age was found at large with no audfble means of eiicket? ! box if tso dike?”® statement in the witness- 

Society for the Enforcement of of ^ L.B.W. test produced no result at all, the prisoner 

ceedings and seemed totaUy unaware of the gi-avity of\is whSlf thf the length of pitch on 

position, pleaded not guiltv ^ ^ Np-BaU_ test was applied. He could not swoar 

In his opening speech Mr . 

' ' ■ “ Eis Lordship. For the pur- 


Lacey explained to the jury the 
provisions of the Act. It was 
laid down in Clause xxv,, which 
was the operative clause, that 
every British subject of full age 
shall either (1) play in a cricket- 
match at least once a week, or 
(2), as an alternative, spend at 
least three hours of every week- 
day in conversing rationally 
about the game of cricket. The 
word “rationally” might per- 
haps in some cases be apt to 
raise a difSiculty, which would 
have to be solved by the evi- 
dence o£ experts. In this case, 
however, that point did not 
arise, as he should be able to 
prove that the prisoner had 
never conversed about cricket 
at all; nor had he ever played 
in any match, though he had 
plenty of opportunities for so 
doing. No doubt he would 
urge that he was ignorant of 
the law. 

Eis Lordship.- Ignorance of 
the law is no excuse. 

Mr. Lacev said that was so. 
Mr. Bourne. My learaed friend 
must noktEnticipate what I may 

be gomg to say in defence. Let 

■!/* , » . 



poses of the Act the length is 
immatenal. The delivery is the 
only thing that matters. 

Several otlier witnesses gave 
evidence that the prisoner con- 
fined lus conversation to scul- 
ling and had never been beard 
to say a word about cricket. - 
Mr. Bourne, for the defence, 
said the prisoner’s circumstances 
must be taken into account. He 
was a professional sculler, and 
bad lived during the greater 
part of his life^ in close prox- 
imity to a navigable river not 
primarily adapted to the pur- 
poses of cricket. Yet he had 
on more than one occasion dis- 
played some anxiety as to the 
result of the Australian tour, 
j He had twice shaken hands 
; with Brearley, and had once 
I met IrejMonger at a smoking 
j concert.. He earnestly appealed 
; to the jury to weigh the matter 
j dispassionately and not to let 
j their feelings, as cricketers run 
‘ away with them. 

The prisoner went into the 
[ box and bore out the state- 

V — . J JMonts of his counsel. In cross- 

him confine himself to his own speech. rhe Wv . u he admitted that 

.,,Mr. L(K(iy I am not here to take lessons from anyone !one7hId r^)fi W- P°PP'“|:°«ase, and had only 
as to tlie conduct of my 0180 . ^ 'S St L « think ho 

--His Loi-dship begged counsel to restrain themselves ' which Sdn-fWc^i?T wanted to. 

These i-eoriminations served no good purpose. ■ I test triangular 

His Lordship’s remark was meeted wth applause from ^ they were a good thing. 

a toot of watermen assembled ft the back of the court. ! in^ctedS&ne of *^® had been 

Ets Lnr/lshjn TViic ; i. . n. . a v- . , luoicuea Under one of the most important and benefi<»<^nf 


CIVSS UP CLOCKS .ISD WAIClIKfJ WITH 
OTHEH 110nEH.V AMOCITIXS SUCH AS HATS, SOCKS TTh’ BOOM 
ItoLlXO USWELI., HE TIUES HB PULSE BY SU^DUL HA^ 

AL^V COUXIED UP TO 1198, BUT THE SMfr 

THE sex WEXT BEmXD A CLOUD AS SOOS AS HE GOT TO 45. 


EisLonhhip. This court is 7t a thTtre" 
again I wiu have the court cleared 

*• 7*“®®®.®®“®^ was P.C. Skorer. wimess said 
W ifcr *^® ^®“t to Putney on the 

He aiTested the prisoner at 5 p.m. as 
7^P“8 his sculling boat. He told him 

what the charge was and warned him that anything he 
smd might to used as evidence against him. Pi’isoner said 
M M of toing they ’d got to put up with he’d 

■ ®®.'w®®“’t going to waste three hours 
adaymtalkmgaboutcrickBt. He’d got other thingrto 
theu him to the Marylebone Police 
Stafaon and searched hun. Nothing was found on him. 


If that occurs 

I wjr oiio jjegisiaiiure. Wii 

wlyf-SS.E'MSs 

Co^t to show that the prisoner had done either. 
wJfWnM His Lordship's- address the jury 

^ of guilty. ^ 

his^JaSS f?"®®®“g the prisoner, said that it was 
^ter ^ ^ to impose such a sentence as would 
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THE BEST TEST. 


One of^ the papers has been printiri; 
an analysis of the visits of distinguisheu 
persons to that play in which a crafty 
little Scotch body pulls strings. Ac- 
cording to this, the Pmme Minister 
has been five times, the First Lord 
OP THE AmiiBALTr six times, Lord 
OuRzoN five times, the Chancellor 
OP THE Exchequer four times, Mr. 
Balpour four times and Mr. Eedmond 
(who is himself not wholly ignorant of 
the art of string-pulling) twice. One 
lady unnamed goes to the play once 
a week, and a suburban clergyman has 
been six - and - twenty times. These 
figures speak well j but there are more 
eloquent signs of popularity still. Let 
me tell you. 

A few weeks ago I was visiting a 
house where pet animals are numer- 
ous and choice. In the course of 
breakfast I was suddenly aware of a 
soft and comfortable weight on my 
shoulders ; and behold, a grey Persian 
cat had^ leaped from the ground to 
that position, and was ahready tickling 
my cheek with her whiskers, I am 
the last person on earth to resent such 
a compliment ; but my hostess had 
fears that I might not be, for she was 
full of apologies for Bunty's audacity 
and begged me to put her down. 

^A few days later, having tea in a 
Kensington house, I was most prettily 
and coaxingly approached by another 
cat, who wanted attention, and again 
ray hostess implored Bunty not to 
be such a nuisance. And then this 
morning it was my privilege to be in 
practically at the birth of a litter of 
kittens in the country, one of w^hich was 
at once appropriated by the youngest 
daughter of the house and, regard- 
less of sex, christened Bunty out of 
hand. 

And when you come to think of it, 
you whose privilege it has been to 
watch a kitten with a ball of wool or a 
cotton reel, there could not be a better 
name. What I am now wondering 
is, how many Bunty oats England 
boasts at this moment ? 


Hffaxmers for 2Ien. 

From The Unknown Steersman by 
Irene Burns : — 

‘‘Captain S. was exactly like a thousand 
I others of his rank. ... He was followed by a 
fox teiTier with ton eai-s. He Hoked Eva’s 
[ l^nd and flung himself on the boards at her 
I side. 

“The Eastern Bengal State Railway Govern- 
! meat Police Force is shortly to he strengthened 
by the addition of 200 constables for catching 
\ the passenger trains.”— itefl! Hemld, ' 

I The daily bag ought to be largely 
increased. 





FASHIONS FOB FIGHTEBS. 


“ The Home Eule Fight: Why Kid 
Gloves?'* asked the poster of The 
Pall Mall Gazette last Friday, Not 
a moment too soon has the question 
of the con'eot fashions for the great 
struggle been raised, and we hope our 
contempomry will not be content with 
the investigation of this single detail. 

If the flower of our young men are 
to be persuaded to join those who ^11 
set sail from Liverpool sooner or later, 
it is of the utmost importance that 
they should be well informed on this 
vital matter of fashions. If puttees 
are the correct thing, no man wants to 
wear pale-blue socks. The bravest of 
us has his feelings; we do not wish to 
appear ridiculous. 

There are problems of the kind 
already agitating the minds of intend- 
ing combatants, to our personal 
knowledge. Are black boots ever worn 
with khaki ? Do spurs serve any 


purpose if there is no horse ? Does a 
horse serve any purpose if there are no 
spurn? Would it be in order for the 
^arer of a rifle to carry a sword also ? 
How about spats ? 

We do hope The Pall Mall will 
gather all the information it can for us. 
It is surely due to such as are about to 
fling themselves into a sanguinary con- 
flict that they should be well advised 
beforehand of all the essentials of 
correct appearance. 

“A HotjusIow antlmicticau who took tlic I 
trouble at church to total up tlie nmabei's of the 
hymns on the notice boaifl hoiizontally, verti- 
cally, and dia^iially, found that the sum each 
way was 700. '—JEcmiiig JS^cios. 

The sermon must have been rather dull. 

“Mr. R, H. Dillon, a brother of Mr. E. W. 
Dillon, the Kent cricketer, did the seventeenth 
hole on the Sundridge Park golf course. - The 
length of the hole is 128 yards.” — State&mmi. 

At last ! Now he can retire. 
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THE HERALD OF SUMMER. 

Miss Middleton has a garden of 
■which she is very proud. Miss Middle- 
ton’s father says it belongs to him, and 
this idea is fostered to the extent that 
he is allowed to pay for the seeds and 
cuttings and things. He is also en- 
couraged to order the’ men about. But 
I always think of it as Miss Middleton’s 
garden, particularly when the afternoons 
are hot and I see nothing but grimy 
bricks out of my window. She knows 
all the flowers by name, which seems 
to me rather remarkable. 

** I have come,” I announced, feeling 
that some excuse was necessary, “to 
see the lobretias ; don’t say that they 
are out. I mean, of course, do say that 
they are out.” 

But I don’t think we have any,” 
she said in surprise. “I’ve never 
heard of them. What are they like ? ” 

“ They ’re just the ordinary sort of i 
flower that people point to and say, i 
'That’s a nice lobretia.’ Dash it, i 
you’ve got a garden, you ought to 
know.” ^ 

*‘I am afraid,” smiled Miss Middle- ' 

ton, “that there isn’t such a flower 

not yet. Perhaps somebody will invent i 
it now they We got the name.” ] 

“-Then I suppose I must go back to , 
London, I said, getting up. “ Bother.” ) 
“Stay and inspect the meter,” 
pkaded Miss Middleton. “Or ask 
Bather for a subscription for the band. ] 
Surely you can think of so7?ie excuse i 
for being here.” ^ 

will stay,” I said, sitting down j 
again, “and talk to you. Between our- ^ 
selves, it is one of the reasons why I $ 
came. I thought you might like to 
hear all the latest news. Er — ^we’ve s 
started strawberries in London.” 

Miss Middleton sighed and shook r 
her head. ^ 

“ But not hMe,” she said. « 

“ I was afraid not, but I thought I 'd t 
re^d you in case. Well, after all, m 
what are strawberries? Let’s talk 
about something else. Do you know h 
that this is going to be the greatest li 
season of hwtory ? I ’ye got a free pass h 
to the Earl’s Court Exhibition, so I 
shall be right in the. thick of it.” v 

“Oh, I thought last season was the 
great one,” „ 

“It was spoilt by the Coronation, !< 
the papers say. You remember how ci 

busy we wore at the Abbey; we hadn’t tl 

tune for anything else.” • o 

"What else- do the papers say? I *' 
seem to have missed them lately. I ’ye n 
nad a thousand things to do,” - it 

“W^, the Sardine Defence League tl 
to just bem formed. I think of Mt- sc 
tog up for It. I suppose you hayo to es 

swearto do one kmd action toasardme hi 


every day. Let ’s both join, and then we 
shall probably get a lot of invitations.” 
“ “Do they have a tent at the Eton and 

0- Harrow match?” asked Miss Middle- 
ton anxiously. 

^ inquii-e. I wonder if there 

IS a vice-presidency vacant. I should 
think a vice-president of the Sardine 
[ti Defence League could go anywhere.” 
s “ V.P.S.D.L.,” said Miss Middleton 
LS thoughtfully. “ It would look splendid, 
y I must remember to send you a postcard 
s to-morrow.” 

s Tea came, and I put my deck-chair 
one rung up to meet it. It is difScult 
3 in a horizontal position to drink with- 

0 out spilling anything, and it looks so 
7 bad to go about covered witJi tea,. 

t “This is very joUy.” I said. “Do 
^ you know that my view during work- 
ing hours consists of two broken win- 
dows and fifty square feet of brick? 
It ’s not enough. It ’s not what I call 
t a vista. On fine days I have to go 

1 outside to see whether the sun is 
» shining.” 

> “You oughtn’t to want to lookout 
of the window when you *re working 

■ You ’ll never be a Mayor.” 

“ Well, it all makes me appreciate 
i the country properly. I wish I knew 
more about gardens. Tell me all ■ 

> about yours. When are the raspberries 
ripe? ” 

“ Not till June.” j 

: was afraid you’d say that. May j 

I come down and see your garden in ’ 
' June — one day when I ’m not at Earl's < 
Cowt ? You can give all the gardeners 1 
a holiday that day. I hate to be 
watched when I ’m looking at flowers f 
and things.” 

0 ^ raspberries as 

all that? Why didn’t I know?” j- 
"I’m not a bit mad about them, t 
really, but they 're a symbol of Summer. 
On a sloshy day in November, as I « 
grope my way through the fog, I sav 
to myself, ‘Courage, the raspberries . 
wxll soon be ripe.' ” r a 

“But that means that summer is n 
tolf over. The cuckoo is what I’m « 
hstenmg for all through November. I ® 
heard it in April this year.” 

I looM round to see that nobodv ’ 
was withm earshot. 

"‘I hav^’t heard it yet,” I confessed. « 
‘Bwasnt reaUy so much to see the 
lobretias as to hear the cuckoo that I 
came to have tea with you. I feel just » 
the same about it; it’s the beginnins S 

^ to “yself, ^ 

toss Middleton may not have a first- 
rate show of lobretias, because possibly 
It 18 an unfavourable soil for them, or fe 
they may not fit in i^ith the colour 
scheme; but she does know' what- is 
Msentaal to a proper garden, and she ’ll y< 
have a cuckoo, ” ^ 
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.“Yes, we do ourselves very well,” 

. said Miss Middleton confidently, 
id “ Well, I didn’t like to say anything 
8- about it before, because I thought it 
might make you nervous,, and so I ’ve ; 
"6 been talking of other things. But now 
d that the secret is out I may say that 
le I am quite ready.” I stopped and 
listened intently with my head on one 
Q side. 

b There was an appalling silence, 
d “ I don’t seem to hear it,” I said at 
last. 

f iiaven’t heard it here yet,” 

t Miss Middleton protested. “ It was in 

- Hampshire. The cuckoos here are 
^ always a, hit late. You see, our garden 

takes a little finding. It isn’t so well 
) known in — in Africa, or wherever they 

- came from— as Hampshire.” 

■ “ Yes, but >^eii I *ve come down 

’ specially to hear it ” 

^ Middleton 

> suddenly, and looked very innocent. 

* ” There, that was the nightingale, 

but it’s the cuckoo I really want to 
t hear,” 

‘ T .n ?• ^^0 

I 11 listen to you while you tell me who 
J pu think ought to play for Englaud. 

I I can’t make it more summery for j^ou 
L than that. Unless roses are any good ? ” 

‘ “No, don't bother,” I said in some 
disappointment; “you’ve done your 
best. We can’t all have cuckoos any 
more than we can all have lobretias. 

I must come again in August, when 
one of the pioneers may have struggled 

here. Of course in Hampshire ” 

“ C^fccfe-oo,” said somebody from the 
apple-tree. 

“ There ! ” cried Miss Middleton. ^ 
“That’s much better,” I said. “Now 
make it come from the laburnum. Lieu- 
tenant.” 

« ' ’’ 

At least only the first time.” 

“ Guelc~oo,” said somebody from the 
apple-tree again. 

There was no doubt about it. I let 
my deck-chair down a rung and pre- 
pared to welcome the summer. 

“ Now,” I said, “ we ’re off.” 

' A. A. M. 

I Brom a foot-note to an Isle of Wight 

time-table : — ® 

“0. Saturdavs onlv. 

D. a.m.” ^ 

As ye have often said ourselves on a 
Eriday afternoon. 


Wlute and black cigarettes, with diamond 
elasp are very universal, and are often upstand- 
ing en vonronne round a chignon, ” 

^ ' G(dcv,iAa, Journal. 

It is pleasant at a dance to know that 
you can always touch your partner for 
a white cigarette. 


t//s 
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1 ICILKES HAS SUGGESTED THE ABOVE HTTMAVl- 
' “t rr- lAttlAK TBEATMEET OE HIS MODELS. 
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AeTER THE AKGELVS. 


1*4^ 


Extract erom a tailor’s 
lis:e or Eashioxs for Men; 
‘■We depict here a smart 

LOUJfGE SUIT THAT IS BOUND 
TO BE MUCH IN EVIDENCE 
DURING THE COMING SUMMER. 

Only one button is neces- 
sary, THUS ALLOWING A LONG 
PLEASING ROLL TO THE LAPEL. 
A NO-COLLAR WAISTCOAT IS 
USUAL, AND THE HERALDIC 

emblems obviate any ten- 
dency TO PLAINNESS,” ETC. 


New dance at the Palladrome, 
“The Lure of the North,” 


ON sTRn"^ ^ artist colony. The model goes 




‘Sofas are all very well, but they might hate mkv Trrx. nj... • 

tioned vs in the catalogue!’* ' 




m 


'ii 




The Vrlane Shjp^Wollc&r, “Boor polish ? 
UPSTAIRS, Madam ; second plooe.” 








S C.«’T TOU riJs-D TOUU M^'IIERr 

^ I M ALt, EIOUT. TttB MaTEE’s OOEOIKO IS THE KEXT EOOM.” 


« I I 

• In this warm caravanserai, 0 Thomas, 

™ght suppose there was no factious jar, 
iou might think murder very distant from us; 

Hut that is not so : sitting whei*e we are, 
Here in this England, not in far-off Fiji, 

Or Patagonia or Yucatan, 

Although your comrade is King Geouge's liege, 
Trembles : there is a waiter there— Luigi ; 
Thomas, I fear that man. 

I dare not ask myself what waves of passion 
Are surging now in that dark Southern soul; 
He bites his lips, you see, his face is ashen, 
Look at the way he blends that salad-bowl, 
His IS a wild, wild mood ; he scarcaly smothers 
His meaning as he carves the chicken’s limb ; 
He does not joke nor smile among his brothers,' 
Am why ? Because he knows I am another’s. 
Who. once belonged to him, 

Le is not .what I call a model waiter, 

As some Italians are; he seldom brought 

^ rru ^^^11 ^ served me later 

Ti^n all men else ; he had an air distraught. 

I ** Italian,” but observe his eyebrows ; 

Not from the plain of Lombardy he comes, 
But Sicily, whep brigands (deepest dye) browse, 
land of dreadful tribe-rows * 
Watch him remove those crumbs. 


VENDETTA. 

I stood it patiently. I am a Briton, 

to he hoodwinked by his kind, 

^ mi*' ” — words in water written, 
The ‘[Coming in a minute,” vain as wind ; 

But one day (for I do not wear the myrtle, 
i o T hay-leaf crown, to be a henchman’s dupe). 

I fat wild rage within me hiss and hurtle, 

brought mock-turtle 
When I said ox-tail soup. 

■ I said no word : I'did not chide the sinner. 

But oh, a bitter smile was on my lip, 

So far as one edn smile when eating dinner * 

I finisbel and I paid the usual tip. 

Bat on the next night— you have known unstable 
• Members of Parliament secede or rat, 
lou know what clamour was aroused, what BabeL- 
When I went in and chose a different table 
Tom, it was just like that. ’ 

And still he glares upon his hated rival, 

And stul he glooms at me and hugs his wron" • 

X marvel every mom at my survival ; ° * 

I do not think such luck can last for lon^ • 
bo if to-night be cries, » False faith and Punic » ” 
And, too forgetful of our alien laws 
Plunges a bread-knife in Antonio’s tunic, 

Or puts some prussic acid in my Munich, 
know the cause. Evoe, 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. ^^^^enby- handed in written answers which were 

(Exteacted FROM THE Diary or Toby. M.P.) ^riTn^™ • „ . . circulated with Votes. 

Some of Comnions, Monday ethMaii facts cited- but h ^ *■ object of a question were 

-lor first time since PnijiiEB ttevsSvEJScf iuformation this procedure 

businesslike speech brought in Home favour ^^tlia Bill ^'^ccd better, j 

Rule Bill, debate has attained fiery loS^stllSf smcethe process saves timeand presents 

heat. It was Oampbelb whrLrSd eovlmin^ iSll’l ? answer in more convenient and^reliable 
the speU-JAiiES Hbbuy, college of ® Shfr mS . At Washington, legislative busi- 

St Ki. 

cited the sense of smell in iSScS utter^ "Otherwise,” he bitterly said, “it is 

tion of another nationahty. bST he mononolv’cf n 1 easy for a Minister to avoid 

was bom in Dublin. ^ m-oehHm Members supplementary questions being asked." 

Speech mainly retrospective in char- Fonfa^n J W Questions 

aoter with some acrid bits of biography of Ireland flrfl\?Tn™V "waste 
Sebly has been so iong a tfwTof Lc^riiTof irkbi “ ° yaluable time in PubUc Offiles pre- 
strength with Liberal Mmisti-ies thS X tb» i 1 1 , <. ^ Ministers to read, 

HousI is apt to forget ^ ®'’'® contemptuous Cablylb used 

to call simulacra: 
They are mere jumping- 
^ off boards, prelimi- 
^ naries to effort to show 
how smart a person is 
^ tlie catechiser, how 
^ ignorant and iniquitous 
the Minister. 

^ The Mad Hattbb, 
increasingly disposed 
to take charge of affairs 

> Home and Foreign, 

> turned aside from as- 
sisting Edward Grey 
in^ vindicating British 
Minister at Washing- 
ton, to point out that, 

" Question hour exhaust- 
ed, there still remained 
on Paper forty inter- 

Rule proposals. Where- - v-- .... rogations unanswered, 

upon the platform WELL-EQUIPPED SWOEDSMK Could the forty, emerg- 

gave way, and enthu- Attorney-Genebal and Rt, Hon. James Henry Campbell. ®P®8ik, from 

Rastic but anonymous supporter of well-equinned swordsmen trinTYiT^La.Tif.Txrr a™ ;r, « 


House is apt to foi^et between two | are what contemptuous Cablyde usee 

that, like Winston, ho 
entered political arena 
from opposite gate. 

Campbell related how, 
having found salvation, 
the Under- Secretary 
FOR War avowed him- 
self at Liverpool a con- 
vinced Home Huler. 

Straightway the 
startled electric light * 
went out. Rest of pro- 
ceedings conducted in \i 
darkness. Later, ap - 
pearing at Newry, 

Seely declared on be- 
half of His Majesty’s 
Government that they 
are prepared to stand 
or fall by their Home 

Eule proposals. Where- . ^ ^ i . rogations unanswered, 

upon the platform WELL-EQUIPPED SWORDSHENT. Could the forty, emerg- 

gave way, and enthu- Attorney-Geneeal and Rt, Hon. James Henry Campbell. ®P®8ik, from 

HomR Eult weU-equipped swordsmen triumphantly (down in a body^Ld^^We^cW^s^^l^ 

^convey the Cowselb best fur. long robe ’ are ineffective Parlia- ^ “ Yes,” said the IpeaLb. “I may 

that It was difficult to bmld a plat- Tuesday.-With the impetuosity of mentarv Questions *’ ^ 

V/ ^°^^*^®“-i“Mdle-aged youth WimiB Peel let Bm-st o!i grateful oheerm<» from both 

which “^®s. In tiis matter Spbakeb isnS 

m ^ ®® not been bartered for ! questions which day by day assail only counseUor He £ iSr Hp 

SseSr®®4hrr ® To tell thi truth, oat’s head mig^ht an he pleased. by^rOT^rtSg 

/®« “ S®me Rule long time in full view. Nevertheless tolormer practice ffi resTeot oS 
Sdt?e^S^niM2®TV^^“^®^®® have authoritative admis- plementary^ questions, deW House 

Sion of its presence and its purpose. from burden^ equally intolerable and 
\ “ someamg un- Yesterday, consequent on cuLmary harmful. ^ ^ mroierarne and 

TotoS SASS’TTi^T Mimsteve of Business donc.-More hour-long 

SSf‘SS*‘Q^^^S*S^ W«e Wl mi.n.we^. Amng them lust epeeeh''i ewr miie m the Hoeil 
suee^ eXrfffid^ ^ t i ^“«*^c standmg m name of esteemed shall always rejoice that I have been 

emarged on what he described Member for Taunton. Appears he had permitted to express mv onnosition to 
intimidation, systematic given notice to Clerk at Table that he a measure dangerous ^ al^ to the 

m Ireland following day. interests of Irel4d and of England.” 

m Ireland for thirty years past. Qmck Chancbllob, unaware of this intention. Thus Haebt Chaplin, noblest Roman 




I of them all. His Parliamentary record 
goes back to a date few others touch, 
Thrcugh it all, right or wrong, he has 
been consistent A Protectionist before 
Tariff Eeform was quartered on the 
escutcheon of the Unionist party he 
has been uncompromising in opposition 
to Home Buie since in far-off days the 
word was ffrst spoken to scoffing House 
by Isaac Butt. To-night, as always, 
he preserved the old Parliamentary 
oratorical manner of which Dizzy was 
the most illustrious exponent. Pleasant 
to see his reception on both sides and 
I by all sections. Majoiity differ from 
his opinions ; all esteem the man. 
Towards 9 o'clock Benches filled 
I up. Chamber began to present ap- 
pearance portending historic 
division. Leades of Opposition ^ 
and PPvEiiiEH, winding up debate, ^ 
had between them maximum period 
of hour-and-a-half, about as much 
as^ less important. Members appro- 
priated ior their own speeches. 

Bonner in great form, kicking 
out ahint and afore to uproarious 
delight of his men, ' His picture of 
what would happen when the feder- 
ated system' is completed throughout 
the Empire — four or five Chancellors 
of the Exchequer entering for a 
donkey race, each trying to come in 
last — was a great hit. Quite in 
“the new style." Premier fpllowed, 
receiving ovation from his own side. 

Sat down with five minutes in hand 
before debate, must close. - Mason 
proposed to .occupy these with a 
few remarks whicn, if« carried over 
11 o’clock, would temporarily stump 
the Bill. Asquith promptly moved 
closure. Carried by a maioritv 
of 100. 

Th:s showed how. the land lay. 

I Ministerialists cheered uproariously. 
Climax came when on Second Divi- ^ 
I sion Walter Long’s motion for 
I rejection of measure was negatived by d 
372 votes against 171 ; majority 101. t- 
Thereupon crowd massed to right of o 
Speaker, and the solid wedge of Irish is 
Members rammed into Opposition li 
Camp opposite, leaped to their feet, n 
waving hats and handkerchiefs, madly 
cheering. q 

Business dom,—Jn House of record T 
numbers Second Beading' of Home tl 
Buie Bill carried with ro3^al salute of st 
. 101 guns. K( 
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NEW LEAGUES OF MERCY, 

A Fbekoh League for the Protection 
of Horses has hit upon an ingenious 
method of promoting the object nearest 
its heart. It has prepared a cigar to be 
used as a reward to cabmen who have 
been observed to treat tbeir animals 
well or to dispense with blinkers and 
bearing-rein. The cigar band bears a 
I humane legend, and when a cabman 
has acquired ten of them he will be 
presented with a pipe. 

This procedure may seem to he some- 
what roundabout, and to take too little 
account of the thoroughly merciless 
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Adve&tildoTU Arithmetic. 

10*3 a ^2-liaodiew ^ must first divide hie 
V? .«• * * • • This ludicrous practice of 

l>y advenatious arithmetie 

Has no standing in the history of golf.** 

It hasn’t. The 18-man whfSed 

m handicap by f, making it 24, would 
: iiave no standing anywhere. 


LETTING THE CAT OUT OF THE BAG. 

Mr, Willie Peel. 

diiveis, but it is sufficiently attractive 
to have already found its imitators in 
our own country. An early derivative 
IS the “ League of Courtesy," just estab- 
lished at Westminster, to which sol 
many members of the Liberal Party 
belong, and which has Mr. Lloyd 
George for its energetic president. 
The League has decided to put upon 
the market a Flor de Cuba of unusual 
strength, length and seductiveness, to 
be known as a Colombino. The band 
will bear the words, “The Eeward of 
Mealiness,” and whenever an Opposi- 
tion speaker interjects a conspicuously 
gentle comrnenfc or delivers a speech 
I notable for its sweet reasonableness, a 
Lib^l Member will cross the floor of 
the House and. present him with one 
of these nicotine guerdons. Bumour ' 
has it that Mr. Bonab Law, Lord 


r Hugh Cecil, Sir Edward Carson, and 
Sir C. Kinloch-Cooke have ordered 
on new and doubly-commodious cigar 
us cases. i 

Not to be outdone in altruistic zeal, 
be a section of j'oung Conservatives, under 
ve the banner of Mr. P. E. Smith, have 
ils formed themselves into a “ League of , 
ad Pity for the purpose of expressing i 
' ^ sympathy with the more pathetic and 
m broken-down Members of the Govern- 
be ment. Whenever any of these played- 
out cynics makes a more than usually 
0- fatuous defence of a corrupt policy or 
ile a more than usually rash forecast of 
ss poisonous legislation Mr. Harold 
Smith will cross the floor and offer 
him a dainty charm in the form of 
a tiny gold boot, artistically chased. 
For the reception of these tokens of 
good will Mr. Asquith, Mr. Lloyd 
George and Mr. Churchill are 
acquiring new watch-chains several 
yards long. j 

• Mr. St. Loe Strachey, the 
President of the “ League for Pro- 
moting Chanty to Cats,” has made 
a luminous suggestion for the popu- 
larising of the tenets of that body. 
He proposes to raise a fund of £5,000 
for the purpose of purchasing orna- 
mental milk-jugs, each bearing the 
legend, “Pity Poor Pussy,” to be 
distributed to all persons who can 
adduce documentary evidence of 
their having done an act of kindness 
^ to any member of the feline species. 

Any person who possesses ten of 
; these milk-jugs will be entitled to 
, a plaster statuette of the Egyptian 
deity Pasht, or ten Tipperary 
cheroots. 

“ For sale, a quantity of Freslily-Cured 
Eiiglisli Chaps ; 3|d. per lb." 

This is from an advertisement in 
The Wilts, Berks and Hants County 
Times (how nice of them to share 
a paper) and shows that convalescents 
are a drug in the market. 

“Bhoadstaiks. — Y ounorgentlewoman desires 
few paying guests in her charming villa ; Minuet 
band and sea. —AdvL in Standard.^* 

We 're very stately and select at Broad- 
stairs. No vulgar Bunny-hugs there. 

“They none of 'em know Latin, but if they 
^d, each riuned man, as he walked out of the 
bmlding wherem he had lost his all, would take 
off his shmy hat, and say with a smile, 

Bpng I salute thee.* **--J0a% ' 

It s not really a difficult lanffua«ye 
Latin. ® ® ' 

“London's Criminal Business. 

No Amalgamation." 

Exchange. 
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BAIN! 

(.!» article tchich our exhausted con- 
temporaries are at liberty to use at 
the end of the next great drought] 

_ Bain at last ! Beal wet rain, falling 
in profusion on the thirsty earth ! At 
9,15 yesterday morning tlie first drop 
fell in Fleet Street and was immediately 
surrounded by a cheering crowd, who 
gazed at the wet spot on the pavement 
—fascinated 1 City men raised their 
hats and a loud cheer. But there was 
more to. follow. Other drops began to 
fall, and soon the air was full of them. 
Pit-pat they fell, and presently the 
gutters were running full bore with a 
enuckle to the gratings, down which 
the precious fiuid fell with a merry 
splash, as if conscious that it was on 
its way .to Ocean I ^^nd so it was. 

In Hyde Park the flowers ])egan to 
prick up their ears, scarcely daring as 
yet to believe that the improbable had 
happened. Worms came to the surface 
and hastened back again to spread the 
glad tidings among their friends. Bash- 
ful slugs and snails came ont in their 
thousands.^ I heard a gardener singing 
near Kensington Palace, and assumed 
that he was drunk. So be 'was. Drunk 
with rain. Blind to the world. Blind 
to^ everything except that the blessed 
rain had come at last. Blackbird and 
thrush expressed the joy we all felt in 
our hearts, only much better. Every- 
one was sniffing the savour of the sweet 
wet earth as if it were the perfume of 
some rare box breathing all Arabia; 
and those who were not near wet earth 
at the time read about it in their Lunch 
editions, which was almost as good. 
Once again the wisdom of Shakspeabe 
is proved where he said, “ The property 
of rain is to wet ” (As You LiJce IL 
111,2). ^ 

Watee-Deops. 

It is a curious coincidence that the 
longest droughts have always occurred 
under a Liberal Government. 

“ An Apiil without a shower is like 
an egg without salt,**^ Said the Eev. 
Bernaed'Littlewood in an address to 
the Eoehamptou Boy Scouts. 

A humorist on the Underground has, 
by scratching out one letter, made the 
inscription on the door of a carnage 
read : “ Wait until the rain stops.” 

His Majesty tpb King- witnessed 
the rain from a window in Buckingham 
Palace. The arrangements weie carried 
out by the Office of Works. 

When the first drop fell an umbrella 
merchant in Oomhill suddenly re- 
covered his reason. 

A pair of sparrows which bad built 
their nest in a rain-water head at 
Kilburn are on the look-out for an 
“ Ideal Home.” 



THE INDIGNITY OF LABOUR. 

■fi'ojTt/W (wJio /ms lakli; started to studi/ hicrhunksX do vor atwiv 

YOUR BAREmv, GruBBLES?” ^ ALW-Us 

Orubblcsja pessimist), ‘/’Oos I 'ates ps very muht op 


MR. PUNCH AND THE GUARDS* 
CLUB. 

Deab Mr. Punch,— In TJie PallJIall 
Gazette of April 15th there appeared, 
under the heading “ London Dialogues,” 
what purported to be a conversation 
on Home Rule between two members 
of the « New * Varsity, Club,” conducted 
in a manner which can only be de- 
scribed as- one of extreme resilience. 
In frank parody of the misrepre- 
sentative methods of the writer in the 
P.ikf.G. a dialogue on Welsh Dis- 
establishment between two members of 
the Guards’ Club appeared in your 
issue of April 2dth, under the heading 
“ * Pall Mall’ Palavers,” the title, it is 
hardly necessary to add, having a 
journalistic and not a geographical 
application. The parodist never in- 
tended for one moment to make his 
dialogue representative of the manners 


I or intelligence of real Guardsmen. His 
I sole aim w’^as to show how the pseudo- 
realism of the writer, who. 

; while assuming the standpoint of a 
man of the world, did nob hesitate to 
' ascribe to Univei-sity men the manners 
of bar-loafers, would work out if applied 
to the officers of a crack corps. As, 
however, the tone of the parody las 
been resented by some members of the 
Brigade of Guards who havemisunder-- 
stood its motive * and are possibly, 
unacquainted with the original on 
which it was based, the foregoing 
explanation is offered by 

The Weiteb op the Article. 

“The East Riding County Council have 
, decided to allow an examiner to hold an 
i inspection in religions instj notion.” 

I ycrl's/iirc Evening Neics, 

I Alas, our tortoise continues to make no 
• headway with the Athanasian Creed. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“The New Sin.” 

I HAVE to thank Mr. B. Macdonald 
Hastings for a very entertaining even- 
ing. Once we had done with the pro- 
fessed humour of the introduction there 
was scarcely a dull moment in it. But 
surely the title was a mistake. . Ever 
since the days of King Solomon (who 
lived a long while ago) it has been con- 
sidered rash to ascribe novelty to any- 
thing under the sun. ■ And certainly 
the sin of continuing to live when your 
death would be a great convenience to 
other people is not a new idea. Mr. 

in one of the delightful works 
of his earlier d^ys — Better Dead — intro- 
duced us to a club which existed for 
the sole purpose of correcting this sin 
by .doing away with those whose 
existence had ceased to be desirable. 
The real novelty of the present vari- 
ation. lies in the fantastic improbability 
of its hypothesis. There are circum- 
stances, Jortimately rare yet readily 
conceivable, in^ which a man might 
regard it as a point of honour that he 
should get out of other people’s way by 
taking his own life. Mr. Hastings has 
discarded these in favour of the follow- 
ing preposterous condition. ' The late 
Mr, CitUs (one of the mostuhkihdest I 
have ever heard of) was a rich' draper 
who wanted to inflict posthumous pun- 
ishment on his eldest son, Hilary, a 
ne’er-do-weel, and so gave instructions 
to his executors ,to let his property 
accumulate during the lifetime of the 
eldest''son, or for twenty-one years, 
whichever poriod should prove to be 
the longer, and thenlDe' divided among 
his other ten children, -(The twenty- 
one 3'ears’ clause apparently revealed a 
gratuitous desire on the part oLCutts 
pdre to punish the rest of his children 
for no reason shown.) ' The father dies, 
and the ne’er-do-weel develops into 
the one decent representative of the 
family. He actually makes his own 
living as an artist, while everj’’ single 
one of the ten others is reduced to 
penury, and has to beg of ECilavv for 
his daily beer. 

Now I obseiwe that Mr. Hastixgs is 
conscious of the foibles of his brother 
playwrights, and at one time attempts 
to disam criticism by making Eilary 
apologise for a commonplace coinci- 
d^oe with the words : Life bristles 
with coincidences ; it ’s getting worse 
than the drama ; ” butjhe offers no sort 


preferred it if Hilary had taken the 
advice of his friend, a Labour M.P., 
who thought that, if the hero was 
determined to die, he might ]ust as 
well sell his life dearly and be hanged 
for a holocaust of people whose blood 
appeared to him, the Labour Member, 
to want spilling. Instead, he chose 
suicide, but was diverted from this 
purpose by the chance of assuming 
younger brother’s guilt in the right 
oydiieif Oaiion manner. 

I do not so much complain that the 
subject of death should be treated 
lightly. We Occidentals attach far 
too much importance to it, and forget, 
what the J apanese, for instance, never 
forget, that life is the thing that really 
matters. But I <^'^omplain that we 
should have been instructed by the 


which I have briefly set forth. After it 
.had been shot upon us it w^as of course 
impossible to'tiie anything seriously; 
bftt the subsequent melodrama was so 
that the entertainment never 
Eor myself,:! should have 



• • A CFIERRY PICNIC. 

Ma^iiuitfam auits ' ' [ ^Mr. p..P. Hegcie. 
David DilciceVjpt Davids Mr. A. G. Poulton. 

critics wlio saw it at the Boj^alfcy to 
take all this as a profound treatment 
of an elemental theme, when the author 
himself must have I’ecognised it as just 
a smart piece of melodrama in the 
“ Grand Guignol ” vein. There was no 
analysis of the dark problem of suicide, 
ho probing of the question whether a 
man’s life is his own to throw awajr. 
And the only character who showed 
any really poignant emotion in the 
matter of Rilarxfs dying was the 
younger brother; and he was concerned 
purely with its relation to his own 
'aspects. Tlie idea of his brother’s 
ieath, regarded from a detached, or 
even from a fraternal, point of view, 
merely' struck him as a very humorous 
incident. And it was only poetic 
justice that upon him should descend 
the full humour of the irony when the 
convicted man was reprieved. 

Some day, when the author is at 
liberty to satisfy my curiosity; I should 
be glad to know 'the origin 'of the’ 


comradeship that existed between those 
three incongruous tj^pes— the dapper 
playwright, the robustious artist, and 
the Labour Member with the broad 
brogue. Never did a more ill-assorted 
trio hang together. And I should 
further like to know bow it was that 
the inarticulate draper’s assistant of 
the Second Act was transformed so 
suddenly into the voluble cynic of the 
opening of the Third. Also, at which 
of ^ the “ famous public schools ” or 
universities, where we are told that 
a portion of the family was sent, 
Hilanj learned his rolling gait. But 
I shall not press for an explanation 
of the brilliant conversation^, gifts 
of the man-servant, for this class has 
long been accepted as the exponents of 
all that is best in our stage humour. 
The performance, which. kept the 
right note of restraint, was very good 
throughout, and if the play suffered at 
all from change of atmosphere I, at 
any rate, whe now saw it for the first 
time, was incapable of imagining how 
it could have been done much better. 
M}' only trouble was that, at its reincar- 
nation on the boards of the Criterion 
(of all houses) it brought with it the 
flattering cachet of approved matinees 
at the Eoyalty and the solemn bene- 
diction of the critics, and so started on 
its new career with a definite prejudice 
in its favour, having been advertised 
not as raerelj* a clever melodrama, 
which it iindoubtedlj’’ was, but as 
a “strong” play, which I think it 
was not. However, Mr. Macdonald 
Hastings is far too intelligent to allow 
himself to bo persuaded into the belief 
that The Keiv Sin is a “contribution 
to the serious drama.” 

^ This, by the waj-, is the second of 
Ins plaj’^ that I have seen in two con- 
secutive weeks, and I am tempted to 
ask what in the meantime is that 
other pluralist doing? Where is Mr. 
Somehset Maugham ? 0. S. 


“ The Bacon statue is the woik of Air. F. W. 
Pomei-oy. Thesimxile inscription on the front 
of the pedestal will be-^ 

. . “Fi-ancis Bacon— 156^ 1626." 

- JPalC ^laXl Gacictti, 
Considering the number of mistakes in 
dates on public statues in recent years, 
this attempt at meticulous accuraev is 
all the more refreshing. Even ‘Mr. 
Algernon Ashton should be satisfied. 


His only mistake was at the eleventli, 
M here he was m difficulties through hittin/r the 
top of a bunker, and also took three punts?'* 
Birnwighimi Daily Mail, 
We are hot quite sure of the rule about 
casual water in a bunker, but it* cer- 
tainly doesn't allow for these boatin^ 
facilities. . ■ 
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HOW TO LIVE ON SIXPENCE 
A DAY. 

Dear Me. Punch,— -For the benefit 
of those of your readers who contem- 
plate making the experiment of sus- 
taining life for a whole week on sixpence 
a day, I beg you to allow me space to 
recount my experiences, 

Ko doubt a number of unscrupulous 
persons will come forward and claim a 
hearing on th.e strength of having done 
it on sixpence and an odd farthing or 
so. Against these upstarts I need not 
. you to use your editorial powers 
without mercy. The extra bun or 
stick of barley- sugar in the day makes 
all the difference. 

That it could be done I knew, because 
* somebody had done it and written all 
about it to the press, enclosing his 
balance-sheet for tlie week. But, h aving 
lost the newspaper-cutting referring to 
it long before the eventful Monday, I 
was tiirown entholy on my own re- 
sources. Yet in my very loss lay my 
greater chance. What one Briton had 
aheady done, was another Briton to 
be thwarted from doing? Never! Else 
where was our boast of empire, what 
had our pioneers suffered and died for? 
I chose Monday as the day to start the 
experiment for two reasons. The first 
was that it comes after Sunday, a day, 
in our family, almost exclusively given 
to eating, and consequently forming a 
good basis for privations of this nature ; 
the second was that Monday is uni- 
versally the recognized day for putting 
all new resolutions into practice. 

Well, on Monday I bought a packet 
of cigarettes and some acid drops. 
That, I admit, was a mistake, and 
when I woke on Tuesday morning I 
saw directly where I had gone wrong. 
Of course, what the system required 
was something at once fattening and 
sustaining,, satisfying yet withal cheap ; 
and for all* the nutriment the human 
frame could be expected to get out of 
acid drops and cigarettes, in them- 
selves antidotes, I might just as well 
have wasted my time eating flies. No, 

I must think of something better. 
There then occurred to me the dear old 
friend of our childhood, cod liver oil. 
With sixpennywortli of it per diem, 
judiciously taken, surely I could count 
on keeping body and soul together till 
the ensuing Sunday~a teaspoonful for 
breakfast, a dessertspoonful for lunch, 
another teaspoonful for tea, and a table- 
spoonful for dinner, and probably some 
left over for the cat. Moreover, having 
recently become a bull in oils, I knew ( 
I was practically certain to see my 
money back. But no sooner had I : 
dipped the end of my tongue in it than : 
I realized with horror that I was a i 
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doomed man. In the imperfect recol- 
lection of my childhood I had forgotten 
the orange wine. My day's sixpence 
was spent and starvation stared me in 
the face. For certainly no one but a 
Laplander could be expected to eat that 
nauseous stuff neat. It merely re- 
mained to wiite a letter of explanation 
to the coroner and wait patiently for 
the end, my only hope being that my 
natural reserves of fat, with Sunday’s 
reinforcements, would respond nobly 
to this sudden call upon them. How- 
ever, to my surprise, finding myself 
still alive on Wednesday I determined 
to take no further risks, and demolished 
two loaves out of hand, and on Thurs- 
day I had several square meals. 

I ana told now that the staple 
ingredients of human food consist of 
nitrates (exclusive of the gold, silver 
and copper varieties), carbo-hydrates, 


phosphates and fat. Had I known 
this at the time, what were easier than 
.to go to the chemist, buy a penny- 
halfpennyworth of each, shake them 
all up together, and take a dose of the 
mixture four times a day ? If they are 
anything like as cheap as bacteria, you ; 
ought to get quite a lot for sixpence. I 
Should any of your readers care to | 
make the experiment, the only stipu- I 
lation is that they must not spend 
more than sixpence. But, if the pantry i 
door should happen to be open and the j 
cook of a conniving spirit, it says 
nothing at all about that. I enclose 
my name, for your private perusal, on 
a separate sheet of paper. My photo- 
graph and a lock of hair,, mounted as 
a shaving-brush, I am sending under 
another cover. 

Yours faithfully, 

One Who Has Been and Hone It. 


378 


PU NCH , OR THE LO NDON CHA.RIVAlir. [May 15. 1912. 


A FRIEND IN NEED. 

WaLKeb told me to meet him in 
the Furniture department of Parridge’s 
Stores at twelve-thirty, and he would 
give me luncheon. If I had arrived 
there within a quarter-of-an-hour of the 
time all might have been well ; but as 
it w’as I got there at one o’clock, and 
all was not well. It is not much good 
looking for anybody in Parridge’s. 

I approached the furniture man and 
questioned him. “ Have you seen a 
small, squat person, witli rather loud 
trousers” (I w^as annoyed wdtli Walker 
for his excess of punctuality; if no- 
body bothered about being punctual 
there would not be all this fuss about 
it) "who looked as if he had lost 
someone ? ” 

My friend, said the man, had gone. 
That seemed to me a contradiction in 
terms. If he had gone he was not my 
friend. I gathered that he had indeed 
been on the look-out but had retired 
eventually, looking, if anything, a little 
relieved. “ That *s my man,” said I, 
and' followed him to the book depart- 
ment, whither, the furniture man said, 
Walker had enquired the way. The 
book man, discovering at once that I 
was not going to buy books, was less 
helpful. He overdid it. Yes, he had 
seen a short gentleman in distinotive 
trousers that morning— in fact, about a 
liundred-and-twenty of them. Some of 
them had ... I did not stay to hear 
the rest, but thouglit it would be a 
sound idea to go to the restaurant and 
, ^vait for him there. 

The restaurant is at the top of the 
.building. It is approached by lifts, I 
.took up a position opposite the lift- 
gates and hoped for the best. I felt 
encouraged to notice that there were 
foiLT lifts ; the more lifts, I felt, the 
more chances of Walker’s ultimate 
rndval. But, though those lifts worked 
hard^ for half-an-hour, they produced 
nothing nearer to Walker than another 
acquaintance of mine, named Pearson. 

I looked at him with annoyance 
because he was not "Walker, and he 
returned the glare because I w’as not 
someone else. " You haven’t picked 
up a tall fellow with an umbrella, have 
you ? ” he asked me, " because, if you 
have, he is mine. I have lost one.” 

* "No,” I answered, “but will ex- 
change for a short one with lightish 
trousers.” 

"What, a pity,” he said, "that we 
are not looking for each other I ” I did 
not like the way he said that; it 
sounded almost as if it might have 
been meant for a hint to which I could 
not accede, having left all my real 

• 'money at home. ” 

• 'volt’s Walker I want,” said I* . 


We waited long in vain, for the lifts 
seemed to have taken a dislike to our 
sex and were disgorging nothing but 
women. 

. "I’m awfully hungry,” said I, with 
intent. 

" So am I,” he answered. 

I shall have to lunch some time, 
and so wdll you. Luncheon is one of 
those things which must be. What 
are w^e going to do about it ? ” 

"It almost looks as if we shall 
have to lunch together,” he said in- 
advertently. 

"Thanks awfully,” I said, before he 
had time to cover his mistake. 

He tried to smile graciously, as if he 
had meant to do something kind. He 
half got up from the chair, on which 
he sat waiting. Then, "I think per- 
haps I ought to wait a lifetle longer for 
my man,” he said. 

His idea of a "little ’’was a shade 
too long for me. " What about it ? ” 
1 said at last. 

" Oh, it ’s very good of you,” he said, 
getting up with alacrity. 

When we were seated at the food, I 
felt feverishly in my pocket, but no 
money had grown there since tlie last 
feverish search. "I must be candid,” 

I said later on. " It was not so much 
my man I was wanting as his free 
luncheon.” 

" Same here,” said he, with discon- 
certing brevity. 

“ I have ninepence,” said I, produc- 
ing it. 

" And I a latch-key, a threepennv- 
bit and two stamps.” ‘ He also laid liis 
cards on the table. " And one of the 
stamps is a halfpenny one.” 

"Were you late, too?” I asked. 

"A mere nothing— not more than 
twenty minutes or so. It was hurrying 
to get here even twenty minutes late 
that made me leave my money behind.” 

" The popular craze for punctuality 
has a lot to answer for,” we agreed. 
Meanwhile we had eaten together two- 
and-ninepence .worth of food. 

I suddenly looked bright, optimistic, 
confident and very knowing. “I have 
it,” I w'hispered, getting up and wink- 
ing at him. " You just wait here and 
keep up appearances.” • I made my 
way to the smoking-room, which is 
an annexe of the restaurant. 

When I said "I had it,” I lied. I 
am now sitting in the smoking-room, 
writing a faithful account of it all. I 
hope Pearson’s ingenuity or audacity 
will have settled the matter. There is 
no limit to the free luxuries provided 
by these modern Stores. I had had 
the faint hope that the last and most 
up-to-date and considerate convenience 
for customers- iqjgbt be an emergency 
exit, by way of the smoke-room, for 


customers who found it inconvenient 
to pay for their meals. But I cannot 
see it, and here I am, rapidly coming 
to the end of the story and with no 
alternative but to make my way out 
again through the restaurant. 

If that fellow in the frock-coat, who 
stands by the door and appears to be 
taking no notice of anything, hinders 
iny passage out and saj'-s, " Pardon, Sir, 
have you paid for the luncheons? Your 
friend ” (I was so busy remembering a 
moment ago how clever I was that 
I forgot Pearson might be eunniag)-— 
" your friend said you would see to it,” 
I shall answjer briefly, “I have no 
friends,” and shall endeavour to pass on. 

Wish me luck ! 


A POSTER IDYLL. 
Thouqh the morn be drear and soaking, 
She smiles on me and you, 

When the 9.15 from Woking 
Arrives at Waterloo ; 

She stands in a glade of flower and 
fern 

(That is ours for five and three) 

And tells of love and a cheap return 
To Baydon-by-the-Sea. 

All \vliite from shoon to bodice, 

She hangs, divinely tall, 

A Rivieran goddess 
Suspended from the wall ; 

Mid the station smells you can almost 
sniff 

The tang of a Baydon breeze, 

As you gaze on the gulls and a 
crumbling cliff 
And the bluest thing in seas. 

And every night I toast her 
As I quaff the brimming bowd, 

This girl who thrills my poster- ’ 
Impressionable soul," 

This holiday lass who softly smiles 
On passengers and guards, 

And wafts them in fantasv miles and 
miles 

From sooty station yards. 

But I ve sampled the quaint aroma 
Of the " Wachuwant ” cheroot, 

I have scanned the gay diploma 
They send with the Korn-kure boot, 
And I ’ve always found that the scent 
or soap 

You buy at a hoarding’s call 
Is never the same as you dared to hope 
From the picture on the wall. 

And that is why, dear maiden, 

I Ve passed a firm decree 
That I ’ll never go to Baydon, 

To Baydon-by-the-Sea ; 

I Ve lost my trust in a hundred pills, 

In a pen and a score of shoes, 

But the faith I ’ve pinned to those 
girlish frills 

Is a faith that I would not lose. 


3 ' 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

:nie Moon Endureth (Blacktood) is a collection of tales 
and fancies, in prose and verse, \?hioh Mr. John Bcohan 
has contributed to Blachvood^s Magazine, It reminds me 
well-thumbed saffron-coloured book, called, I 
think, Tales from Blackwood, which was one of the soberer 
delights of my schoolboy days a many moons ago. It isn’t 
only that in several of the stories Mr. Buchan makes me 
feel tile thrill and ecstasy that come of the cool, clean 
breath of mountain and moor and loch, and the boundless 
space of sunlit skies and the sound of running waters. 
That he can always do when he sets his mind to it. But be 
has somehow caught the indefinable spirit of the old 
magic, which makes a typical Blackwood stoiy as different 
mom ordinary magazine fiction as the spacious repose of 
r^-i from the irritating pretence of modem j’ern'- 

buut villas. His title, ■which is not very happily chosen 
refers re^y Mt to the promise of the Psalmist, but to the 
i that the moon stands for the dominion 
of all strange things in water and air. In that region of 
mystery and_ horror Mr. Buchan is always at home. - But 
I like, too, his other fancies, more particularly those of the 
Americans who came to Europe to invite Pbince Chablie 
to be their king, and found him drunk, and of the 
Lemman who fought side by side with the Laoediemonians 
at Thermopylffi. The y might both so easily have been true. 

Believe you me that Mr. Geoboe A. Bibmingham is the 
rare lad for a lark. He is that same. And his latest. The \ 


Inmolahle Sanctuary (Nelson), is his best yet. I call it his 
latest, but not, I hope, by any means his last. I would 
hke indeed that Mister Bibmingham should be writing tales 
this great while, the way I -will be reading a fresh one every 
onot in a while ; and me with perhaps the black care on 
me for him to charm it away. But as for telling you the 
im story of Tlte Inviolable Sanctuary, that thing I -will not 
do. It is himself and no other shall explain to you just 
what was on the island of Inishbawn, and what took 
PnscUla ^d Frank voyaging about the bay in the Tortoise. 
in short (to drop an idiom that is becoming bothersome) 
you must read the book and chuckle, as you are practically 
bound to do, over the supposed German spies, and the 
OTonge-coUecting lady and the varied enthusiasms of Miss 
Lentaigne. It was this last that I enjoyed as much as 
anything else. Whether she is a Christian Scientist, deny- 
ta® existence of a sprain in Frank’s ankle, or a fresh-air 
mddist, or a devotee of female independence martyrising 
herself in the endeavour to smoke cigarettes. Aunt Juliet is 
always delightful. So is our last word of her, in a letter 
from Priscilla, where she is described as having “ dropped 
bemg a suffragette in disgust, and taken up appendicitis 
lyarmly. But the whole book is the most rollicking fun’ 
the jolhest that Mr. Bieminqham has written, which, as 
you probably know, is saying a good deal. Let you read it 
at once. 

In the coloured comic supplement of one of the New i 
xork Sunday papers there used to appear a series of ' 

g ictures, each instalment of which showed, as its dramatic 1 
nale, a small boy pointing accusingly at some enemy. 
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- -- *v«v.AWAx%jA^i sue buocRs tiie Dat 


FXrS'i ■ ' ; BBooKE’s-^ayis always weU 

faiM sometimes nearly inspired. She has only 

overdoing her. hero’s merits she has 
kS Sf f readei-’s sympathy!^ It 

rpol?,*^ ^^ °“® ^o®'™s what a good fellow he 


' \ ^ ®'“y understanding with Mr. A B 

TF/»^ heroine of In the West 

Wiiid (Duckwokth). She married "Captain’' Ha/vZ 

wotH: imlf ff'-®'' ® when her husband 

pTmul ? lod.t?“'''i 

desS ®* ^■®* ^silked and 

fF »ppS,.vS.a .,?K 

— _ £pj. remainder of her 

years. Since she was only the 
daughter of a Cornish farmer 
(the tin was a chance discovery 
on his estate) it is natural, 1 
suppose, that she should not in- 
dulge. in a great deal of psycho- 
logical introspection, as she 
would have done if Mr. Eden 
Phillpotts had been her creatoi* 
but nevertheless the story of her 
, ^^ours leaves me rather baffled. 

I There is a fine Oomish flavour 
! about this novel, like the saffron 
in a local cake. I like saffron- 
cake, but I am not sure that this 
IS a wholly successful example of 
theccmfetibnery. Mr. le Sage's 
descriptions of scenery, his dia- 
lect, and his interiors are all of 
the best, but his heroine should 
either have been more articulate 
or treated from a more aloof and 
critical standpoint. The story 
fails to provide any palpable 
I Ai Qiud I am left with a feeling 
that life- is not quite bracing 
I enough in the west wind. Per- 
- haps the author will use bakincr- 

TlfiY#: f.irrtii ^ 


all. Mr. Philips is so sincere 
^d so obviously believes that 
n^s IS saving the country that 
It IS not pleasant to have to 
®®d“: if there is one thing 

which should be written well or 
^t at all, it is a philippic, and 
Im Common Tmtah is badlv 
constructed and childish. And 
no Intellectual ever accused the 
Plain, ^Ordinary Man of bein.* 
rach a portentous bore as Mi- 
P^ps unconsciously makes 

Among our great-gi-andfathers 
there was many a one who started 
Me on half-o-orown a week and 
died worth something like that 
sum a minute'. The ambition 
^iliese 

.Northem gismts was to tiuild 
great industrial concerns, and it 
was oMy by the way- that they 
founded also notable families to 
maintain incidentally the busi 
ness, but more to flourish exceed- 
ingly on the net piofits and to i- 
be much Mught after by others 
by tbenaselves in local society. 



and much venerated 

Mi?li;Wrac;X nT 
aidTaiSfvI 

Rn ^ mteliectual, unmercenary, and advanced 

a will fouite a fenRihU disaster, the father made 

^mpiai™ 'St,*? “ P'^”S 

d^edtestatom ea^hai^ miSn^ 

I contmgencv aro^e Tf-' ia ^ ^ feminine, 

my for two mm 


THE VULJfEBABLE SPOT 
An anxious moment in tu b careeii ov Acniu.rs. 


, „ naps me ) 

powder, as well-as saffron next time. 


hfilV hroiS'iTT 1 t 71 . outset Katie Jones was rather 
ohfln«^ti™t’ ingenuous and withal of a pei-sonal 

ftL : “ love with h^ 

e^er LTuo^P f aceompUshments® How- 

SmfiX ^11'“'? “■ "wMi Ej 

■test 

that Am^rjcaus call a niblick a sanldub. ^ ^ ^ ^ 
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CHARiVARIA. 

Australia is doing what she can 
^ help on the rapprochement with 
Germany. The Victorian Minister of 
Railways has just given a large order 
for tyres to Messrs. Krupp in preference 
to a British firm. 

* ' 1 ?. 

One of the illustrated Academy 
Annuals contains reproductions of a 
certain number of pictures which were 
rejected by the hanging comrnittee. 
This idea of strengthening the volume 
is distinctly a smart one. 

^ “The Exodus of Old Masters*’ con- 
tinues to attract attention. “ The 
Genesis of Old Masters ” is a subject ' 
which ought also to interest American i 
millionaires, to judge by 
the specimens wdiich 
some of them own. 

“ Here,” says “ Obser- 
vator” in The Observer, 

“is a legal conundrum. 

The late Mr. Dilley, of 
Pennsylvania, left his 
estate in trust during the 
lifetime of a certain cat, 
to be divisible, at the 
cat’s death, amongst cer- 
tain specified persons. I 
How would the law deal ' 
with one of these heirs i 
if he killed that cat?” 

Obviously it would be a 
feliny. . 

The text has been 
published of a Whist 
Drive Defence Petition 

to the House of Com- 

mons. We are astonished that it makes 
nothing of the point that Cattle Drives 
have for some time past been condoned 
by the Government. 

Some idea of the intensity of our 
recent heat wave may be gained from 
the fact that during its prevalence 
Snow Hill station disappeared. 

On the ground that Bermondsey is 
“ one of the most healthy places in the 
country to live in,” the borough council 
has refused to allow one of its officials 
to live^ outside the borough bounds. 
There is' even some talk of changing 
the name to Bermondsea, or even 
Berm-on-Sea, and making a bold bid, 
by means of attractive posters, for the I 
patronage of holiday-seekers. | 

*‘*ji.'** I 

' Captain Coe ” is continuing to give 
his valuable advice to the readers of 
Stat*, which is owned by the proprietors 
of The Daily- Ne-ios and Leader. In the 


circumstances we think hemight change 
his nom'-de-giierre to “Captain Coe -Coe.” 

Medical men are evidently becoming 
alarmed at our dwindling population, 
and everything is being done to attract 
children to our planet. The latest 
move is to advocate more food and less 
education. ^ 

The Penal Reform League has sent 
a letter to the Ho3ie Secretary criticis- 1 
ing the way in which Children’s Courts | 
are conducted. There is little doubt 
that if they were made more attractive 
they might in time become as popular , 
as the grown-up Police Courts. ‘ 

Mr, J, CoLLiNsoN, of the Aniinalo* 
Friend Society, writ^ to complain that 


weather forecast is always the first item 
in a column entitled “ To-day’s Story.” 

The attention of the Home Secretary 
is to be drawn to a grave miscarriage 
of justice. A youth has been sent to 
prison for disendowing his master’s till. 

It is proposed that a memorial shall 
be erected to Dick Turpin at Brough, 
a Yorkshire village situated near the 
scenes of some of the highwayman’s 
most famous exploits. No arrange- 
ments have at present been made by 
his admirers for a statue of Mr. Lloyd f 
George in the precincts of any Welsh 
cathedral. 



Desperado. «>Lay a finger on me, and I calls the perleece. 


among the many rare birds recently 
shot by “ sportsmen ” in this country 
is a Siberian nut-cracker. In view of 
the fact that there is just now a most 
difficult problem to solve, namely, that 
of Miss Malec:^’s Siberian sentence, 
this seems especially regrettable. 

“ LADY GODIVA IN A LAW SUIT ” 

announced a newspaper last week. 
“ Which is better than no suit at all,” 
remarks Mrs. Grundy, 

■ 

A prisoner at the Clerkenwell Police 
Court declared the. other day that 
his name, was William Shakspearb. 
Presumably he thought this justified 
his making an exhibition of himself. | 

The Evening Neivs, draws attention : 
to the fact that the meteorological' 
prophecies published by its contem- 
poraries have been strangely at variance 
with the facts. It is only fair to The 
'Express to point out that this paper’s 


THE COLOUR ORGAN. 

[This is s, new instrnmont which can throw a 
succession of eolour-sclienies 
upon a screen by means of a 
key-board.] 

Sell the grand piano, 
dear ; 

Henceforth let us try 
Tunes that, striking not 
the ear, 

Smack us in the e 3 “e. 
When in future I** am 
bored 

Or your heart is sad, 
You shall sit and strike 
one chord 

Of music like a plaid. 

We will bid some purple 
thing 

Soothe our mental ills ; 
Red and white and blue 
shall bring ^ • 
Patriotic thrills ; 

When for sport my mood 
is ripe, 

. Crimson we will choose 
With a green and yellow stripe 
(In short, my blazer’s hues). 

Nor, when I would overcome 
Some elusive rhyme, 

Need our infant’s daily strum 
Cease before its time ; 

Though my study walls are thin, 
Silence shall prevail 
While she fairly wallows in 
The new chromatic scale. • 


Commercial Candour. 

“Uawearable Washable Belts.” 

. Advt. in Irish Timas! 


“ SuiTotinded by all the comfoi’ts and con- 
veniences of civilisation, the invalided worker 
or civil servant could renew 'health and 
strength .** — Mommhique GaneitT. 

It is a kindly thought, but the health 
of the civil servant is such a rare and 
precious plant that it might suffer from 
association v^th any sort of worker, 
even an invalided one. 


YOL. CXLII, 


Y 
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A NEW MISSION. 

. [“Cricket is ^ulisrlj a Christian game. 
No pagan nation lias ever played it." 

Melbourne 

When wild in woods the savage ran, 
Being a prehistoric man, 

There is no record hinting at 
His rude delight in ball and bat ; 

And, when, in times a shade more dressy, 
People’s amusements weren’t so messy, 
No tnmdler known to ancient lore 
'Got pagan Phabaoh leg-before ; 
iMosBS, who must have had a notion 
pi heathen games as played in Goshen, 
,Has neither praise nor yet rebuke 
.Of Cricket in the Pentateuch. 

jNo Old Phoenician “ found a patch ” 
:In any Tyre-and-Sidon match; 

.There is no stpry^from Tibet 

!Of lamas slogging at the net ; 

jNo sporting annals tell us how, 

iDuring the dynasty df Chow, 

iThe full-sized volley sped through space 

i And took Confucius in the face. 

We hear not how Achilles spent 
Whole weeks inside the scorer's tent ; 
Nor read of Priam, stilf of joint, 

I Dropping a cert at silly-point ; 

, [Nor, on a nasty pitch' that bumped, 

I I Of Aristides being stumped ; 

Nor how, when Phoebus came out hot 
At Salamis (a dampish spot), 

The Attic skipper won the spin 
And coolly put the Persians in. 

No fable teUs of Eoman Cricket- 
How wellHOR'ATlus kepi; the wicket. 
How brother, Eemus took first knock, ' 
Or Pabius played against the clock ; 

Or Julius OiESAR showed; alarm 
At Brutu^ ‘‘coming with his arm; ” 

Or OiCEEO i'n'palmy days 
Bowled witli his head and broke both 
ways; • 

Or BALBUS—he ,tha1; built the wall,' 
Played like it, blocking every ball. 

Nor did our isles adopt the game 
Till Christian missionaries came, 

And even then the pagan sort 
Failed to regard it as a sport. 

No Viking, landing from his ships, 

Was ever captured in the slips ; 

No Irish heathen learned the hat-trick. 
Though freely coached by good St, 
Patmck ; 

No Piet, in legends known to me, 

After the interval for “ tea,” 

Lashing his sporran round his pad, 
Appealed because the light was bad. 

It was the same in our domains : 

Not once on Bengal’s tented plains 
Did the great Nawab lift a googly 
Halfway across the astonied Hooehlv * 

Nor yet Was Cricket in his thought 

When- the high priest of Juggernaut, 


Bain having fallen after drought, 
Ordered the heavy roller out. 

And, if at length this art of arts 
Has wooed and won exotic hearts, 

To Christian Cambridge is it due 
Who of her Eanji made a Blue, 

Taught him — what other creeds had 
missed — 

His speed of eye, his sleight of wrist, 
Taught him—who learned it ’ like a 
lamb— 

To cut and push and glance and slam 
And live to be a perfect Jam. 0. S. 

MUSICAL NOTES. 

No event of the season is likely to 
excite greater interest thafi the series 
of orchestral concerts which Herr 
Johann Sebastian Beethoven is about 
to give at the Eoyal Albert Hall. -The 
programme will consist exclusively of 
compositions by the concert-giver and 
his great-great-grand'Uncle, the well- 
known Bonn master, and those in- 
terested in the problem of hereditary 
talent cannot fail to be profoundly im- 
pressed by the comparisons forced on 
them by this method of juxtaposition. 
Herr J ohann Sebastian Beethoven is 
at all points a far better^*'eio[uipped 
musician than his eccentric ‘'ancestor. 
His hearing’ is perfect, he dresses in the 
very best taste, he- can ride a bicycle 
and -possesses a .motor-car' Among 
the weiks from his pen which will be 
heard for ' the first time in England 
during his .visit are an- Agricultural 
Symphony, a . Limelight Sonata'%nd ah 
Ueber-Kaisei’ Concerto. ' ' - 


Mr. Nathan- Gherkiji is -giving a 
recital on -tlie xylophone at'Bliithstein 
Hall on: Friday afternoon, at- which he 
will plSy seledtioris from the Works of 
Szlumper, Strzgowski and de Pussy. 
Mr. Gherkin, who will be assisted by 
Herr Agus Aspar on the miriiton, is 
a younger brother of the eleventh wife 
of Professor Lessipoffsky, tho famous 
Viennese pianist, and it is only twenty- 
three years sihe^ he was born at Kew, 
Cumberland (Mo.). 

An extraordinarily interesting pro- 
gramme has been arranged by Messrs. 
Fulsome Ould and Dursey Eanger for 
their concert on Satuiday at the 
Great Banquefeihg Hall of the Hygienic 
Eestaurant. The various items — all of 
them compositions or transcriptions by 
the joint concert-givers — wiU be inter- 
preted by what they call a “neolithic 
orchestra,” from which all metal, string 
or wood will be sedulously banished. 
The instruments are named the petro- 
phone, the pianofiint, the pickoloot and 
the vegetable bassoon, -and to lend 


verisimilitude to the performance the 
players \vill all be attired in troglodyte 
dress with peacock’s-feather liead- 
idresses and talc helmets. The pro- 
gramme includes a chanty from the 
jsland of Mull in praise of usquebaugh, 
which Mr. Eanger has set as a four- 
some' for four vegetable bassoons, 
accompanied by a highly mixed choir. 
The chanty will be sung in the original 
Pici^h; but Mr. Fulsome Ould has 
furnished a singularly spirited render- 
ing into the vernacular, of which (by 
kind • permission of the publishers, 
Messrs. Boozy) we append the follow- 
ing extract 

W ow- wow-wallaby, 

JVniTa-gun’a-jim-jam-ju ! 

Hater is good 

For a wei3cling brood, 

. . . But give me Moimtain Dew ! 

The Baltimore Sun has, we regret to 
say, committed itself to the deplor- 
able view that romance, is irreconcilable 
with total abstinence. It observes 

“What would become of 'romance if there 
were no alcohol ? Imagine a teetotaler UTiting 
Much Ado About Nothing,'* or the Fifth 
bymph<my, or ‘Le‘Malade Imaginaire/ or ‘Peer 

the Zend-Avestarof the'Declaration 
ot Independence or any. great work of 
feeling and fancy ! Imagine ..yVagner, bursting 
with ginger pop, at work lipon ‘Tristan and 
Isolde. Imaging Leonardo, 'sbakei in health 
dnnks from Battle Creek, fashioning the un- 
fathomable smile of Mona Lisa ! " . 

As a mat^i’ of fact wa believe that 
Eichari)’ .Strauss wrote his Salome 
entMy on a diet of ketsup and am- 
moniated quinine. Elektra, on the other 
hand, was composed on a'blend of ab- 
sinthe, macassar oil an'd Oondy’s Fluid. 

.In BigolettOf the other night, Signor 
SAMmBCOj'who was impersonating the 
tragical buffoon, “picked up his dis- 
tressful daughter Gilda on his shoulder 
and strode off with her. Such a feat,” 
the musical critic of The Daily Mc(il 
remarks, “had not been possible for 
years.'’ ’ The Grand Operay?ri ma don na, 
until quite recently, * weighed on an 
average between fourteen and fifteen 
stone. Indeed, it is aUeged'‘that on one 
memorable occasion w'hen a more than 
usually portly Aiinnhilde 'was hoisted 
on to the back of her steed at the close 
of Gotterdcimmerungy the back of the 
iinhappy quadruped broke with a loud 
crack, horse and rider collapsing to- 
gether on the stage. 


' Silencers ’ have also been fitted to the . . . 
engines, so that the airships can slip far more 
noisily than heretofore within an enemy's lines.” 

Daily TeleyrajilL 

Tliis recalls the famous couplet : 

“He that, in quest of silence, ‘Sfience!’ 
hoots ‘ ■ 

Doth oft create the hiibbub lie imputes.” 












A CONSCIENTIOUS ANSWER. 




OVEEWOEKED. 

P®ab Mb. ProoH, — ^I suppose Hiat 
If I do not -write to you now, before the 
season is in fuller swing, I shall be too 
late. I feel that if I can get .you- to 
take up my cause without delay some- 
thing may really be done at 'last to 
purge our cricket journalism of a 
perennial stain. Of course you know 
what I mean — ^that weary, old, miser- 
able business about the Ashes. Even 
the triangular nature of this j-ear’s 
contests will not, I fear, sa-ve us from 
it. Soon we shall leam that “the desti- 
nation of the Ashes is still in doubt,” 
and after the decisive Test Match ter- 
rific headlines will shriek forth the 
news that the Ashes are to remain in 
England or again to cross the sea. We 
shall read of “the mythical Ashes,” 
“ the legendary Ashes," “ the illusory ” 
and “ fabulous Ashes it is more than 
likely that we shall meet with the 
"coveted Ashes,” the “longed-for 
Ashes,” or the "higlily- desiderated 
Ashes. ^ Certainly, long before the 
season is throt^h, many of- us — I for 
one — will be heartily sick and tired of 
the Ashes. 


I do not want you to think that I 
don’t know the derivation of the phrase, 
but incidentally I sliould like to ask 
you to remember that it is an exceed- 
ingly a-wkward and cumbersome thing 
to explain to maiden aunts and others, 
whose knowledge of cricket is vague at 
the best, in spite of their enthusiasm. 
Have 3 ’ou ever tried ? I supjpose one 
should regard the ordinary use of the 
term as in its essence humorous; but, 
if it is a joke, surely it vras never an 
overwhelmingly funny one— surely by 
now it has become a vei^, very old one ? 

Well, Sir, my point is simply that it 
has had its day. The time has come 
when success in International Cricket 
should be capable of expression through 
some other channel. The great crick- 
I eting public deserves a rest. 

I hope that, though you yourself are 
not without guilt in this matter, you 
will be willing to help me. As Secre- 
tary of The Ashes Protest League I 
am doing all I can. We have prepared 
a leaflet (2(1, each— £7 10s. per 1000) 
which may be had on application, 
and is guaranteed to win by-elections. 
And I may add, as evidence that we 
are determined to keep the' controversy'' 


on the highest possible plane, that we 
have studiously avoided any reference 
to tho matter as a Burning Question. 

Yours, Sackcloth. 

The Ifew Diplomacy. 

Oie Britisli people come out in tlicir 
niillious, and tell Sir Edward Orcy 'what to 
do. — Lover of Justice, Cricklewood.” 

J)ai7^ C%'onicJt\ 

But^ the British peo}Dle hangs back, 
awaiting the trumpet-note of Pater- 
familias, Willesden. 

“‘IVhew. . . il faitchand.* The Parisians 
have been making this original remark, and 
wiping their brows as proof of the sincerity of 
the sentiment. ‘ Oui, il fait ehand.’ *’ 

J'uil M(t7l Gazette, 

We have no qiiairel with the word 
“ original/' 

‘'His ball which pitches on the middle stump 
can break sulficiently to hit the stumps or a 
batsman’s pads if dead in front ” — EveninffXeivs, 
This defines the limits of our break 
(both ways) very neatly. - - , 

“AVlien his bath was at full lieigbt Snooke 
seemed to lose all knowledge of where the ball 
was, and he was bowled off his pad?.” 

^ ' I>aUy C%7'onicl(s, 

We never wear pads in our bath. 
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THE SAD CASE OF FERRIBY, 


his transgi-essions, far from exalting j I like to think that -we did this no less 
him with unholy pride, occasioned him [for his own sake than for ours- 1 


— — VVIUCM01UU.V3U. UAlli 

Feebiby was doubly unfortunate, j sufferings almost in excess of our own, 

Tirn O tTirif/xv+nM rt+ji ^-K/v i 1 j« n i 


tor his own sake than for ours; 1 

j ««.xAv.AA*Aga oaixiuau t=Auos»i3 ui uur uwii, kuow that ES a consequence of this 

He was unfoi-tunate not only m thejwe strove to make reparation, and by seleetiveness our convereation became 

f^t that from childhood he had been humane measures to check the in- wretchedly formal and halting Out- 
cui-sed with a propensity for the sidious advance of his disease. Alas! siders, of comm brought Llamitv 
facetious tm-n, the antique jest, the it had theu got too firm a hold upon its upon their heads at every turn and 
too manifest i-etor^a strange malady victim to yield to our treatment. ' T well remember- once entering the Club 
that feeds upon itself, thriving best I recall with painful vividness the lounge as old Mr. Caysnor and I’en-ibv 
upon a low diet— but also that up to hour when first the true pitiableness of were parting after a short chat, ^ 
early manhood he had been wantoidy Femby’s condition became evident to “And so you’ve been down to see 
abetted m his deflections from the the more discerning of his companions, yonr people. How did you find your 

paths of true hi^our. It was at the close of an informal little Uncle George ? ” Mr CaysS 

In boyhood these aberrations were supper. One of our parly excused him- asking, and I saw Feiriby^uni ouite 
eucouraged by the family circle, liis self for runuing away to catcJi a train, white ^ ^ 

‘TS?..rr5- 


grievously misdirected. 

True, in later years a ■ 
corrective outside in- 
fluence was brought to 
bear upon him, cliiefly 
by companions who, 
exercising theprivileges ■ 
of friendship, covered | 
him with abuse; but* 
none of them — none of ■ 
us, I ought to say, for , 
I confess with shamO' 
that I was of their' 
number — ^realised the ; 
full gravity of Ferriby *s 
case; and our demon- 
strations were always 
the outcome of wrath, 
never of sympathy. 

With the indications 
of the malady itself 
most people, I imagine, 

1 are familiar. ..1 ^jropos 
! of something or other 


1 *1 h 1 • 1 — . — 1 — jr, I aujLiJo vwiKuu e&uLise lie was 

Iwhilst his breath came m short gasps.! gone before Mr. Caysnor could jiull 

..,7. : choked him. 


a paraon innocently ^'orliv (irUh givat dctemlmlion ajW ntmerous ult>'hU)fi\ “fri stiy iftt ' 

remarks, “Oh, really I umnis baix.” i x,i. m.vy iitm, ull I saw him only once 

riTS- ’« »• •»»«. ^ SSdItoi' 'S 

again, to auote\n^^L 2 rfl.®t L 7^® cri6d,^,mo- he had been la.d up in bed. “You 


But why hari-owlTe ^0^ long ,<,.re you in bed anyway?’’ 

dem^oation Ibe Ken Sf 1^^™ Peneti^ted to he conducted me to Fembys room, 

disease. The oH avS-r S h^ glLuc? Several of his friends were there, and 

oh^^ed. and a gelffS mSe W fcce ° " *"^7 Joe Vayle-breexy Joe- 

qmsitive spirit, is abroad- vet whan' ® T fi. ai ■ ... even he on this occasion kept 

might SbiS?:m"sS4StTh ^Sr;r;Smart teSgSffi ^ 

remorse. True, when at l ast we saw that L more devaetafegfo^t^f rapSi gSsfe’. 7.’® 
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And then, almost as he said the 
words, he felt what he had done, and 
I knew that he was inwardly cui*sing 
himself for his thoughtlessness. A 
spasm of pain twitched the comers of 
Ferriby's drawn mouth ; his lips moved 
automatically. 

“ Not ... not he gasped, and 
then paused. The perspiration stood 
in cold drops on his brow. Br. Keane 
was at his side in a moment. 

“ Yes, yes, go on, Ferriby ; we *re all 
friends here,** he said, and the rest of 
us stood about in awkward silence, 
even the least emotional of us suffering 
something of the agony of those tense 
moments. 

“ Not — ^not your train ...” 

"Yes, yes, old fellow ; go on I You 
want to say, not J‘oe*s train, but the 
South-Eastern Eailway Company’s.*’ 

" Y-yes. Yes, that *s what I wanted 
to say. I’m sure you're very good 
to me; I don't know what I should 
do ** 

" Oh, that ’s all right,” said Dr. 
Keane, and he spoke brusquely, but 
that was to hide his emotion. 

He then quietly advised us to go, 
saying that he could not answer for 
the consequences to his patient were 
anything to bring on another spasm of 
repartee. 

Poor Ferriby I His case puzzled me, 
and after they got him abroad I wrote 
to Keane about it, asking how it was 
that a condition of mind so often 
accompanied by sound physical health 
should in Ferriby's case have proved 
almost fatal. 

I have the doctor’s reply, and read- 
ing between the technicalities I divine 
that Ferriby developed a capacity for 
self-criticism after the pernicious habit 
of the retort facetious had actually got 
absorbed into his mental system, and 
the agony he suffered in hearing him- 
self give utterance to one feebleness 
after another had gradually undermined 
his strength. I 

Occasionally Keane is too — what 
shall I say ? — therapeutical for my lay ^ 
mind to follow him; he speaks of a = 
"varicose vein of humour," etc., etc. 

I quote the close of his letter : — 

" We give it out that he (Ferriby) is ^ 
abroad because he finds the climate 
more beneficial, but, really, of course, 
it is the language. A strange tongue ^ 
offers few opportunities to anyone with 
Ferriby’s complaint, and physically he 
is already in better ease. He is now 
in Italy ; but as he grows familiar with t 
the speech he will have to move on 
to Constantinople, St. Petersburg, or, 
possibly, even Peking. My private “ 
apprehension' is that so far as English- 
speaking countries are concerned he is " 
an exile- for life." 



Customer {sarcastically), “I've managed to cvt this steak, but botheued it? 
I CAN CEEW IT I" 

IVaiter, “Yes, Sul We ouaeantee oun knives, but our mroNSiBiLiTY does not 

EXTEND TO OUR CUSTOMERS' TEETII,** 


A LOOK-OUT. 

Fob years he’d been her humble 
slave, 

But, fretting at his fate, 

The man determined, growing brave, 
To better his estate. 

So, risking coldness or rebuff, 

Severe and business-like, 

He said, " Your friendship ’s not enough ; 
Love me, or I shall strike ! ” 


“ But I repudiate the debt," 

She said in level tone ; 

" Be satisfied with what you get, 
And, friend, let well alone." - 


The grievances he then revealed 
But made the lady pout, 

She shook her head and would not yield, 
And so the man " came out." 

Till, slowly starving, day by day, 

His heart began to yearn 
For that unsatisfactory pay 
He lately used to earn. 

But, when half famished, thin and poor, 
With penitence be knocked, 

He found, alas, that friendship’s door 
Was tightly barred and locked. ' 

• The Duet. 

^ “ Mimi, tlie little seamstress who shares the 
timbrel with Sydney Carton. 
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OVERDOING IT. 

[A day’s gleaning from the Loudon papers — 
and a satisfactory explanation why iny friend 
Mr. Edwai-d Kingston does not play golf.] 

From '' The Morning Awaliener ” : — 
THE LAJDIES’ CHAMPIONSHIP. 

{By our Si)ecial Nut at Turnberry,) 
The girls — bless their pretty faces — 
may be infpior to the male sex at golf 
(though Miss Amelia Divot would give 
any man a good game), but there is no 
doubt about their pluck. There was 
half a gale of wind blowing this morn- 
ing at the first tee, yet Miss Amelia 
faced the elements bare-headed, her 
lovely black hair blowing unfettered 
about her dainty ears. Miss Hooker 
showed no less courage, for she 
was wearing a pair of pink stock- 
ings beneath a pale blue skirt, a 
loosely knitted green jersey and cap! 
completing her costume. She is a 
splendidly built, strong-limbed girl, and 
the way she drove into the bunker from 
the first tee would have made many 
a scratch player envious. But Miss 
Amelia Divot is no less splendidly built 
and strong-limbed. She was dressed 
I this morning entirely in mauve, even 
down to her stockings and dear little 
* shoes, and her fine brave swing must 
have sent a thrill of pleasure through 
every male heart. 

I followed Miss Amelia for the first 
nine holes, and she was certainly playing 
glorious golf. On this form she should 
win the championship, and nobody 
could grudge such a pretty girl the 
victory. Yesterday she was playing 
entirely in white, and was a little olf 
her game,^ but to-day she made no 
mistake with Miss Imogen Fairway, a 
dainty brunette from the West. Save 
that she duifed her putt on the eighth 
green, her game was iiTeproachable, 
To-moiTow Miss Hooker plays Miss 
Divot, and the girls are all agog with 
excitement. That it will be a close 
match is certain, for both are magnifi- 
cently proportioned and supple-limbed 
specimens of England’s girlliood. I 
am officially informed that Miss Amelia 
Divot will play in a grey skirt and red 
stockings, while Miss Hooker will be 
entirely in blue. I fancy Miss Divot’s 
chances, although Miss Hooker is quite 
as nice-looking as her opponent. Bless 
both their pretty faces ! 

From "The Evening Messenger: ” 

GOLF NOTES. 

The New Couese at Beamblebury. 

A Novel Foursome. 

{By Sammy SUcer,) 

I am sometimes a little puzzled as to 
what to write about in this column, for 
Dhave now been a golf journalist for 
twenty years, and (as my readers know) 


I have had to turn out no fewer than four when he drops out. We played four 
fr ^ week in different papers, most amusing holes in this way, until 

Multiply four by twenty by fifty-two C discovered that it was simpler iust 
and you get four thousand one hundred to play A’s shot straight back at hini 
andsixtyeolumns about golf— say five again. After that the game languished 
milhou words. Ofcoui-seinfivemiUion Th. 

words one must have touched fairly The Daily Hope : — 

fully on most of the broader aspects WONDER OF GOLF. 

I of the game, but each week gener- . (% Nenry Iron.) 

ally offers some fresh topic for com- 


uixcis sumts iiesu Tiopic lor com- R wonderful game this golf of 
ment, and to-day I have fortunately The more we j^lay it the more 

remembered that the new course at marvel at its intricate simplicity. 

Bramblebury has not yet been described simple intricacy, to put it in 

in this paper. another way, baffles us. The deepest 

pi’ohlems of statesmanship, of religion, 
Strictly speaking, Bramblebury is not ^.nd literature will all be revealed 

anewcourse, for it} has been in existence ere we understand the secret of 
some fifteen years. When I say new, I game^ of golf. A man may spend 
mean new to me. Those of my readers ^ lifetime in the study of it (and surely 

who have played there will no doubt <^ould not spend his life move 

be glad to hear what it is like, and those ’worthily), but in the end he will have 
I who haven’t can console themselves confess that he knows no more than 

with the thought that they will now the beginning. Sometimes 

recognise the course when they . do go ^ aw^ake for weeks thinking about 

golf, so greatly does the mystery of it 

baunt me. Harry Vaedon, prince of 
We start with a plain two-shot hole golfers, once called it “ a funny game.” 
of 550 yards. A lucky pitch may give R is J^aore than a funny game, it is 'a 
us a three, but we shall probably be <^eeply psychological game. For a 
content with a four. The next is good golfer is a good man, make up 
of the dog-leg variety, and when “mistake about that. Success at golf 
I w^s there last Monday a strong demands far greater qualities than 
wind from the south-east rendered ^ioes success in politics, in art, in 
it extremely interesting. To get on commerce. And how much better 
the green in two it is necessary to 'worth achieving 1 Yes, this golf of 
carry the river from the tee. On a ours is indeed a wonderful game ! 
calm, day this is comparatively easy, (*4nci? so on in a dozen other papers 
but in the teeth of a stiff south-easter until my friend Mr. Edward Kingston 
the 319 yards to the opposite bank *5 ilh) ^ 

wants some doing. Probably most — ' " ‘ 

players will find that it is hope- . Deadly Inffuence of the Home 
less to attempt it with a cleek and 


The Deadly Infiuexice of the Home 
Btule Bill. 


•will take a baffy. The third hole does \ MTOtion Army authoiiUes iu London 
not call for comment, but the fourth sei^te New Zealand from 

presents an extremely pretty proK m mi. 

It 13 a short hole of 245 yards, and my ^ “SU of tlie eixty-njne bachelors of Dnn. 
opponent boldly tried to run it -with a shaugblin, who were told by the local council 
putter. I took a niblick and managed ‘““’>7 or fio,’ baie decided to marry." 
to get safely on the green; but I n.- n 7 .. , . DaUy Express. 

tremble now to think what might have « ' * advice to those about to 

happened to me. There is a regular “O-— Don’t. 

sea of gorse and bramble in front of to. ' 

the green, and, once in that, all hope of a sS^ch sSrJ ^ ‘ 

; a two would have disappeared. «?, \ _ 

“She wished the name of Tmiff Reform could 

' described in It SgS 'be called Tariff Eefoi-m. 

some detail « , , (It is ,* a?id so are the , — 

other thirteen.) “Kyd, in attempting to cut to leg, was sur- 

PiMOT to find a ball from Coulter making its way 
I took part in a novel foursome the wickets. Saturday Post. 
other day. It can hardly be called golf, ^PPfently it didn’t even stop to watch 
but it passes away a pleasant hour remarkable stroke, 
on any of the lesser known courses, ,, ^ 

where decent golf is imnossible 1 . sopiano voice, was 

A and B play against C and D* ??“* Wetolin’s ‘Bergerettee,’ 

but instead rt/ A R Drew was nc less successful in sonw 

busSssVlit A perhaps not the whole aim 

^ ^ *>’ 1 * it is certainly a begin- 

he can until they amve on the green, j ning. The rest will come ^ “ 
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THE CALL OF THE BLOOD. 

Mead .Vurse (as last resoii to laly v^ho ,ro»V taU Ws ■nudMne). “ Be BUiVE, daelixg ! Eembmbee toe aee a Taibot be TnEEsnoKT ! ’ 


GANYMEDE AGAIN. 

[Amongst tiie suggestions for the instraction of hoys' attonding the 
new I^naon County Council School for IVaiters is a course of less(^ in 
tlie relative importance of the principal London newspapers,] 

Thebe are some secrets that the envious gods 
Beveal to men — ^for instance, how to fly, 

The art to reckon cubes, or racing* odds,- « 

The way from Hammersmith to Peekham Bye ; 

But not to -judge perfection rose and lily, 

Which- is the fairer of these two fine plants? 

To seek to find such measurements is silly; 

Taking another case, I have two aunts. 

Both of them estimable ladies ; vain 
To ask me which is worthier of the twain. 

So with our newsy prints: like vernal blooms 
All fragrance on the morning air they breathe ; 
latest wires, and each one booms 
His goods the best ; the garland that I wreathe 
Of eglantine outperfumes not the cedar; 

The Chronicle is sweet, The Daily Neios 
with The Morning Leader) 

That too is sweet ; and how can mortals choose ^ 
Home worship The Ea^press, some do not quaU, 

Strong, silent Englishmen, before The Mail. 

as I speak The Standard rears her head. 

Smiling amongst the penn'orths ; can she boast, 
r' ^ radiant charms tumuinber^d, 


What of our evening-papers, swift to follow, 

Flow, noontide till he fades into the West, 

With flower of fresh editions, fair Apollo ? 

Hanged if I know which organ is the best ; 

Eosy and white and green their petals fall 
And Mr. gets his ads. in all. 

No, William; Henry, no I Young ardent boys. 
Destined to serve the board and tot the bUl, 

Learn what you can of culinary joys ’ 

And how to suit the jaded diner’s will; 

some things must be hidden, lest the blunderer 
Wbrae angels fear to tread approach too nigh; 
Hw shall you gauge the value of “The Thunderer” 
To yon pale customer with blood-hued tie ? 

How of Tfie AtJiencBum ? I have sat 
Hungrily down at times to read Hmne Ghat ! 

Th© win©, th© bird, the ssilfid, you msiy guess, 

And give soft counsel on what leaves to browse, 
XJUfc not the larger mysteries of our Press, 

These are for private choice ; you don’t want rows. 
And, If some foreign gourmet haply asks you 

n, u England’s printed sheets, 

leu him th© choice of Paris too much tasks you 
Ply him with dainty fare, and wh’lst he eats 
L^end for the lot, collect the whole wild bunch 
* « « W «- « 

On second thoughts, no, WilUam. Give him Pmoh. 

Evoe. 









The PortadoAva U^ioafat Club “ia battle airay" aadei- Lox-d Lo.^osDEuav aad Sh' E0 W.uxd Oai«ok. 


IIoiLse of Commons, Monday, May 13. 
— Under pressure Pbejiieu has sob 
apart four sittings for debate on 
Second Reading of Welsh Disestablish- 
ment Bill. When House met to-day 
Oliver Eonaldshay asked for more. 
A punishment that would most closely 
have htted this suggestion of crime 
would have been compulsory attendance 
throughout the first day's sitting. The 
noble and shrewd Lord, however, de- 
parted at close of earliest hour and 
was seen no more steeped in study of 
argument for and against Second Bead- 
ing. 

That hour after hour, between six 
and eleven o’clock, Benches should 
have been more than half empty has 
in these times come to be a matter of 
course. Carlyle, who did not love 
, Parliaments, partly perhaps because, 
had he been a member of one, others 
would also have insisted on talking, 
gleefully records a conversation in the 
National Assembly in 1789. 

“It was,” remarked a Member on 
his legs, “dull as this day’s assembly.” 

“ Pourqitoi dater ^ ” asked Mirabbatj. 

When one writes about dulness in 
theOommons there comes the reflection, 
Why particularise the day ? In respect 


of dejection the days pass and resemble 
each other. 

About to-day’s experience there is 
a certain irony that conveys a useful, 
sure - to - be - disregarded lesson. Here 
we are entered upon fresh campaign 
against property and the Chui’ch. The 
nation is supposed to be riven into 
sections, seething whether with en- 
thusiasm or indignation. The Opposi- 
tion, after dying in the ditch in resisting 
Home Buie, are moTe Sih&i'nico, pledged 
to spiU every remaining drop of their 
blood in defence of the Church in 
Wales. On opening night of struggle 
they send to the front one of their 
choicest champions. Promoters of the 
Bill on their part put up the latest 
Minister, a popular and capable man, 
whose first important speech in new 
capacity commands friendly curiosity. 

I Eeasonable to expect a thronged 
Chamber buzzing with excitement, 
cheering the champions with applause 
or with not less inspiriting hostile 
interruption. What actually happened 
was far remote from realisation of this 
ardent fancy. There was moderately 
full attendance when F. E. Smith rose 
to move rejection of Bill in spseech 
sparkling with witty sentences. At 


end of hour movement towards door 
commenced. Ellis Griffiths, unduly 
impressed with solemnity of position, 
did not succeed in stopping the flow. 
When he made an end of speaking 
all pretence of interest in the matter 
was abandoned. There were recurrent 
moments when it seemed a count-out 
was inevitable. But talk rolled on till 
stroke of eleven o’clock mercifully 
dammed it. 

And all this while, in some secluded 
spot uncheered by dinner, Lord 
Bonaldshay was wringing his bands, 
lamenting the intolerable obstinacy of 
I reckless Prime Minister who declines 
to add another day or two to course of 
debate. 

Bmhms Second Beading of 

Welsh Disestablishment Bill moved. 

TiLcsday. — Prince Arthur gave 
much-needed fillip to debate on Dis- 
establishment BiU by delivery of bril- 
liant speech opposing it. Arrangements 
for intervention were cut-and-dried like 
everything else that invests the affair 
with depressing air of unreality. But 
there was no competition for favourable 
points of hearing, no “ sitting out ” on 
Gangway steps, no moaning at the bar 
by reason of inconvenient thronging 
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of eager listeners, 
audience, at one in 


Just a fairly full 
its welcome to 


' UUKS 

graceful actor temporarily returning to I sought safety 


familiar stage. 

Pjrinoe Arthur in best form. House 
listened with delight to the old style 
of pinking an opponent with flashing 
rapier as contrasted with bludgeoning 
him with a blackthorn. Ellis Griffiths, 
in course of his speech, mentioned that 
the Archbishops of Canterbury enjoy 
certain social precedence. 

“ True,” said Prince Arthur. “But 
after all you are not taking £173,000 
a year away from the poor because the 
Archbishop goes in to dinner before a 
Dtike." 

XJnder-Secretart hastily 
explained that he had touched 
upon this subject in answer to 
one of many interruptions to 
which he was subjected. 

“ If that be so,” said Prince 
Arthur encouragingly, “ I think 
the honourable gentleman ought 
to be grateful to the questioner, , 
since he appears to have pro- 
vided him with all the more 
important parts of his speech.” 

And then there was the 
canonisation of . the Home 
Secretaev. Prince Arthur 
found in his speech on intro- 
ducing Bill design to create 
organisation of a ne%v Church. 

“I suppose,” he went on, 
regarding Home Secretary 
with something of fatherly 
pride, “ the Welsh Church of 
the future is to look back to 
the right honourable gentleman 
as its founder, and, as we talk 
of St. Augustine and St. 
CoLUMBA, so posterity will talk 
of St, McKenna.” 

Home Secretary blushed. 

St. Augustine Birrell looked a 
trifle annoyed. Doubts whether 
there is room on Treasury Bench for 
another Saint. The House rocked with 
hilarious laughter and, 'when Prince 
Arthur made an end of speaking by 
delivery of something nearer approach- 
ing peroration than of late customary, 
Members went forth, leaving the place 
to solitude and J. Edwards. 

Business done . — Second night of De- 
bate on Disestablishment Bill. 

. W^nesday.—Qome sensation created 
by disclosure of details of preparation 
to fighting in Ulster should HomeEule 

! Bi11 be carried. Hitherto been dis- 
position to regard threats of Ulster 
Members as only their fun. Suddenly, 
witlmut word of warning, abyss opened 
on floor of House. Members found 
them^ves st^g at possibilities 
osmg to, wipe out from its proud 
‘ history the cabbage garden 


wherein Smith O’Brien, with myrmi- 
dons of the law at his heels, vainly 


From question addressed to Chief 
Secretary it seems that the Mem- 
bers of the Porbadovvn Unionist Club 
are akeady setting themselves in battle 
array. Squads carrying deadly wooden 
guns are paraded. After certain man- 
muvres “they marched* past Colonel 
Fitzgerald, J.P., and Major Blacker, 
J.P.” The Colonel, who had ap- 
parently been studying literary style of 
Napoleon’s proclamations to bis army 
in Italy, Egypt and elsewhere, addressed 
the assembled force in stirring speech, 
foretelling the state of terror into which 



Thursday . — ^Evidence promptly forth- 
coming that Members not disposed to 
look so lightly upon the Portadowu 
affair as St. Augustine would have 
them do. The Member for Sark tells 
me of a question addressed to the 
Attorney-General, drafted at meet- 
ing in Committee Boom upstairs of 
influential group of Members. It runs 
thus : “ To ask the Attorney-General 
whether his attention has been called 
to the fact that the sentence passed 
upon Miss Malecka was in accordance 
with the Bussian Criminal Law of 
1903, which provides that anyone be- 
I longing to a revolutionary organisation 
aiming at the separation of parts of the 
country^ from the Empire shall 
be subjected to a minimum 
penalty of exile for life, and a 
maximum of twenty years’ 
penal servitude. 

“And whether” (no Parlia- 
mentary question is complete 
without “and w’^hether”) “in 
view of declarations affecting 
the status of the Province of 
Ulster, made in this House and 
elsewhere by honourable and 
right honourable gentlemen, he 
will bring in a short Bill em- 
bodying in the criminal law of 
this country the provision 
enacted in Bussia.” 

Business done . — Second Bead- 
ing of Welsh Disestablishment 
Bill carried by 81 votes. 


“ALL 


THE BEST 
BOTH.” 


OF 


“'Boults whether there is room on TreasuiT Bench for 
anotner Saint. . 

(Sr. Augustine Biekell and Sr. Reginald McKenna.) 


On the well-known principle 
that nothing is more infectious 
than matrimony, the recent 
union between The Daily Neivs 
and The Morning Leader has 
set an example that is expected 
to be widely followed. The fol- 


PortedoJKS i “o “>= 


Wiao c«i.uic;u. 

Portadown Unionist Club, banded to-' 
gether to defend their rights, are deter- 
mined “ never to submit to be governed 
by a Home Rule Parliament.” 

Chief Secretary was called upon 
to explain “why no action has been 
taken against the persons responsible 
to this^ incitement to sedition and 
armed violence against the Crown.” 

St. Augustine, after familiar Minis- 
terial manner, tried to make light of 
affair. “Hypothetical rebellion,” he 
called it, not worth serious attention. 
All the same, House doesn’t like look 
of things. 

Business done . — ^Here endeth the 
third lesson derivable from debate on 
Second Beading of Welsh Disestab- 
lishment Bill. . 


but might appear at any moment : — 

(JL) On and after Monday next, the 
two great London weekly jiapers, 

The Sj)ectator 
and 

The Looking-Glass, 
will be amalgamated under the 
composite title of 
Beflecfions. 

Price 3r7. every Saturday. 

Two papers in one, and all the best 
of both. 

Seflections will contain the solidity 
2?, Spectator aud the seasoning of 
The Looking-Glass. 

Beflections will be the weekly journal 
for men, women and others. 

Beflectiom will be the only paper 



Fiiihct\ '‘Tom, go and ]’etcii the old house.” 

iHither, ‘'Weae, ovt the old oifE first, that’s Mir moito. 


appealing simultaneously to the study 
and the stable. 

Special joint article next week, “ The 
Starting-Gate and its influence upon 
German expansion.*’ 

(2) The Editor of The Areiia, the new 
popular journal of University and 
Public School life, begs to inform his 
readers and the world at large that 
from next month The Arena, while 
retaining its present title, will incor- 
porate within itself its bright little 
contemporary, Home Notes. 

All the manly features of The Arena, 
with added daintiness. 

School Notes, Sport at Oxford and 
Cambridge. Athletic groups, etc. All 
as before, together with a strong serial 
tale of love and pathos entitled, “ Erom 
Milliner to Marchioness,” and a set of 
brown-paper patterns. 

'Next month : “Eowing Shorts — how 
to embroider.” 

(3) Another interesting amalgama- 
tion will be that of 

The Tatler and The Chxireh Times. 

' The Publishers hope that they will 
be found to have blended all the serious 


Tom. ''Why the old oxe, Tatheii?” 

2'om, “"Well, I^'ather, tuex you fetch the hohse.” 


value of the former with the light touch 
of the latter. 

Our new motto — 

“Pulpits and Personalities.” 

A Special Feature will be Bright Pars 
for Parishioners, a gossipy record of 
the ecclesiastical week. 

Twelve pages of snap-shots. All the 
smartest pew-holders. 

Social snippets : Who ’s Who at the 
Mothers’ Meetings, etc. 

(4) On and after next week the Pro- 
prietors of those successful publications, 
The Baker and Confcctionei' 
and 

The Family Doctor, 

beg to announce that they will ai^pear 
as one under the new and strikingly 
original title of 

The Baker and Confectioner and 
Family Doctor. 

"What this means. This means that 
tw-o journals, hitherto wasting much of 
their power in pursuance of a mutually 
antagonistic policy, will now combine. 
Price ^d» weekly. 

Two papers for the price of half of one. 
Bead “ The Bane and the Antidote,” 


special page of recipes and prescriptions 
in parallel columns. 

Exclusive article next week, “Eich 
Damp^ Cake with Green Sugar,” by 
Captain Hook (author of “How I 
nearly captured Peter Pan ”). 

(o) Sensational Combine ! 

The Proprietors and Publishers of 

The Little Biiddleford Telegrajjjli 
(and Visitor’s Directory), 

circulating^ in Little Puddleford and 
district (price one penny), are happy to 
inform tlieir readers that in future the 
paper will be merged into the equally 
I well-known London (Daily) Telegrojph. 

Twenty-four pages. All the best 
features of both journals, including 
a special three-line article of Little 
j Puddleford happenings, contributed by 
the former Editor under the title of 
“Health and Sunshine.” 

N.B. — The Visitor’s List will be dis- 
continued for the present. 

a On and after April 1 next The 
r’5 Neics will be fused with The 
Story-Teller, and will be known as 
The Lyre. 

No change of policy or contents. 
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WHITSUNTIDE CYCLE TOURS. 

{Some useful Bints,) 

Buns. 

It is inadvisable if over twelve years 
of age to eat freely of these confections 
before commencing a run. Neverthe- 
less there are many uses to wliich a 
bun can le pub by the resourceful 
rider. Firmly tied on with pink tape, 
it makes an excellent and durable 
saddle cover. If the tourist is un- 
fortunate enough to have a puncture 
but no repair outfit, the tyre can be 
stuffed with chunks of bun until it is 
hard enougli to be ridden. If,' on the 
other hand, ho has a repair outfit but 
no pxincture, a good deal of harm- 
less amusement can be obtained 'by 
splitting the bun longitudinally in half, 
placing a piece of rubber cut to shape 
between the two sections, fastening 
them carefully together so that the bun 
resumes its normal appearance, and 
handing the result to the first youngster 
met on the road. A bun can also be 
used as a substitute for pedal rubbers, 
as a chest protector, a mudguard ex- 
tension, a collision mat, or a duster. 

Insects. 

The most eJQScaeious method of com- 
bating these pests is to cover the face 
thickly with zinc ointment. Insects 
will then adhere in great numbers, and 
the cyclist should dismount occasion- 
ally, survey his features in a hand- 
glass, and despatch the little creatures 
in a humans manner by snipping off 
their heads with a pair of scissors. 

Bbakes, 

In the event of the brakes collapsing 
on a steep descent, the cyclist has the 

choice of the following alternatives : 

(I) Leap forward from the saddle 
so that the waist impinges upon the 
handle-bars, and the chin, a moment 
later, upon the front tyre. Open the 
mouth wide and bring pressure to bear 
simultaneously with the upper and 
lower jaw, and at the same time wedge 
the heels against the hack forks in sucli 
a manner as to form an efficient rim 
brake. 

^ (2) Move the pedals to quarter past 
nine, and, with a resolute spring, turn 
a double somersault forwards, landing 
on the feet well in front of the 


Fjrbe 'Wheels. 

^ These can sometimes be secured out- 
side village inns, but the collector 
must exercise the greatest care, and in 
view of the widespread activities of 
the police the operation is at best a 
risky one. 

Signposts. 

^ These must never be tmsted blindly, 
since it is a favourite pastime in rural 
districts to twist them round in the 
sockets. It is the wisest policy on 
the whole to take every precaution, and 
the following procedure is recommended 
whenever a signpost is encountered at 
cross roads: — Bide along one of the 
roads until a village is reached, and 
ascertain its name from an inhabitant. 
Betum to the starting-point and repeat 
the process over another road. The 
signpost can then, if necessary, be ad- 
justed until two of its arms are pointing 
in what are now known to be the right 
directions, when it may be assumed 
as at least highly probable that the 
remaining arms are correctly disposed. 

Pigs. - - ‘ 

Straying porkers form a gi*eat danger 
on account .of their playful habit of 
bolting across the road at precisely the 
wrong inoment. It is best to dismount 
on sighting one of these creatures, turn 
the bicycle round, re-mount, and ride 
bctckivcircls until the danger is passed. 
The animal^ will imagine you to be 
proceeding in the opposite direction, 
and will hai'mlessly cross what he 
believes to be your front. Another 
plan is to climb over the hedge and 
imitate the rattling of a bucket by 
hammering the gearcase with a spanner. 
This will lure the pig into the field and 
afford you a chance of escape. 


machine, which can then be stopped 
and wheeled to the foot of the hill, 

(3) Take off the pump, fill it re- 
^atedly over the back wheel and 
discharge it over the front wheel 
Thw will cause a vacuum immediately' 
belimd the machine and a cushion of 
oppressed air' in' front, the combined 
fiffMt of which will be to bring the 
WW tnuAly to a standstill. 

I 


M.1PS. 

In order to avoid unnecessary ex- 
pense, it is a good plan to find the Free 
Library at each town visited and ask 
to see the local directory. An admir- 
able map of the district will usually be 
found just inside the cover, this 
may be unostentatiously detached, 
retained as long as required, and then 
sent back to the Librarian by post. 

Oil. 

Lubricant oil is usually forgotten, so 
that a list of easily obtained substitutes 
will be welcome :—(l) cider, (2) fried 
bacon fat (before congealed), (3) melted 
butter, (4) tomato sauce thinned wuth 
vinegar, (5) red ink, (6) sardine oil. 

Sahdine Tin. 

The empty tin, when suspended by 
a piece of string, makes an ■ efficient 
gong, and may be presented to the 
landlord before leaving as a mark of 
esteem or in part payment of the bill. 


THE CINEMA HEROES. 

Honour where honour is due, and 
in a world that has instant praise for 
everyone connected with the footlights 
the great cinema comedians have been 
too long neglected. 

Who are they? you ask. Well, 
there are many, and tlieir adventures 
and misadventures are many too, but 
the chief of them are Max, Bunny, 
Prince and Tontbllino. 

No matter into what electric theatre 
yon drop, there for a certainty is one 
at least of the four in a comic drama, 
and if only the cowboy romance and 
the Indian melodrama and the events 
of the week were not also present, all 
four might be on view. 

Tiiese irresponsible gentlemen, whose 
feats and blunders give amusement to 
millions of their fellow-creatures all 
over the world every day— for cinema 
films go everywhere— are the sons of 
four different nations. Max is either 
German or Austrian, Prince is French, 
Tontbllino is Italian, and Bunny is 
American. ' England alone has as yet 
no famous cinema comedian; but no 
doubt one will come. 

Max is the pick of the bunch for 
elegance and charm and manly beauty. 
Max is tall; he w’ears his clothes well; 
he has animated and expressive fea- 
tures, as indeed a cinema actor must ! 
have, since he cannot speak ; and about I 
him is an air of style. His devotion to 
a little black moustache also suggests 
that he will never, as the others have 
done, impersonate a woman. Max is 
the man about town, the gay Lothario 
of the cinema. He loves and triumphs, 
or he loves and fails, and it *s all one 
to him. He smiles and prepares for 
the next film. One day his cook leaves 
him, and we see him straggling with 
the mysteries of the cuisine. He goes 
to the market and buys a live fowl, 
and before he can kill it— with Jus re- 
volver---he has destroyed £100 worth 
of furniture, glass and crockery. 

At another time he marries and, find- 
ing that his wife prefers a rival, calls 
in his collie as a spy. No sooner does 
the other appear than the collie rushes 
to the telephone to apprise Max in his 
office ; and Max, arriving at home, turns 
both wife and lover out, .and resumes 
his minaga d deux wnth the collie. But 
everything he does is done with sajig- 
fvoid and 6lan, That is Max. 

Prince is a more typical actor. He 
has the comedian's face andfigure: blunt 
features, clean shaved. His rdle chiefly 
IS marital embroilments, jealousies, sub- 
terfuges. He tears his hair, his eyes 
start out of his head, he rushes about 
^ French comedians always must. 
He gives appointments to several 
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young women at the same rendezvous 
and the same time — by accident, of 
course — and all turn up at once. Then 
Pbincb is in his element. Seeing so 
vast a concourse he flies, and all pur- 
sue, even to the river, which they swim 
hard on his heels. For they are a 
hardy lot, these cinema performers, 
and must be ready for anything. 

Tontbllino is the Italian Pbince; 
but with a difference. Prince can take 
part in a serious drama; Tontellino 
never could. He has a figure pour rire 
to start with: he is small with a 
prematurely old face, as our own Dan 
Leno had. ^ Hence his rdle is sheer 
farce. He is the husband of enormous 
women, who bully him and cany him 
ahout.^ He is told to fight the men 
who insult them and has to take 
lessons in physical development until 
his muscles are gigantic. In one film 
he is converted at a drawing-room 
meeting and leaves it with a passion 
for the conversion of others. He enters 
a catt and removes the drink of a 
party at a table. They fall upon him 
and sweep the floor with him. Un- 
deterred, he pursues his proselytising 
way, always ending in rough-and- 
tumble disaster. 

And Bunny—Bunny is an American 


comedian with a x^ositive acreage of 
face. It is the biggest face on earth, 
clean-shaven, pliable, capable of ex- 
pressing the depths of woe and the 
heights of joy. Bunny is equally at 
home as woman or man. At one time 
he is a stage-struck cook who flings up 
a situation to enter musical comedy. 
At another time he is a householder 
overcome with the purpose of reducing 
his flesh, of which he has enormous 
quantities, by a private Tuikish bath, j 
In this he is sitting naked and a) 
prisoner when a burglar enters and 
calmly clears up the valuables. Such 
is the variegated exciting life of BuiWY 
in the films. What it is privately, who 
can say 7 But one thing is certain — he 
cannot long be anonymous. Such a 
face as that sticks in the memorjj. 

And how to become a great cinema 
comedian? That I do not know. 
Perhaps it is necessary to fail first on 
the real stage, perhaps not. But if so 
there is hope for nearly every one. 

Seen in the window of a Belfast 
print-seller : — 

“ ‘ Tub 'WmsTLEiCs UoTum * 
McNTeill,*' 

The pathos of this picture appeals to 
every mother of a young family. 


AN AET IN THE MAKING. 

I SING a skilled artificer 
Who, soaring o'er tlie real, 

Seems, strange as it may sound, to err 
By a too high ideal ; 

You know him and that lack of flaws 
That mars his best ambition ; 

’Tis he who fits his fellow's* jaws 
With. counterfeit dentition. 

I ''d have him make some faults in it 
(Although to him mere eyesores) ; 
One canine twisted round a bit, 

Or gap *twixt two incisors ; 

But no, *twould seem he could not bear 
The smallest space to part *em, 

He cannot grasp, for allJiis care, 

Ars cst celare artem. 

His “ sets ** are far too bright and good 
For human nature’s feeding; 

Deceive a child they never could, 

Yet on he works unheeding ; 

But whoso takes this hint to heart. 

My business instinct guesses, 

A fortune waits his novel art; 

Perpend, good L.D.S.’s I 

“Special week end teniis ; Sat.^Mon., ^\ith 
free gold,” — Achi, in ^^jAvejyocH BehoJ' 

We have been looking for this hotel 
ior years. I 
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' THE SHAW EXTENSION ANO POPUIARISATION COMPANY, 
UNUMITED. 

Incorporated under the Companies (Consolidation) Act, 1908. 
SHAW CAPITAL £10,000,000. 

Divided into 10,000,000 Preference Shews of £1. each. 
Of which 5,000,000 are now offered for subscription at 
a premium of £100 per Shaw. 

Payable ie full ok Applicatiok, - 
The remainder of the Capital (namelj-, 5,000,000 Shaws) 
has been allotted, fully paid, to the Vendor, Mr. G. B. Shaw, 
in part payment of the pmuhase price. ’ 

Directors : 

Gbohge Bebkasd Shaw, London, England. 
George B. Shaw, Edinburgh, Scotland. 

G. Beenabd Shaw, Dublin,' Ireland. 


Bankers ; 

Messrs. George, Bernard & Shaw. 

Solicitors : , 

Messrs. Shaw, Bernard & George. 

Auditors : 

Messrs. Bernard, George & Shaw. 

Seoretai-y and Begistered Offices : 

G. B. Shaw, No. 1, Self Street, Vanity Square. 

Purposes op xhe Company. 

The Company has been formed for the acquisition and 
development of the well-known statesman, plavwright, 
gjet, essayist, speaker, vegetarian and hero, Mr. ‘George 
Bernard Siiaw, who has himself, in accordance with an 
a^ment dated May 16, fixed the purchase price of him- 
self as a going concern, a liberal rebate having been made 
.for the absence of any tangible goodwill. Mr. Shaw has 
by another agreemetit bound himself to write and speak ex- 
jclusiTOly for the Company durmg the period of what it is 
proposed, subject to Mr. Shaw’s assent, to caU his' natural life 
The Vendor’s accounts show that he has a full productive 
capacity of 200,000,000' gallons per day, exclusive of signed 
letters to the newspapers, an amount amply sufficient to 
ensure a handsome profit. All bye-products will be carefully 
testea_ before being placed on the market. The Lord 
iCH^EBLpfs office and the Censor will be maintained in 
jgopd -working order so as to ensure the customary flow of 
I acidulated matter, and waste will be checked by the old 
I system of uniyersal advertisement. 

The Vendor’s accounts have been examined by the Com- 
pany a Auditors, who report as follows ; — 

De^ Sirs, — We beg to report that, after an ex- 
haustive investigation, we have come to the conclusion 
that no risk whatever attaches to the purchase you are 
contemplating. All the undertakings of the Vendor 
haTO been conducted on sound business lines and in an 
enlightened spirit of self-interest. The Shakspeahe 
department, with illustrations of Mr. Shaw measuring 
his .bram against Shakspeare’s, has never failed to 
prpfite, and the same may be said of the Marriage- 
nndenmning Branch, opened some time ago. The sub- 
^ce for the Destruction of !Public Confidence in 
Doct<^ h^ shown large favourable balances, and has 
, hem but little affected by the Insurance Act. The 
bir^nch for the Abolition of Belief in Heroism is also 
wmg good work in calling attention to the Vendor. 

i "-'. ^ branch, so as to 

■j .eevwRil I>Rttles, sieges, minerexplosions, railway acci- 


dents and shipwrecks. We anticipate largely increased 
profits from this source. ; The Vendor will, we under- 
stand, continue to dissect himself and his feelings in 
public. ^ 

Faithfully yours, 

(Signed) Bernard, George & Shaw. 

A suitable SHAw-factory building in London is under 
consideration, and subsidiary companies will be established 
m all the capitals and populous provincial centres of the 
world. 

Prospectuses and Application Forms can be obtained 
everj-where. 


ROUNDABOUTS AND SWINGS. 

It was early last September nigh to Framlin’am-on-Sea 
An’ ’twas Fair-day come to-morrow, an’ the time was after 
tea, 

An* I met a painted caravan adown a dusty lane, 

A Pharaoh with his wagons cornin’ jolt an’ creak an’ strain; 
A cheery cove an' sunburnt, bold o’ eye and wrinkled up, 
An beside him on the splashboard sat a brindled tarrier 

An* a lurcher wise as Solomon an’ lean as fiddle-strings 
Vf' as joggin’ in the dust along ’is roundabouts an’ swings. 

*‘Goo’-day,” said ’e; “Goo’-day,” said I; “ an’ ow dyou 
find things go, • 

An’ what ’s the chanc? o’ millions u hen you runs a travellin’ 
show ? ” 

“I find,” said ’e, ‘'things very much as ’ow I’ve always 
found. 

For mostly they goes up and down or else goes round and 
round.” 

Said 'e, “ The job ’s the very spit o’ what it always were, 

It ’s bread and bacon mostly when the dog don’t catch a 
’are ; 

But lookin’ at it broad, an’ while it ain’t no merchanfc 
kings, 

What’s lost upon the roundabouts we pulls up on the 
swings ! 

“ Goo luck,” said ’e ; “ Goo' luck,” said I ; “ you ’ve put it 
past a doubt ; . , 

An’ keep that lurcher on the road, the gamekeepers is 
out ; ” ^ r 

'E tlmmped upon the footboard an’ ’e lumbered on again 
To meet a gold-dust sunset down the owl-light in the lane ; 
An’ the moon she climbed the ’azels, while a nightjar 
seemed to spin 

That Pharaoh’s wisdom o’er again, ’is sooth of lose-and- 
win ; 

For “up an’ down an’ round,” said ’e, “goes all appointed 
things. 

An’ losses on the roundabouts means profits on the swungs! ” 

A Sporting Offer. 

‘‘Wanted, situation as plain cook j no objection to doing a little vlaia 
cooking. Apply Cook. ^^-^jSuinios Aires Simdcml ^ 

M/vi. l^ve printed, verbatim, all that Phillimorc gives on the siibieet. 
Noi has Phillunore rested his facts on Prideaiix alone. He quotes Ibid 
as his authority for paragraphs 3 and 4, both of which paraf^-aphs con 
firm paragraph 2, based on Mdeaux.*'— ® 


We have never considered, though, that Ibid wiU tahe a 
high place among the great minds of the age. His thoughts 
are general a mere amplification of those of previous 
wntOTS, and his style is sheer plagiarism. Vide Supra 
the Hungarian philosopher, is just such another parasite 
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''’’H'^r., 


I AIN T BEGGIN*, ,SlR ! I ’j.L WORK ! “VrEED YER YARD FOR YOF, SiR ^ 


AT*5H«*rvr«^ 

‘ ‘ OONFOrND YOF, NO I ThAT'S THE XA”WN," 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

I ONCE read a story where a sixteenth-century fugitive 
instead of taking refuge in the Secret Chamber, simply 
went to bed. They never thought of looking for him there, 
while the Secret Chamber, of course, was the first place 
they searched. ^ To my mind, the young conspirator should 
avoid writing cipher letters just as carefully as that wise 
fugitive avoided secret chambers. Thej' are always decoded 
by the enemy, and then where is he ? These remarks are 
inspired by Mr. Justin HuNTLYMcCAUTHr’s latest historical 
novel, A Health unto His Majesty (Hubst and Blackett), 
bo far from wishing health unto his Majesty King 
I Charles II., his secretary Challis was plotting against 
him, and to that effect wrote a cipher letter (fool !) which 
was promptly seized and interpreted by Jane Lane. 
Armed with this, Jane was enabled to force him to back I 
her up at the dramatic moment when she was sacrificing 
her happiness for the sake of Charles’s future. Mr. 
McCarthy is always a fascinating historian, and this " tale 
of Chiles the debonair untraced by Clarendon’s monu- 
mental pen” will increase his reputation. He has made 
Charles a very human young man, especially lovable in his 
verbal duel with General Monk; and the only pity is that 
the Muse of History wull not permit too many liberties to 
be taken with her. ^ She sternly forbids a happy ending to 
^is story, dismissing Charles to marry the Princess of 
PORTUOAL, Jane to live. with her memories at Bentley 
Court, and the reader to wish it could have been otherwise. 

T ^ for Truth (Sidgwick and Jackson) is Mr 

J. D. Bebesford’s second book about Jacob Stahl, and it ends 
with the announcement that ‘*the further history of Jacob 


pd Betty. will be told in another volume.” This, of course 
is m quite the modern manner, but I doubt the wisdom of 
it. Ppr my own part I feel that, although I have not had. 
anything like enough of Mr. Beresfobd, I have had quite' 
enough of Stahl. At the beginning of this second lap we 
nnd Sta/u m an out-at-elbows state until Cecil Barker, an ' 
East-end parson, employs him as a secretary. Barker spent, 
ms life, in looking for and helping queer “cases,” but hej 
was utterly unable to screw up any enthusiasm over Stahl: 
Eeally vmle sinners who could be brought to a virile 
state of repentance appealed to him ; the new secretary! 
was simply flabby, with neither the courage to sin up to 
the Vicar’s standard nor the power to do anything except 
why he was such a failure. Barker, who is drawn 
brillianth; if a little- spitefully, got rid of Stahl, and had I 
been in liis place I should have acted precisely as he did. 
It IS true that, as the book progresses, Stahl begins to 
throw off some of his flabbiness, but he is only interesting 
to me because ho proves his creator to be an artist of the 
highest promise. Never have I encountered a more uner- 
ring eye for the weak points of 'human nature; but this 
insistence upon the foibles of humanity tends to produce a 
gloomy atmosphere, and as Mr. Beresfobd possesses 
I humour of the most delightful brand it is a crime not to 
use it more freely. If he will only be a little less intro- 
spective and “ fearless,” I may have to acknowledge— when 
^ o (presumably) last lap has been completed — 

that Stahl is a better stayer than I at present think him. 

That pleasant and companionable quality for which I have 
before now had occasion to be ‘grateful in the work of 
Mr. J. E. Buckrosb, comes out as fresh and charming as 
^erin his latest story, A Bachelor's Comedy (Mills and ' 
Boon). The comedy is a ' little- sentimental perhaps, but 
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Iihh wiil be no fault for many ; and certainly the tenderness 
and humour— of smiles rather than laughter— xvith which 
Ml*. Buckrosb presents it are altogether delightful. Its 
hero, the jffeu. Andrew Deane, new Rector of Gaythorpe, is 
a figure new also to fiction, and wholly welcome. The 
jollity of the lad (still young enough to be haunted by an 
ever-present fear of being called Andy), his good-hearted- 
ness and 'Sentiment and small affectations, are all of them 
set out in a manner to make him live and be loved. Of 
course in the book he is loved very actually by Elizabeth, 
the Squire's fair daugliter; and because, even in such a 
pleasant comedy as this, the coui-se' of affection must not 
run too tamely smooth, there are misunderstandings. But, 
though Mr. Buckrosb keeps these going up to the very 
day before that on which Elizabeth should have married 
somebody else, they didn't frighten me more than the least 
little bit. I was almost certain that no author could create 
such an engaging hero as xindy without rewarding him with 
the appointed heroine. Still, I was glad when all was put 
nght and I could enjoy the improbable but happily 
Buckrosian fashion in 
which Elizabeth' s 
family took the sudden 
change in her plans 
This is only one of a 
number of scenes that 
should ensui*e for A 
Bachelor's Goviedy the 
success it deserves. 


If there are any 
egoists left nowadays, 
they must be men who 
do not read modei’u 
fiction. Novelists of 
to-day seem to have 
taken it upon them- 
selves to understudy 
Meredith's imps. One 
after another they join 
the pm'suing pack. The 
latest to give tongue is 
Mr. Charles Mar- 

niOTT, in The Deiopond 

(Hurst and Blackett). Drawing the Mayfair spin- 
he has started Mr. Saintsbunj, the eminent politi- 
cian. Personally, I think he miglit have left the poor man 
alone. iZr. Saintshury may have had “no subconscious 
hinterlands, but he was not a' bad sort of fellow on the 
whole, and I followed the hunt with mixed feelings. That 
Basil Coburn, the fascinating novelist, w-as scheduled 
sooner or later to rob him of liis wife was obvious ; and, as 
nothing else happens in the story, I might have found The 
Deiopojid rather tedious reading, if it had not been for 
Violet H&ndersm. She is a perfectly delightful character. 
^ Miss Guest puts it, “ she would warm a workhouse.” 
Mm Gmst is a minor character who saves Mr. Marriott 
the trouble of direct narrative by telling the story for him 
in a series of letters to her brother. ' It is only through the 
memum of her observation that the reader is permitted to 
^ into the minds of the principal actors in the comedy. 

method is ingenious, and helps to conceal the fact that 
the story might have been told with considerably more 
brevity ; but it has its defects. Somebody else’s opinion of 
what soDoebody else's opinion of somebody else may con- 
eeivajbly have been is never quite so satisfying as first-hand 
mformation from the author. ' 

The dependencies of Zenda would by this time cover 


MORE TRADE SECRETS. 

Night scene on the Heath— eve of Bank Holiday. 


many continents, but I am inclined to hope that the 
country which Miss Winifred Graham makes the scene 
of Soils of State (Mills and Boon) may be regarded as what 
vulgar persons would call the limit. Mortimer Dugdale 
soon found what kind of a place it was when, going as a 
casual spectator to the lying-in-state of its youthful 
monarch, he discovered that the king still breathed, and 
for saying so publicly was condemned by the queen-mother 
to be gnawed by starving vermin.” Even after tliat 
alone, the tourist agencies might advertise cheap fortnights 
in lovely Lambasa in vain, so far as I am concerned. But, 
of course, there was lots more. King Maldio breathed at 
his own funeral, because the court physician who was hired 
to poison him had prescribed the old JFViar Latorence mix- 
ture instead, in ord^ to rescue him later, like Jziliet, from tlie 
family vault. Which was done ; and Maldio, prudently 
determining^ not to proclaim his recovery, went off to 
Cambridge instead, where it appears he had already been 
educated as an undergraduate. (I must look up Mr, Oscar 
Browning's memoirs about this.) In Cambridge-he wooed 

and won the fair young 
daughter of an amiable 
professor named Mag- 
nus, but not even on 
his honeymoon was be 
safe from his foes in 
Lambasa, who, having 
discovered his identity, 
concocted a terrible 
plot to abandon him 
handcuffed in a de- 
serted cab, from which 
indeed he was only 
rescued by his devoted 
bride, who gave chase 
on a bicycle.' It was 
about here that I began 
to realize that Miss 
Graham’s sense of the 
ludicrous did not 
coincide with my own. 
And when King Maldio 
got' back to Lambasa, 

. . , . , , and it was discovered 

that the professor s oaugliter was really a Princess in her 
own right, well, you see what I meant by “ the limit.” 

TO A CRITIC OF STYLE. 

[“ He Tv'as a geutlejiian, even to bis dogs.” - 

J. Z, Achlphus on kU miieffiporary. Sir Walkr Scott.'] 
your penman's fame I make objection 
(Writ large in our Museum's Catalogues), 

But I would like to ask in this connection — 

Are you a judge— of gentlemen or dogs ? ” 

Brown says” — thus one to him who wrote Pendennis 

it S^^^lo^an ! ” . , . Came' answer slow : 

How kind of Brown ! The only question, then, is— 
Excuse my asking— how came Brown to know ? ” 

Truth, honour, courage, loyalty, devotion 
Are gentle qualities, as none deny, 

• And many a dog— at least I 've half a notion— 

Is far a finer gentleman than I. 

As is one gentleman toward another, : 

- So was he to his dog, his peer and chum ; 
fehall we deny what we accord the other 
Merely because one gentleman was dumb ? 
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Say W'liaij you may about ibe Welsh 
they have certainly mastered the art of 
making their political meetings merry 
and bright. At Mr. Lloyd George's 
Cai'naiTon meeting, for instance, we 
read : — “ When one woman in the gal- 
lery shouted * Votes for Women I ’ her 
hat was torn off and hurled down on 
the platform." It alighted on the head 
of the Eevd. Evan fJone= 5 , who, in a 
frenzy, rose from his seat, jumped on 
the hat, and hurled it back among the 
audience.’* 

Tbo War Office, according to The 
Express ^ sold the riglit to take cine- 
matograph pictures of the King’s re- 
cent visit to Aldershot to the highest 
bidder.. At this rate it may yet be- 
possible to carry on 
a war one day at a 
Pi'oht. 


The Home Secre- 
tary has issued an 
order that male con- 
victed prisoners un- 
dergoing sentences 
not exceeding one 
month shall not . be 
permitted to attend 
divine service daily, 
as hitherto, but only 
on Wednesdays and 
'Stindays. We cannot 
help thinking that 
this may have the 
effect of preventing 
many religious per- 
sons from becoming 


Bosimnte seems to have figured' 
creditably in the recent pi-oducfcion of 
Eon Qnibhotic at the London Opera 
House, but we found no allusion 
to Sanclio's donke}". Surely we have 
plenty of artistes who could have done 
justice to that 

“ I do not believe?* say^ Dr. Hutch- 
ison, “that you can habitually overfeed 
a healthy, growing child.*’ This 
opinion has been endorsed by a large 
! proportion of the cla^s referred to, and 
'a number of public-spirited children 
have even expressed . themselves as 
willing tliafc experiments should ho- 
made on them. * \ " 

-*• I 

•I* 

. It^ transpires from police-court pro- 1 
ceedings at Glasgow that a professional : 


the master not to deny the report until 
we had all had time to make our little 
jokes on the subject. 

- 

“ This pair of eommou storks, in the 
gulls aviary at the Zoological Gardens,” 
we read, “are rearing a family. of live.” 
This confirms what we hear on all 
sides, namely, that it is only the com- 
mon or -low’er classes nowadays that 
have large families. 

*:■' 

“ SECRETS OR VESUVIUS REVEALED, 
YAWNING ABYSSES.” 

Thus The Daily Chronicle, Yet we 
are never, surprised to hear of abysses 
yawning, for they always have the 
appearstnee of being bored. 

* * 

. sJ: 

A gruesome story reaches us from a 


prisoners. 


■'fi ❖ 


lUYK-HOLIDAY IDYhL. 


An elderly person named Henry 
Nixon was fined five shillings and costs 
last week at Canterbury for striking Sir 
Norman PbinglE', who was interfering 
in a dog-fight.' In canine circles this 
is considered a gross miscarriage . of 
justice, and there is some talk of pre- 
senting Mr. Nixon with a collar bearing 
ah appropriate inscription in praise of 
his action. ... . 

We understand that among the 
more thoughtful • members of our 
leiiured- classes there, is a feeling that 
there may be something in Mr. H. G. 
Wells’ suggestion to the effect that 
the use - of luxurious motor vehicles 
may cause a certain amount of irrita- 
tion in ,thB rniuds of working men. As 
& result: it is just possible -that the 
discarded. .lour-wheeler and the old- 
ffcjfhoned.hbrse omnibus, not tomen- 
iioh the ' coster’N - barrow, may yet 
•heccme the- favQih’ite'' equipages of 
smart society. 


Li T .? A gmesome scory reaciies us from a 

fab lady of that city, weighing forty-seven certain hospital. Onits staff is a surgeon 

~ who is famous for the 

celerity of his opera- 
tions. The other day 
he had twelve on his 
list. When he had 
polished off the elev- 
entli he asked where 
the twelfth \vas, “Ob, 
Number One refused 
to leave his bed,” he 
was told. “What a 
pity ! ” said the sur- 
geon. “ That means 
that I have performed 
the wrong operations 
on all the others, for 
I took ’em in the order 
of the list.” 

sis :J: ■ *■ 

sji 

All uneasy feeling, 
approaching panic, 
has been aroused 
among the clients of 
a certain beauty doctor by a rumour to 
the ^ect that be is about to publish a 
book, illustrated by portraits, entitled 
“ Masterpieces” of the Bestorer’s Art.” 

Visitors to the Louvre will iii future 
be able to hire portable stools on which 
they can rest in front of the great 
masterpieces; It is hoped that this 
will render it unnecessary for visitors 
to take the pictures home to study — as 
was done recently in the ease of 
Leonardo’s “ La Gioconda.” 

Two girls in .Budapest who had 
decided to fight a duel over a young 
man with whom they were both in 
love have, the well-informed 
tells us, settled the matter by becoming 
engaged to, the two men who volunt- 
eered to act as their seconds. This 
reminds us strangely of a recent duel- 
in France- in which both, the principals^ 
escaped, "but one' of the seconds was' 

3^3 • ' 



stones, intimated that she was looking 
for a husband, but, upon a gentleman 
mounting the stage and offering to 
marry her, she knocked him down and 
threw him among the audience. The 
charge of assault was ultimately with- 
drawn, but we cannot lielp fearing 
that the lady’s chances of matrimony 
are not so rosy as they were. 

The extinction of the office boy is 
threatened, we are told, by the many 
mechanical devices’ for saving labour 
to be seen at the Business Exhibition 
at the Agricultural Hall. Our experi- 
ence, however, :goe3 to prove that the 
office boy is making a game fight to 
sho w that he can be as clever in labour- 
saving tricks as any of the new devices, 

❖ V 

“ M. Maujmgb Maeterlinck wishes 
it to be known that there is not, and 
never has" been, auy aiTangeiijent to 
bdx '‘with .Georges .Qnakpentieb at a . 
charity f^te in Jmi^.** It was nice of j mortally wounded 



ll™ ^ gentleman of ENGLAND, 

■i As in slamber’a net eiuiiejs1}$a, ' ■• 

I tj. • bmbs.reiaixed, our bead atmne,' .' • ,. 

,1 I‘i.sour^6g4t6,.riseretreehed.l^r ,. i', . 

J ust as a 'giaiit laiter \<^ine, . j' * ■■• 

;l SomthecabJa’ree^sof Whit 

We galberifcrength and.nroral'beaiutr- - 

■‘■'^1' ''V6“ia:y't»Qe,«nperWyfit,-' ’ir-,"; • ■ 
The ratb^i^ olamoroua call of Du^v 'A' 

. * * ^ , - * ' * . I 


wisdom day by daV 
Of Mr. Wells atid other seera, 

Showing wha;fc England has io, say ‘ 

J;o you ahd all your favoured pWs : ' 

^ profound iirirest 

Which so disturb^ dur pea<iefcil polity 
a. sacrificial Quest ' ■ . ■ . 

Erom'men, like you, of knightly 'quality. 

And now this WliitBpiifcide retreat - 

Should serve as liibricatiye oil; ' . 

mL^^ prepared td meet 

ihe 'cla^ of univetrsal toil • ' 

s^^i^ed a piece of iiews-« 

A zest m yow aceustomed labours., ■ 
Mwe honestly -^an ever y^ ^ , 
You will .address yourself to' win , ■ 

;of, smartness tom t&e set : 

That Providence hasplae^ ywian- 
^^^miiJi’ii^6rk-as.=bnoby whdm ■. ' 

Ite sanotity uhderkood Vould, • ' '• 

On %^tb>po^ yito ■iitan yoriif.blooai;. ' 
At . AsoQt tod add ^in at. Gpo'd WoQd. 1 ' 

S88 tbs labourer'a brand' ' 
brows pempirin.g in'^puafr-:,.. 

against thetoumey’s brunt-’ 

plays aad mas^uesi-' • • 

Wiehky you E be assistidrsTa-— — 

. item flif the season’s tasks 
Till Duty c?dls.to-.CowM Begatta. .• -• 
Nor-yettberouoiof.wprkisdone' ' ' ! ' 
Tor those of conscientious type : 

The mtevie grouse awaits, your guh, -- ‘ 
The.ewly cub wiU now be ripe ; 

Th ff claim, and st.dl 

Will-fi^)!^'*f nerrous tissues 

f y®? straining, neck ot nil, 

To-Bolve the nation’s social issu®. ■ ' 

Theij^ lest upon your aptive powers 
-of latf^br 'Bhuts, ■ - 

CiEl ynu these. Whitsun hours i 

(jo mayu^ m among the nuts'!" 

Yon trouble pame upon her; ‘ 

As fits a gentleman of honour. ® ' 




0. S. 


Etom The MaUng of London . 
— *■ • . 


IwhSftK !« P*7cr^*P®^^®^’^'«*w»ter-worahia" 

"® ProV^My bobef)'/i,i^ 


THE OTHERS. 

I A LITTLE while ago "F. T. G. V. {W®tmount) ” a 
dihgent and serious reader of The Montreal Daily Star 
I wrote to the editor the foEowing letter :_ ^ ’ 

... .* -pnblishup,.y.pai;. columns a short 

?. 1-am‘miBb‘partio.ular to know 
^^,^*/5f®??i®.“8 ®r^cupations:feihbs foEowe in the 

upon hfe ® 

» 'tlie 'fpilh4ing' terms 

TT»Tr~ ^ WeEs^atholcgist, wai 'bdmjiat New 

5 He obtaihed'the-.dhgreeof PhB 

at Sheffield. Scientific School,- Ydle, l£i96; AM. Lake 

Si PhTn‘^' Medical (Sollege! 

Co HoSi’ intemel Cook 
(jo. Hospital, 1898-9; etndied in' Berlin, 1904-5 Amonv 
his published works -are “ Ohemicai ., Pathology •'e 907 " 
besides numerous articles. in medio^ aud biobeMnubli- 

Conn., was a dentist, and claimed to have, discovered 
anesth®ia and usedr-ib-in- his protosiom He was^'also a ' 

contributor to -periodical literatoe.” ® 

S®!^fi »8^pStomeatf, think 
5^® . Y\e ths one and' only, riibs his Ws 


LL5^xxiyt) utspeircment; 

_ . A. ,F/ (R/meviUe).” a^^iil wS 

^our me spth a concise biogriapEjriof. O.- B.^ Shaw 9’’ 
The ans^et is prompt-;— . ^ - 

in 1^.. .Smoe then he has had charge of rfiah^chapeU^in 
.E?;’^® -®^ America and is now not only pa^or of 
tlte Sixty-Mventh Avenue' Free Congregational Clmtch* 
but bterai^ editor of the Sabbath Becrcat^-, a post S £ 

1 *?^ ^bichthe best known are Fanny's 
■ toodeUed on Fesska's- First Prayer') 'The 

^U®’, ^arrm's Conversion. In 

hi^Se chKr f • !! clom®tic. volumes to 

M^iloMSee/. It % 

MMut TtafeSw ta ‘ito. fct »« 

■*w “ 

cyclists at the Freak The!>+r<f ^^i ® tramp 

tte atteution of the W t ' ®®°f^^®^sie. Attracting 

sssHlsSp 

patented the AnW° „i„ In 1905 he 


.suivus Ajeorgian s( 
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— y i ov-THri- 

aeathy JPa$stnger (on InU tf Mrni skoiner). “ Mt doo ir« rmn. ~ ■** ^ ■ 

ISi^Fmenger^fainay). »Kox ^ ^ SiuJ" 


Mow^g A hixandeb elicits the 

American merchant, was bom of 
ThOTmopvlffi (Miss.), on July 11th, 
f^’ a public school in that city till he was 

became a clerk in a drug stoi^ and was a 
retad clothing salesman from 1831 to 1887 when h“ estnl-. 

I^ed.with Nah^ Stosch, the clothing houi of 

Alexander, ^hohaspateStho 

trouser-sti-eteher. early identified 
himself With religious work, and has been since i895 Presi- 
dent of the Eational Dress Eeform League 
One wondem it AmOTica has a correlatire of every one 
on this side who is at all famous. We had long known of 

WmsTON Ohubchills. These later 
levolations are even more astoundin'^. 


effSfe ISS a^Sy thfmLto 

Tilpn!*^ Mr. Punch's gastronomic expert has great 

pleasure m presenting a similar but slightly more stlmu 
latmg dainty, which will be tested by a gatherina of bT 
StitiesT''''”"' ^^'‘“Pstead Heath nelit Saturday, ^e' 
Praises Francis Drake. 


VIKINGS’ KABE. 

^ ^ *^® following is the recipe 

masterpiece, Praises Sarah Bern- 

'«rs; 

~7c. 54xtt^rK,:[i^2Krs,iss»“~?'' ’ 


Prepare a large heavy mousse. To do this take fc-m 
°f°?i bow and an-ows. Stalk the 

rooiMse carefully until within about fifty yards then li 

belund ^e left shoulder-blade. Skin boi^nd ^Zvo iU 

Lse it as football until thoroughly tender, mince in chaff- 

obrt^i Deronshire cream (w'hich 
thoroughly for two hoius with a stock- 
winp) ttnd a quart of stone ginger-beer 

Place in a refrigerator for an hour,' and if it looks cold 
whm It comes out lyrap in soft woollen comforter ^d 
^rmkle laviahly with red pepper. Now run the lawn- 
mower lightly ovM the strawberry bed for ten mis 

nn^^T'’ nmisse. Garnish with comfrav’ 

poppadims, and angelica. Serve liard into the left-hand 
court With a cut, and fly for coyer* 






406 


^UNCH, OE THE. LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[May 29, 1912. 


GEORGE’S WIFE’S BABY. 

!Fbom one point of view, of course, 
it is George’s baby. But somehow I 
never think of it in that light— peirtly, 
I suppose, because I have -never come 
across George and it together, and 
have scarcely so much as heard 
speak of it. There are times, indeed, 
when I am disposed to doubt if George 
has ever seen it. 

I myself met it for the first time the 
other day. 

Isn’t he a darling ? ” cried George’s 
wife ecstatically, as she held it out for 
my inspection ; and I could not help J 
being at once struck by the 
fact that it was a singularly 
obese baby. 

^ I looked at it critically and 
dispassionately, but tliouglit 
it best not to say esacllv 
what I felt. 

** Well, can’t you speak ? " 
asked George’s wife. What 
do you think of him ” 

*‘I— I was thinking that 
. . . Surely he doesn't take 
enough exercise?’’ I burst 
out at last, trying to put it 
as nicely as I could. 

“What on earth do you 
mean?” 

I saw that it was necessary 
to state the tinth boldly and 
bluntly. 

« Why,” I said, can’t you 
see for yourself how stout 
getting ? ^ If I were 
you,” I went on impressively, 

“ I should knock off one of 
his meals. And don’t let him 
sleep so much after lunch j 
you can't help putting on 
ilesli if you do that,” 

** Putting on flesh, indeed ! ” 
cried my sister-in-law with 
indignation. «Why, every- 
body says he’s the nicest 
littlfe fellow that ever was — isn’t *oo 
icksey-dicksey ? He *d take first prize 
at any Baby Show — wouldn’t , ’oo, 
toodleums ? " 

“ Is that his name ? ” 

“ Is -what his name ? ” 

“ Toodlennis.” 

“No.” 

“ Icksey-dicksey, then ? ” 

“No.” 

“Then why But there 


“ What ai’e you going to do with 
him?^!’ I inquired with an effort. 

This time there was a metallic 
gleam -in George's wife's ‘eyes that I 
liked even legs than the stiffening of 
her shoulders. 

“Is it possible,” she asked, “that 
you are trying to work off on me a 
so-called joke which even the back 
pages of the magazines have got tired 
of printing? Do you want to knbw 
whether I am going to keep it or 
drown it? Because I may tell you 
at^ once that I Ve quite made up my 
mind to keep it.” 

“ You misunderstand me. I merely 


valuable 



^^uispEii Girl” may re an excellent institutiov but 
iFmsn^ ^^^CLIXED TO THINK THERE MAY BE MISUNDERSTANDINGS AT 

histaUcd at the Globe Theatre to ivceive 


a stiffened look about George’s wife’s 
saomders as, she bent over her off- 
spring that I did not quite like. So 
once more I sought refuge in silence, 
and for a space engaged in quiet con- 
templation of the fleshy mass. 

“Well? asked George’s wifeagain: 
and again I found I was expected to 
say something. 


wanted to know what profession you 
intended him for.” 

- “Wdl, whatever .happens, he’s cer- 
tainly not going to lie a horrid, spiteful 
journalist man who *s always' poking 
fun or dinging mud, is *00, icks— are 
you, Dicky darling ? ” 

“Dicky darling,” looking his worst, 
answered with o, loud yell. 

“There, then, did his nasty uiiky 
make him cry ? ” ' 

“ No, he did not,” I answered shortly. 
Miraciflously enough, at the sound 
of my voice the ciying stopped, and I 
turned a ti'iumphant gaze on George’s 
wife. I could see she was in two 
minds whether to make tlie baby yell 
again or not, but in the end her better 
feelings conquered. i 

x^sk unky to show 'oo his nice new I 


watch, was her next foolish remark, 
and she waited expectantly. I waited 
too. WeHj why don't you show it to 
him ?'" she said at last. 

“ I was waiting for lihn to ask me ; 
you told him to, you know.” 

“Bless the man, does he think a 
three-months-old baby can talk ? 
Here, give it to me.” 

think I must have loft it at 

home.” 

Then what’s that you’ve got on 
the end of your chain ? ” 

There was no help for it, and I liad 
to take out the watch — a new and 
one, given by dear Aunt 
Josephine to her favourite 
(and most talented) nephew : 
on my last birthday — open ■ 
the case and hold it np to his 
ear. I got tired of this before 
he did, and then the trouble 
began, culmmating in the 
point at which offspring and 
hairspring became hopelessly 
entangled. It may well be, 
as George’s wife afterwards 
alleged, that I gave free ex- 
pression to my feelings, and 
even if I did say “ Drat the 
little beast ! ” (which I have 
no recollection of doing) there 
was surely plenty of provo- 
cation, What i do remember 
quite plainly, however, is that 
before I went I gave George’s 
wife some sound advice con 
cerning her baby. 

“ It seems to me,” I said, 
“that he’s well on the road 
to become a smug, self- 
conscious, self-indulgent little 
prig. He has absolutely no 
thought beyond himself. But 
what can you expect if you 
keep him at home all day ? 
Let him run about with 
others of his own age, or, 
better still, send him to a 
good public school. That’ll knock 
some of the nonsense out of him, 
and take off some of his ridiculous 
fat into the bargain. You mark mv 
words ” ^ 

But by this time I was alone in the 
room, and since then I have not been 
on the best of terms with George’s 
wife. Nor with George either, for that 
matter, I happened to ask him for 
seven-and-six, the price of repairs to 
my watch, and his reply was worthy 
neither of a father nor of a brother 

“It's your own fault” he said 
coldly. “What on earth did you 
want to give it to him for?” 

Two hours later I thought of a suit- 
able answer; but the only person handy 
on whom I could have worked it off was 

the office-boy, and he hasn’t got a babJ^ 








DeA-U me, QUAEOELLIXa AOAIX I YoXT MCST THY- TO GIVE AKJ) TA&E.” 


'‘That’s what I’m tuyixg to leaiix ^im!” 


Good airman, sailing up and down. 

If haply you should note 
(Blobs on the links beneath you) Brown 
' And me in my green coat," 

Me, by some fortune oh my game, ' 

And putting all the shots to shame 
Of poor old Bro'vm, then heed my claim 
. AirmaDj and do not act the untiniely goat. 

Keep far away, young flying man ! 

The -welkin’s windy trough 
With those imperious pinion? fan, 

Shoo! little bird, be off! 

When I have punched a peerless drive 
. Straight as the homing bee to hive,’ 
Pinwards^ or bested bogey five, . 

None of your foolish antics. This is golf. 

Golf, and I want the caddies’ praise. 

And Brown’s resentful » Whew ! ” 

As the long tee-shot, winged by fays, 
Transcends their struggling view ; 

Golf — ^when my mashies, soft and clean, 
Bo a vol-plan6 on the green, 

-I look for plaudits blent with teen, 

I do not want them gazing up at you. 

On other days — ah well 1 when Eato 
' Is niggard and unkind, 

And dooms my ball to devious gait 
And dunches in the rind, 


LINES TO AN AERIAL INTERRUPTER. 


And Brown (n6 golfer, Brown) instead 
Lays t]ie long brassie well-nigh dead 
And turns to me, with triumph red, 

Seeking my homage— then I do not mind. 

Tor then I glance' at Brown (quite pink, .■ 

As I observe^ before) 

And murmur, “Brown, I sometimes think. 

Golf is a beastly bore ; 

How better far to bo employed 

Like that young chap, to scour the void. 

Doing on&’s country’s work or, buoyed 
By dreams of bullion from The Mail, to soar 

High from this petty vale of woe 
Where we poor earthmen plod. 

Threshing the landscape blow by blow, 

Whilst he, like some swift god, 

Holding the future in his hand, 

Does battle for the wreath — how grand I — 

At Hendon ; — do I understand 

(Caddy, my niblick 1} that I play the odd ? " 

That is the time, young lord of air, 

For you to flutter down, 

Or wheel above us bold and fair 
“With bee-like noise, that Brown 
May have the gilded nectar-cup 
Bailed from his lips or e’er he sup, - 
But when the bard is two holes up . 

Oblige me, then, and do not play the clown. Evob. 
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AN UNHAPPY SPECULATION. 

This is how I became a West 
Afnoan^mming magnate with, a stake 
m the Empire. 

S’ebruary I grew suddenly 
toed of waiting for the summer to 
begin. London in the ^summer is a 
pleasant place, and chiefly so. because 

2 ? evening papers 
to see what Kent is doing. In Feb- 
ruary life has no such excitements 

^ buy me 

b% rubber shares, so that I eau watch 
them go up and down." And I added, 
Brokerage 5 ” to show that I knew 
wJmt I was talking about. 

He replied tersely as follows • 

“Don’t a fool. If you have any 

SS.^Tf'‘^°"“Setyouasafl 
mort^e at five per cent. Let me 

It ^ a fanny thing how the minds of 

whcifors run upon mortgages. If they 

woi^ only stop to think ^r a moment 
they, would -see that you couldn’t 
'Snatch, a safe mortgage go tip 

Md ^^ted Henry on the subject. 

between golf and golf 
Henry dabbles m finance. 

“You don’t want anything gilt- 
I gather?" he Md. K 
wonderful bow they talk. 

“ I Wtot it to go up and down,” I 
patently, and I indicated 
the^utted -movement with my um- 

■■ t'Whafaboui a" little flutt^ iif-'oU? ” 

^ ^»aDcier m a 

FLr 2 ’“ lihtter in rasp- 

'teiT • ^ytbing L 
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j I suppose it ’s too late now to offer you 
I a safe mortgage at, five per. cent. ? I 
{know a man who lias' s6m&J' Well 
perhaps you *re right.” ' y . ■ ‘ 

On the next day I became a' mag- 
T Mine was the one 

1 fixed upon — for two reasons. First 
the^ figure immediately after it was 1 
which struck me as a good point from 
which to watch it go up and down. 

I secondly, I met a man at lunch* who 
tow. somebody who had actually seen 
the Jaguar Mine. 

“He says that there's no doubt 
about there being lots there.” 

Lots of what ? Jaguars or gold ? ” 

*' Ah, he didn't say. Perhaps he 
meant jaguars.” 

Anyhow, it was an even chance, and 
i decided to risk it. In a week's time 
i was the owner of what we call in the 
pity a “block” of Jaguars-^bought 
from one Herbert Bellingham, who 
I suppose, had been got at by his 
solicitor and compelled to return to 
something safe. I was a West African 
magnate. 

My first two months as a magnate 
were a great success. With my heart 
m my mouth I would tear open the 

nnjl.TlAin.l • 


jaguars ” were startled. Indeed life wal 
very good just then. * 

y have not been goini 

011. An tnpf .A T 



^.ruined. 

“ ^^en you’d better. try a gold-inine ’’ 
who him choice.’’ 

I don t want a whole mine — onlv 
a vein or two. Yes, this is very S 

among the 
“Tbe scoring sfems 
r 0®. P«% low; I suppose it must 
have been a wet. wicket. 'H.B. Eeef!^ 

I up and down ? ” ® 

( n ®y® each. And 

dent about BofSn Biver to me." - 
Is It like that, I am sorry/ j 


cvAiiiiuub UL cue evening papers' 
to find one day that Jaguars had soared 
uke a rocket to lj\, the next that they 
had dropped like a stone to 1 A. There 
.was one. terrible afternoon when for 
some reason, which will never be pro- 
p»ly explained we sank to I think 

toe Lurop^n situation had somethine 
to do with it, though this naturallv 
IS not admitted. Lord EorHscHinn, I 
fancy, suddenly threw all his Jagu^‘ 
on the market; he sold and sold and 
sold, and only held his hand when 
in desperation, the Tsab granted the 
oonc^wn for his new Southend to 
Sijwm radway. ■ Something like that, 
^ttt he never recked how the private 
there was I, 

sitting at home and sending ont madly 
f®' p fhe papers, until my rooms" were 
httered -with copies of TJieThnes TJie 
News and— so literaUy was 

World and Home C/iat. Next day we 

^ I breathed agafc. 

PrfJi^n Ji T than these, 

Prewously I had regarded the City 

with awe, but now I felt a slow of 
^sse^ira come over me whatever I 

‘“ill? hi those first 

too moHt^ I used to lean against the 
^nsion House in a familil soKf 

against 
And whit ah 
impression of financial acumen I couW 

by a careless 
^nce to my •• block of Jaguit^! 

those who misunderstood » me 
.tod thought I spoke of my "ffook 


7 T -f stood foi 

Hours at the club tape, my hair standinl 

tip on end and my eye-balls startini^ 
from their sockets. Jaguars atiU cam ■ 
through steadfiy at Iji^. To give then i 
a cnanM of doing something, I lef; 
them alone for a whole week — witl i 
what agony you caU imagine, - Then:: 
iMked again a- whole week and any- 
thing might have happened. Pauper 

or milhonaire?_No, still ijt.. ^ 
Worse was to follow. Bditore aetii 
aUy took._to. leaving out Jaguars 'altol- 
gether. I suppose they were sick o|t 
puttmg in every edition. But ho ' 
O.dwulous it made ■my idea seem ( 
watching them- go up and down ! Ho 
biauk life becapie again I * 

And now w)iat 1 dr^ded most 
oU has happed. J hive received I 
-Progress Eepoi^" from the miii d. 

It gives the “toial footage” for thl 
month, special referenoe.bemg made ti 
• cross-cutting, winzing and- sinking. ’ 
The amount of “tons crushed" i, 
tonounced. There is smious talk d 
ore being '‘extracted;” indecil 

' ft -’most alarm - 

iiig yield in fine gold.” 'Ih'shm'f u 

can no longer be hushed up that th^ 
.pmperty may at any moment b^ 

T "^‘^f^d-paying basis/’ 
p^enU ^ ^ getting a safe fivt 

solicitor this morning, ^I miglit-iini 
as w^ have bought a. rottea^moif 

*1 •|ii| 

A Peculiar Hohbyl ' i ’ J 


' , A':r» 

I»y 

- * ' /- . * ^ •! 

^ , 

An Adventurous VoysiA, : ’ 

t,vZ^®i/““ii 7 ^^' ’*^bioh miivod 
lar^ol from Manchester on Saturday wWi. 
having Bigh^ seventy-fieifen iMba^’.dS 

PonT'f through the/'k^ 

Canal at this time of. year /ou<«ht lo 
take the southern rolite 


k 


iWlita-iy Ai'iatof i •“ i>f 
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MODfeS FOR MOODS. 
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Extract ft'Ot)h Yitnch, “V^ent bux •with Bill. 

UELT'ROXXEN.', Bill HOKR'IbIy.’ CBEERFCI|.‘ ' 
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BotJOnx A KEW HAT. Felt BEflXEIl. Blti; UNFORTlA^ATlSli 
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fell; that these actions mark a tendency 
which, if carried far enougli, may en- 
tirely remove the fault so^ often found 
with the theatre as a place where there 
is “nothing to do but watch plays/* 
Happily the palatial building shortly 
to be erected by the enterprise of Mr. 
Chasles !PiiOHMAW[ will do much to- 
wards this end, as wo hear that,, in ad- 
dition to spacious reading and writing 
rooms, London's newest theatre is to 
be provided wdtli a swimming-bath, a 
gymnasium, and a circulating library. 
It is said, moreover, that an ingenious 
system of sound-proof shelters, attached 
to the higher-priced seats; will enable 
their occupants to enjoy complete 
immunity from the often disturbing 
traffic of the stage. 




THEATEICAL NOTES. 

The recent action of Mr. AnrHuii 
Houbchieb in changing the title of his 
GamckTheatre success to Prope?’ Peter, 
in order to- meet the views of “many 
parents," is one that was' sure to give, 
rise to considerable commeni; in dra-^ 
matic circles. Other management's will 
certainly nof be slow to follow his ex- 
cellent example. 

Thus we learn, on wbollv imoeach- 
aWe authority, that. Messrs. Vedbeniie 
and Eadie are about to rename their 
^giamme at the Criterion ; and that 
Tm Kiss and Tlie Ketv Sin are to be 
^ed rwpectively The Handclasp and 
Hts Father's Will. 

Maodokau) HAsmos’ other 
brought into line i 
■ wia the new movement by having its i 
title changed immediately from Love~\] 


and Whai Then to the more innocent 
one oi Affection — ct Cetera, 
i On the other band, Mi-. Aethdb 
i OoLiaNs wishes us to contradict a 
, rumom* that the name of the spectac- 
^ ular drsma at the National Theatre is 
’ o^l?°ged from Ben Htir to Ben 
■ Miin. Sir Geobge Alexandeb also] 
wnies in the most emphatic mannm- 
n » intention of. playing 

Bella. Bonna under the suggested new 
title of Ammoniated Quinine. ■ - 
• Apollo Theatre, every even- 

ing. The Pleasant Smile. - 
Other recent innovations by two 
west-end managements, of wluoh one 
provides a. “Whisper Girl” to convey 
telephone calls to members of the 
audience during the .performance, the 
other adds a short story by a popular 
[author to its ‘Programme, 'have pot 
passed.unnotioed. It ip vpiy gen^y ; 


. -THE MYTH. ■ 

(A Thames Troitt.) ■ 

Whbbe the bulrushes grow ranker 
’ *^® S'®®® spears a-gleam I) 

There the punt shall rock at anchor 

In the stream ; • , 

By the weir'^ cool curve of thunder, 
By the stones where wagtails plunder 
Foolish daddy-long-leg flies, 

And the strings of iMiubow bubbles in 
a rhapsody arise t 

Hours may pass and lioui*s go.fl.eetmc^, 
You shall heed them not, but stay 
Lost to them, and all the.sweoting 

- ' Of the may-; 

F or beneath the' swelling currentr ^ 
Where the midge* cloud hangssusurrant , 
And the sweeping swallows go, . 
Lives a most prodigious monsteiv lurk- 
ing learnedlyaud low'I ^ 

No I I *ve never really seen iiim, 

But tlie boatman t jUs a tale .. 

Of a something. (“mus6 been 'im") 
Like a whale’ 

On the sbelvl^ 'shallow showing, ’ 

^ " Where them kmgcupkls.a-gro wing," 
Only just the other riight, 

^ And the frightened fry wentleapiiif^ 
from the Pres^Ge.Ieft and right 
Bi\t a crafty old curmudgeon 
He must be,- for ne'er a fin 
Does he move for any-giidgeou 
That you spin; ' 

With a wink he maybe watches 
'Neath the willow-rpot's dark notches 
As you toil with aeliing wrist, 

But the landing-net 's no nearer, nor 
the deft taxidermist ! 

But the. skies are smiling bluely, 

There is shade along the shore. 

And the chestnut 's litten newly * 

Lamps a score; 

Drop the rod then and be thankful 

Fot the sights that fill the bank •full 

V^dant meads and ahcfent stems • ' 
And the broad paternal bigness and the 
P^ce.of Thames ! 
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ON THE CEATEE’S ED(p. 

AN^^NgT” ®/ Enquiry), “HALLO, DOWN. THEEB I A3SYBODY . DKWOYEBED 

■ Totob. (^OT» fetoif). “NOT ' YBTv BUT WE 'BE GETTING WAKlk/’- ' 

[Att ItSlian"sa»tt»i -has receutfy been pioseonting mTesO^tions in the liollov of Vemvhu.] 




"YOUTH on THE PEOW ASD (MIXED) PLEASUSE AT THE HELM." 
Ml, i, D. Aoland. Mr. Wedgwood Bejsj?, ir . 

ail* John Simon, Mr. Hekbeiit Samued. 


HoMe of Goni/nmis^ Monday ^ May 20. 
-“Curious how history repeats itself in 
the record of Parliament. Time was 
within memory of a few still seated on 
the green benches when the House of 
Commons possessed two Bens. One 
was the Bight Honourable George 
Bentinok, Member for West Norfolk, 
who proudly wrote himself down in 
Bod “ A Tory,” an ancient honourable 
style, which in his later days became 
effaced by intrusion of the modern 
name Conservative. The other was 
Cavendish Bentinck, Member for 
WMtehaven, a legislator with tousled 
hair which when, in accordance with 
frequent habit, he stood at the Bar 
surveying the House, suggested that 
he had just been drawn through a 
hedge backwards. One, by reason of 
his ample proportions, was known as 
Big Ben. The other, moulded on 
smaller scale, was Little Ben. 

To-day we have with us only one 
Benn, upon whom his godfathers 
and godmother in his baptism, with 
prophetic foresight of what in due time 
would become a precious antique ware, 


bestowed the name of Wedgwood. 
The twentieth - centmy Little Benn 
ranks in Ministry as Junior Lord of 
Treasury, his place being in the Whips* 
room or the Lobby. Premier’s quick 
eye discerning his capacity, he has this 
session found provided for him a seat 
on Treasury Bench, where he represents 
PiBST Commissioner of Works, throned 
in the Lords. 

The preference fully justified. The 
Deputy First Commissioner’s answers 
are excellent alike in matter and 
manner. To-day delighted House by 
unexpected turn of ingenuousness. Long 
question on paper affecting status of 
architects engaged by Board of Works, 
Eeply duly read. Up gat inevitable 
; Supplementary Questioner with endea- 
vour to confound the young Minister 
by reference to state of things existing 
in 1869. 

“I am afraid,” said Little Benn, 
hresistible boyish smile illuminating 
his countenance, “my memory does 
not go back so far.” 

The Btouse, remembering that he is 
in his thirty-fifth year and looks nine- 


teen, burst into roar of sympathetic 
laughter, under which the Supplemen- 
tary Questioner, for once abashed, sat 
silent. 

The incident focusses attention upon 
prominent, noteworthy characteristic 
of present Government. Sark, whose 
memory, going further back than 
Little Bbnn’s, recalls the personnel 
of the Disraeli Government, declares 
that, ^compared with long succession 
of Ministries subsequent thereto, the 
average of age in the present one is 
by many points the lowest. The barge 
01 State is manned by Youth on the 
prow and (mixed) Pleasure at the 
helm in the person of Asquith, himseK 
youthful compared with Palmerston, 
Disraeli and Gladstone when they 
were seated in his place. 

In one respect Nature has done 
1 something to rob First Lord op the 
Admiralty ^and Home Secretary of 
the attribute of youthfulness theirs by 
right of years. As in some Alpine 
regions, volcanic forces at work leave 
particular mountains bald-patod among 
a group of snow-clad hills, so these 




twia Ministers would find convenient 
headgear in the halo Prince ARTHt?E 
has akeady fixed _^on the head of St. 
McLjenna, At the time, when George 
^YNDHAM, Silas Wegg of the Front 
Upposition Bench, dropped into poetry, 
^icing the aspiration of the patriotic 
Party in the immortal couplet 
We want oigiit 

I ^ And ive won^twait, 

1 ‘i P>-:puclly said of McKexna, then 
at the Admiralty, tltat he never turned 
a hair, inston is still capable of 

performing that acrobatic feat. But 
the intense heat of brain force beneath 
the cranium, is rapidly withering away 
the heather. ^ 

young men of the 
Ministry suffer no detriment from 
I natural youthfulness of appearance. 



OFF FOE THE HOLIDAYS. 

‘‘"iVhat a lark if we never went hack,” 

Their age is an accident ; their Parlia- 


the eomance of peter 
GRAHAM’S ■WHISKERS. 

PfiEFACE. 

No blame attaches to Mr. Feaxk 
Kichabdson in this regrettable affair, 

O^PIEB I. 

The BfidiKKiNa'. 

Peter Graham was In all biit his 
substamtiM form (which, was short, 
stout and ruddy) a self-made. man. 
He was very happy of disposition and 
determined of character, aS' firmly re- 
solved to do everything well for his 
o wn part as he was convinced that ail 
things were for the b^fc as ai-rahged by 
Providenco. Only when he was madl 
a Justice of the Peace for his county 
did he b^n to entertain doubts, and 
those not of himself but of Provi- 
dence. He never .qnfetioned that he 
was capable of fulfilling the magisterial 
office as rb had never been fulfilled 
before, but he could not help feeling 
that appearances^ vieie against him 
The oenume judicial face is not round 
boMv and jovid; it is long, solemn 
and knowing. He improved his" law 
he improv^ his clothes, and with 
enormous effort he improved his figure. 
But his face he could not altev'for if 

Y, . ^ magistei-ial cut 

nothing will make it so, except (he 

Sort * moment of inspiiUn) 
short sha,™ and precise side whiskers. 

M,. T about that period 

Ml. Justice Phipps (let ns calf him) 

the NoiS 


cu. ; tiieir F'arlia- . tis call him) 

meutai-y capacity, individual and in conveniently .went the North- 

^ as towS S'?”* assize 

mepaoiy or riding goes, never has ®°"“ty. By sodoin® 

a Leader of the House of Commons .afforded him a model bf the lines 
l^n served by so strong a team of the administration of ciiminal 

?iak?^?,”l®^*^f*,'^^®ff^sooiTHwith le^?® ^c'^^opment of the 

li^bt skilful hand drives to-dav. legal whisker should follow. Seeina 
Comm'ittee on ®* ®^®® “ade np his mind 

0 ^ Sai-noe Estimates. The Ikfant ^ *^® '^PP™P«ate growth was begun 

SSpSSraii*“'S y***””* »' CEipiHtii. 

•toil tlfal _ Ira Em>. 

to are not only high-grade debater'^hnf success of the new appenda<yes 

ffl^ptionaUy able administrators. * Stef f ^ 

Attendance, dangerously eter Graham tg be complete. He 
ffimmis^g through last two days m- their opportunity to test 

mitted by adjournment for Whifann' hf? ®^pert or two before 

recess, i. he made his first nnhh’A . 


From the station to the Chairman’s 
house was a mde drive, and he drove 
It in the village fly. Cabmen are 
not^ ^perts, but this one, he felt no 
doubt, w^ m the habit of conveying 
^P. S and would have an eye for such 
Heter was only too aware of the man’s 
close scrutiny and noted with satisfac- 
tion the decision with which he 
mounted his box-seat and started his 
hors^ S'® 9°0 who knew 'U'ljat he was 
bout. His attitude seemed to suggest 
that he had noted the whiskers and 
drawn a deduction from- them. This 
was the fact. Betear could have wished 
tnat the man had uttered a “ M’lud ” 
but had no hesitation in believing that 
hw thoughts lay in that direction. 
This was not the fact.' 

As the fly drew near the lodge gates 
the man leant over from his box and, 
in a tone so far removed fromrbspect 
for a tribunal as to bo contempt for 
an equal, > v*. 

“ stable entrance, I s'pose?” he said, 

TO EDWARD, A PUPPY. 

(On tha day that I lost him.) . ■ 
M^dward, since early this morniM, 

I poddered a poem (to Jane), 
And you shpped from my side without 
warning, . 

The house has been plunged inlio 
pain ^ 

^ blighted our pleasure, 

*^® *bat wepe 


VU.X.S 

®^%aSf^'’^5’0ur burying osseous 
Midst alien flowers, 

lone, Ted; 

®°“®g^back; let your wandering 

*’'®” ’? ““wonfbd 

And fax from enjoyable peace. 

juvemle sci-amblea, 
Serene m its place is each mat, . 

The Tomkinsons’ cat. 

Ij orgiven are aU your vagaries ; 

Come home to us, all ebaU be right, 
We aresittog and sighing. -0 whfreis 

^ ®/.ff°^,Presence we languish, 

Beieft of your bark wo axe sad • 

Young fellow-m’e-lad. 


^nd Readmg stage and stimd ff , dieStV^^ ^ ^nfidence in his facial 

I Committee when business is resumed. I ®®* 


7, VI./ colour flooded lier face • a soft 

teatful-shone H W 
left hand, closely pressed against her heart " 
crmrcU Family Nsicspaper, 

S of carrying a tearful light 

S w ? ^®. »3 so likely 

to lqav6 it behind in a cab, ^ 



«nm; '^""-Monday W the eoothK cocoa'sbt 

^•HE F&EEST, AKD A PnOTOGEAPH WAS TAKEN WIOT THE BAY'S E^ I^^HT ON Sd." XHE SPOETSHEK, WAS SEETEO IK 


;■; A NUDE DEPABTUEB.'. 

[“Havingajgiievancfe a^gainstthe council, two 
huntod batheis, it is stated, threatened to 
march in -w BcmiAnudo coudition through the 
atiMeta of S^nthend, hy way pf jMpotit.f * 

■: , J^tcning i^eics.] 

.'.By to-night it ‘ ^sfcipia.ted that 
lOftOO bathers. thrQnghout the' coiintry 
will be on stnlre. A^n important meeting 
I of the Bxeeutivo of the".*4.malgamated 
Society of Serpentine - Swimmers is 
taking place, and there is’ a possibility 
that the trouble will asspme’ a serious 
aspect. If some agreement is not .come 
to during the week it is quite likely 
that the Channel - Swimming season 
will be entirely ruined.' Southend to- 
day was a scene of wild excitement. 
The whole town seemed to be out. So 
was the tide. All of a sudden a cry 
was raised that- there was a non-union 
man attempting to bathe, and an angry 
mob of “semi-nudes” rushed to the 
spot.. Shouts of “ Black-1^ r* were 
raised as the unhappy man was hauled 
ifrom - the mud, and the remark of a 


bystander that •♦“black legs would be 
neper the truth was not without 
point. He was ultimately rescued by 
the police. A mass meeting of the 
N;ationai Bathers’ Federation is to be 
h^ld in Hyde Park next Sunday. The. 
u^ore hot-headed section lost their 
resolution i . that reveryone should go in 
ajsemi-nude condition, and University: 
costume 'sjriU be worn. There will be 
a variety of speakers from divers plat- 
forms. The .principal orator . will 
be Mr-'. Mackintosh, about whom the 
qiiarml with rthp Southend Town 
Council first stai’ted. The whole family 
of Mackintosh is exceedingly popular 
with the Southend bathers, and the 
high-handed action of the Council in 
refusing to let them walk through the 
streets to the sea (if any) in bathing 
costume -is deeply resented, There is 
also the yepd question of Mixed Bath- 
ingi and it is unde^tood that so serious 
a view do the-iOov^rnment take of the 
situation tha* -Mf. Asquith contem- 
plates'introdu&ng a Minimum Age Bill 


afranAaiiy'dlte. j Meanwhile the Boqrd 
of .Trade is (as, usual) keeping a Watch- 
ful eye un trfe" Mtiiation, and we are io 
;have Mr*. Churchill’s assurance, made 
after consultation, with the Home Sec- 
retary, that y the Admiralty is fuljiy 
alive^ to the.pebessity of protecting the 
bathing-mae^iiae^ .of the. coast towns 
in case of n?-.ribt,; -but that at present 
tbe-;^ semi:nu3os * are behaving in a 
most orderl;jt4armer, and he does not 
-anticipate tnatl the services of the Navy 
wifi be required.” 

“The English "yield of hay from permanent 
gi-ass WAS 38-3 dwt., but in Ireland it was 
almost precisely double— 50*5 cwt. 

Yorkshire Post 

If all our contemporary’s “doubles” 
are lik.e this its Sporting Commissioner 
must be an unpopular man, 

'• “Wall-Eduehted Young Swiss Lady, highly « 
recommended, leaving present situation on ac- 
count of French, and leUsons to children.” 

in l\The Standard:^ 

Enough te' inake anyone want to move 
on. 
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LINES ON A DEAD BICYCLE. 

Although I be a thing of waggish' cheer 
And philosophical habit, little prone 
To make much noise, or drop the kindly tear 
On anyone's affairs except my. own, 

Yet, were I soulless as a gramophone, ' 

Ah me,' ah me, 

StiU would I weep, this piteous sight to see- 

poor stricken thing has been 
ihe petted darling of some dainty fair ; “ 

Hers wa»3 the hand that loved to keep it clean, 
Willed it and tended it, and with fond care 
Gave it sweet oils, and. swiftly would repair 
Its slightest hurt 

From piercing nail, perchapce, or caking dirt. 
And 'twas a lovely creature. Qf a trutli, ‘ ‘ ■ 

Nature has nothing fairer to the. sight 
Than a young bicycle in its fresh youth, N 
So strong it is and slender, slight and light, 

A thing of perfect symmetry, whose bright 
Apd brilliant parts * 

Disarm the sternest and entrance all hearts. 

Ai^ 0 what joy, when, with a favouring galo, 

Lightly they skinamed the land, these happy twain 
hill, jdo wn d§Ie, especially down dale, . ^ 

Although'-quite decent hills they would attain. 
Unless the lady, finding it a strain, 

Began to puff, ? r • 

And got off, feeling that she 'd had enough, 

A gallant time, but all too quickly changed 
And sadly. H was ever woman's whim ' * * 

1 0 leave the thing she loves and grow estranged. 
Perhaps she* found the early gloss grow dim, 
ycs-med toward some newer lim 
Which this poor steed . 

Lacked, and till then had never known the need, 
know not. Only we expect 
The lady grew indifferent, ceased to tend 
charge, for with indifference comes neglect. 

The care became a nuisance, and. the friend 
An ever-growing bore ; and, in the end, 

The lady gob .... ... 

Rid of it somehow— how, it matters not'. 

Small need to trace its fall liow if Vecame ' ' 

Cheapo and over cheaper, as it passed 
Fi;otn hand to hand; w.e se^ithe onpe sleet: frame 
ungrqomed, while lower' in the' social casta 
Ever it fell, until we find at la{^t ' ' 

The pampered pet 

A hireling bob'a-WQrth.for some 'Amet. 

^ alia iinci, 

A and frenzied leap 

A mad bus sprang upon, it fuofn behind : ^ 

And knock^ it endwayg-to-itsl^st long steep 
Aiid niOT about a erushed- and mangled heab 
The hushed crowds throng 
While sad policemen hid^ them pass along. 

PaM to thy rest, poor bike! Thy task is done. 

Alone thou aged’st and alone hast died ‘ • ' 

Thy nder saw the -pefil~\n:efcchea one’l^- ' 
bought not of sating thto, hut .to one side’' 

o?® cain taxis Shied 

ohe s in a swoon : ■ 

Just now, but she'’ll be sorry fof Ij s*h,' 


THE LIGAMENT. 

(Sff One tcho helped to tear it.) 

Wk gob the lawn tennis net up last week — at least the 
gardeners did — and it looked lovely with the court beaiiti- 
fully mark^ out and all shining in the stin. Then Eosie and 
1 went to Dad. He was writing in his room, but ws told 
him ho ’d ordered the net to be fixed and given us rackets, 
so he simply must come and play with us and really teach 
us how to do it. It ’s no good j^aying that sort .of game 
by purselves, because you forget all ^he rules, and then you 
begin to ar^ie, and then somebody throws down her racket 
and says it ’s not fair and she won’t play any more. Grown- 
■bps^aie all.the difference. / ' . 

ell, first of all, Dad said he was much too busy and 
(^uldnt possibly come, and .then he looked out of the 
window and, said it wasn’t. such a baS day after a'l, and 
then he jumped up aud said he could only he young once 
racket ? Then he said, we must all look' 
Slippy -JQto our tennis-shoes. He took an awfully long 
tune gettmg his on, because he couldn’t find' them at first ' 
j .^<1 them they were the' wrong ones. He 
said It was always so with his boots and, shoes ; the right’ 
ones always hid themselves and the wrong ones tried to get' 
hemselves put om ‘ But at last he was readj', andouVwe 
; went and fomd^Peggy- waiting for us outside. .She’said 
t *old her to go out and make a 

fourth , and th^e she,was,'lS We didn’t -really -think she was 
-up to It, b^ause she 's'so small add ha's to hold hw racket' 
m toth hands, whieh doesn’t look well; but she’d made 
up her mind she was going to' play, and Dad always in- 
dulges her vert’ much because she makes him laugh. 

We began by having lessons, which was a useful thing, 
but not very exoitmg. We learnt what all the white lines 
meant and how to count, aud what it means when some- 
one says you ’ve got a hole in your racket, and all about 
draco and vantage-m and vantago-ont, and at last Dad said 
we d all got our railroad service guite perfect aud it was 
^ real game. He was enjoying himself tre-' 
mendously, pretendmg that his name was Gobebx and' 
asJang us to model ourselves carefully on him. I believe' 
G^eet IS a henchman vsrho plays tennis rather well. 

Dad chose Eosie as a partner and t had Peggy.ahd then: 
we b^an. • I served. I ’m not sure .Dad was doing his- very! 
best, braause he didn’t put many.b'aUa to Peggy, ahd whra: 
he did they were very gentle balte; and ' Peggy foanagedU. 

Sa thefc^ame; and! 

Dart and Eosie won the second; apd ilira We begad ’tWi 

■JS was' Peg^^ service,. and;h!^n& she wis'soi 
small, she 'U'as allowed fo serve stakdih'^ elosp fo f iVo ' 

chaiiteHug all the' time white! 
treat' .tennis; seriously and' to! 

h rtj all, and Dad said, .it must be .put an end- to, and if. 
Eosie bucked up and helped him;' they would noW run oiiti 
and win the game in douVquick timlV WSn PeS: 

big flop and bounesd up again ever .so high, Peg^v never 

£r rackeHnthV’ T® ■swung^hei-sel^i'’/it’with ' 

• I , ^ taking what Dad 

c^ls a swipe to leg. She hit it. all right, and awSrTwefit i 
ummmg OTOr the net into 'Eosie’s ooiii-t near the back' 
nlT'M so much she had tilmbled dowh: 

J set up 'm tiihe, BO DadSa- 

nwh, shoutu^ out, ‘.‘Leave E to. me,” and Eosie rSled her i 

tha court, .and Dad,^t .to ibhe ball'a^ l! 

a whaog,at the ball he st^pp^ shbrt 'y^d.out, OwJ i 



~ -- "Jr:." 
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AVP ore CUEF^^-UDMSaSBAYE feed OL’li COYS TO KEW.ETIOX EnTi TIMES A DAY 


: “I^obody hit you/l said. <• That s forty-' 

“ yes," he said, “Eosie chucked a stoue at me and hit me 
j on the calf of the right leg.” 

: We were all laughing, because Dad looted so funny 

noppmg about ^y^th one leg in the air; but Rosie made her 
; ^ce smous and told him she hadn’t thrown a stone at him; 

. 1 hen Dad put his foot down and took a step, but it waea*t 
much of, a step, and he said, “Ow, owl I can’t wait 
properly, I wonder what it is.” 

• ^ At this moment Uncle Edward came on to the lawn — ^lie 
I isn t really our uncle, but we call him that— and Dad told 
^ him what had happened. Uncle Edward said, “linow 
I what youVe done. I'll bet a hundred you've tom a 

! careful. 

My father did the same thing last year and was laid up for 
, SIX weeks.” ^ 

This seemed to make Dad angry. He said, “ Don’t talk 
rot about a man of my age not playing a footling game of 
lawn-tennis.” ® ® 

“ Well, you mustn’t play any more footling games of 
lawn- tennis,” said Uncle Edward; “you must confine 3^our- 

® Mi.J? gJ^and old athletic games of marbles and 
Spillikins.” 

Then he helped Dad to hobble into the house. 

Dad hadn t torn it badly, because he can get about with 
a stick. But he says it ?s a dreadful thing for him. to be 
struck down in' a mere frontier skirmish after haying sm’- 
I vived so many pitched battles. 


A COCKNEY BtFAYStE. 

I 'm sick of the bulging self-satisfied trees, 

The .hedges all whitewashed with May, 

I can’t get away from the redolent breeze, 

I smell nothing else night and day. 

I 'm weary to death of the willow- wren's song, 

Of the glint of the gorse on the dowm, 

And, Confined by a turquoise horizon, I long 
For tho smoke and the swelter of Town. 

It 's 0 for the shops when the season is young, 
Not these stupid plantations of fir ; 

It’s 'O for the dip of a coekneyfied tongue, 

Instead of this slovenly burr ; 

It’s 0 for tlie glamour, the grit and the grime, 

The wealtli and the wheels and the whirl. 

And it 's O for the bliss of a glorious time — 

The kind that appeals to a girl. 

With zephyrs unsullied my senses are cloyed 
In this box-bordered prison of bloom. 

But tlie reek of the Tube I ’d inhale overjoyed 
Or a motor-bus spurting its spume. 

Wistaria tassels encircle the pane, 

With gold the genista is scored ; 

This happens each year, now it's happened 
again« 

And I think I *ve a right to be bored. 
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THE WATCHMAN, 

Yott know the tj^e of premises that 
are positively coming down on Tuesday 
next, and are consequently giving theii* 
stock away ? ■ • , ' . • 

tTwo months ago I was so rash as ‘to 
stop and look at one : — • 


WRI,ST:^VATCHES 
' snoM 7/6. 


attracted me. 

;I am a careful man, so I did nothing 
about it at the mordent ; . but next 
Wednesday I happened to be passing 
tlie shop again. 

■This tune I was attracted I'ight inside. 
I want a, wrist-watch from seven- 
and-six,'"I said. 

:Tha man began to show me some at 
thjii-ty shillings. 

,** No, I said firmlj’’. “ Here is seven- 
and-sixpence; now, show me a wrist- 
watch. from it.” 

Heiofoked lnirt. but he produced a 
neat little, new season’s watching ■ in 
art gun-inetal. ‘ 

•“ Does it go at ” I asked. 

; .This time he looked =so hurt that ! 
hastened to reassure him. 

^ {“There, there,” I said, “I’m sure 
It goes like a^like a .clock,” 

“Yes, Sir,” he said; “very like a 
clock.”, . •. 

, The clock it went like must have 
been the one Aunt Sophie gave us 
three '.years -ago. . It lost half^an-hour 
wly ;for a week, .and then simplv 
dropped out. ^ 

i I took the watch back to the premises, 
which had, managed to .stay up some- 
how. ... 

I fought the* man was going to cry, 

. “ we don't get complaints, not twice 
a, year» .Sir ! But we ’ll let you have 
another instead,”, he said finally. 

: The s^ond was, I always think, the 
best of them. It lost three-quarters of 
an hour a day, hut it went -for three 
whole weeks. 

j IJVhen I took it back, the premises 
^fere as up as ever, though there was 
another. man in attendance.. He’ ex- 
^amed -to me confidentially that they 
Jdn t got complaints twice, a year, but 
tlii^ they would let me- have another 
instead. 

j “istead 

4imti took strong Irom.the fet; it 
-waat at all,. except now and 
^^.at ^ght, T?hen no one was looking. 

•1 ^ packed it up and refcurned 

It With, a note,, intimating, that I was 
)ny to break their complaint record, 
afeo put it to them that I didn’t want 
mstead; that Wrist-watcbes 
lost^their append: fbr me; but. that 


J was prepared to consider seven-and- 
sixpences. 

Then came the master-'Sfcroke. 

The watch-man replied. He apolo- 
gised for the trouble. my exceptional 
bad luck had occasioned me ; he depre- 
cated strongly, however, any idea of 
giving it up as a bad job; and he 
enclosed a silver wrist-watch as a com- 
pensation for previous inadequacies. 

I kept it. I have it now. It is true 
that as a watch it has its failings. 
One of theso is a tendency to go back- 
wards. In this and in some other 
respects it falls short of being an alto- 
gether reliable time-piecs; but it is 
silver. There must be nearly a shilling’s- 
worth of silver in it ; and I had got it 
in exchange for a paltiT piece of gun- 
mefcaLwork. 

^^sterday I passed the shop again. 
It flaunted a compelling shovr-card in 
blue and red : — ' . 


Specxal Bine. 

BANlbtUPT* sf6CK. 

35% UKDEB COST. 

REAL SILVER V^RI^T-^WATcilES. 
FEOM 6/6. 


Next Tuesday I’m going round to 
nelp the premises with a pick-axe. 

MOM “LETTERS TO MYSELF.” 

Undeb the title Letters to Myself a 
book has just been published. I have 
irot SMn it, but the idea is so attractive 
that 'it 'has set nie upon a'similar form 
of composition.' TeJe^am4 to myself 
I have more than once despatched, 
when a house tvas too boring to stay 
longer m; but letters from the same 
hand to that destination are a novelty 
Here then are a few whibh I have just 
received, with their answers : 


Deab Old SpOET.-rDon’t you think 
« IS about time to give up betting? 
Onep, jn the dim and distant days, 
when, the little wanton gees were less 
■wanton, there was something in it. In 
that blessed period, now apparently for 
e\er gone, a favourite sometimes be- 
haved as such. and came in first- Mr 
Eupp was more or less a sound' guide: 
formlold. But-now ? . What happens 
now ? Not a single favourite has won 
a. big, rope this .year. It is enough to 
EMke .horse the„favourite to knock all 
the spint out of hiin: It is like giving 
a dog a bad name.. Looli;.at the Cheste? 

Jnhiisa. Stakes; look; 
at the Stewards’ Oup; Kit.m^t of-ifl' 
loolfe-at .the Derby. There never was 
ap.;.{$en .Dfflhy. as this m' the 


history of the Turf. A month ago there 
were two favourites at 3 or 4 to 1. 
Where are theynow? One is not in 
the betting at all ; the other is between 
10 or 20 to 1, Itoth having descended 
from their proud positions to be among 
the “also rans.” In such a time of 
flux and defiance of sound principle, 
give your bookie a miss, dear boy. Bo 
wise in time. . ; 

Your sincere Admirer, 

Youbbelp. 
The Answee. 

Dead Old Pal,—! like you, and l' 
believe in what you say ; but what is 
life without a flutter? So I shall 
continue to lose your money— my 
money— our mohey-^in the hope of one 
day making a real parcel. 

Your wilful . One op TJs. 

II. 

Mein Liebeb Fbeund (Oh, but I 
foigot, you don t know Germa'ii), y6u 
really must take a little more care of 
your health. I watched you-the othep 
mght on your way home from that 
Oity dinner ---you could easily have 
seen me— and I was ashamed. ‘ You 
not only swayed but you sang and the 
result of watching you was that I oon- 
I teacted a terrible headache. Think of 
the future, if only for my sake. 

Yom: Well-wisher, ’ Mb. 

The Ans'web. 

Deab ^obalist, — Sto that was you 
i saw. '.There, seemed to, -be two of 
everybody, aa.iTnow I understand the^ 
whole thing. The other is the feUpw'' 
■who writes the letters. • ' Well ' -I 
promise to obey as long as I, cab, and 
no one but a fqol undertakes to do 
more thm that.. By the way, I wonder 
if your .headache' was arhad asmino. 
Mme was.awful. , , ' , ' 

Your repentant . Double. ' 

IIL 

Deab' Self, —Hadn’t this habit of 
eorresponing- better cease ? It is be- 
coming a note.' 

YoiU’s sincerely, The Same; 

The Answbb. 

DbabMe, , ' 

• Yes. 

Yours, 

*===== 

BreakfiMit Table. BoUticis. 

Fond 'Wife (pathetieaUy anxious to 
be well informed and an, intelligent 
Mm^nion to her husband).- “ Igupmse 
that that snr^e of Lloto George's 
yqu w^re .all disQU8aing" last blehti' 
and wpndering what .he woul^^m 
with it> the one tiiat he .wUi h^ve 
tor alter the Welsh Churih'is 
diaestobhshed..”,, ' ; 





THE POWER OF MUSIC. 

A CdriiSE OF .‘•Yip-i-APpy," etc. ■ Aiteib as ovbkdose of “The Beam Bowbo Dows." ' 


]■■(. 'OUR: BOOKING-OFFICE. 

I Pmoh’s^ Staff of laam^- Clerks.) 

1^^', Tl^'^vnist^ pf 'Ppn Poorman (AmyofiD) Colonel 
FfeDDEB lias- sfacoeedeid' in making at least four real and 

Burnett 

{Soil for. short),' the sfo.'dtich crank whose eccentricity takes 
the’ forto or aiiriing to become a pdor man's parson by 
holding _ aloof from the gentry, himself Working ; with .his j 
hands (fot saike of the symbol) in fustian and corduroy — to 
the enormous scandal of ihb respectable hart of his flock; 
Sl^<rah Blagge^ the’ sttange, -rugged, beautiful girl “off 
the laud,” whom he grows to love and takhs to wife, to the 
, indjeaniite increase, of the, scandal; PolVs worldly and 
^^rthyold clerical Tingle,, who. is made aliTie with a few deft 
sfcokes of the pen and killed itoo’ casually in the second 
chapter; &Tid. Helen Grct^ttcinf PoU's friend (a charming 
pkstel), who di.gs in the third. The book is no mean 
achievement for What, judged both from its virtues and * 
ife^ defects, reads like a first novel. ' Thp author doesn't 
qliite succeed, I think, with the pleasant, wise little school- 
master or with brutal Squire Halleck, on both of which 
characters he has expended some pains. The" former, with 
his thoughtful and courageous philosophy, could hardly 
hpyc been so hnich afrSiid of the liatter; while some ihitiga- 
tmn of.the ineffable caddishnesfe .of the lestding gsntleinan 
oHheyiUago.ia demanded *in, the' int'e^^^^ of plausibility. 


T Til V uuuji, oijgms. L/oionei' iTEpDEB- nas 

etohatac^-somelfliing to say'; he has- theiighi tiad felt;- 

E - .to;^oinmattd a-hfe^ring.' - ^He trante’to offhr 

" .“,Si^0fetj^,’-‘'8ome |iiank tod Whole- 


s ims truths. A dandi J cfcitfc hah;t(i^cbhfess that' the book 
Tfould tove been a better ’B(6Vd‘ if ^f6'haa'-'b«h it Worse 


pamphlet. The pill shows up through tlie gilding, but it- 
IS quite an adaptable pill, * . ^ 

■ ^ " - • *1 i'' 

I want a word, with Mr, Upto'st Sinclair. Only .the. 
other day;he was trying to persuade me to knock off food’ 
and jive .on cold water? and the New Thought ; aad'noW/.%: 
Love*s PiJgriinage (Heinemakn), he invites me -to pifcWhis' 
hero.because he could 'not get enough to eat How does 
. he explain this.? Herb was this young man, with all the 
water he wanted to drink and any amoimt of fresh air td 
eat, and yet he ^ grumbled. But then^ he was a genius, and* 
genius is notoriously eccentric. I know he was’a genius, 
because he keeps saying so all through the book ; and also • 
because only a genius could have made such an impossible; 
infernal, blithering ass of himself at eveiy opportunity. (I 
must apologise for mv way of expressing myself, biit one 
falls into this powerful, elemental manner after reading' ^ 
Mr. Sinclair.) Since I read my first novel, I have made 
the acquaintance of many exasperating heroes, but- MrF-’ 
Sinclair's Thyrsie has them beat, if I may borrow-'-an 
expression from his own country, to a frazzle.' The trouble - 
[with Mr. Sinclair is that, after the success of The Jungle, ; 

, he has felt obliged to be terrible and earth-shaking over ' 
everything. But I decline to be equally worked up over 
the fact that' Atnferidan publishers (sordid bhites who : 
wanted their business' to show a profit) returned Thyrm' i 
novels of genius^saxpples of which are given at frequent- ■ 
intervals throughout 'the storjf-. “ A book like this,” says- 
Hall Caine in his preface,- needs little praise.” - As 
that IS what I have given it, the^ words front the Mastw a 
are c’opforfcipg. ■ ’ * = ;•* : - r. . 

l^erj- BOW and tHqn G allonJs Memry : 

(JobIn * Long-) - finds its* 'Way into • that.* j i 




m 


OR THE LONDON CHARiyART. 


[May 29, 1912, 


SS'Sl “Ms? , Tl“ .taut fa go off with 

8fu tn6 StinQB Dlino vmi o. i 


Mi.i.Lvy ACJgUO isupifme. iUe ETVO 

little’ old sisters and the sweet-fsteed girl who lives with 
them in the little green-shutlered house' in the little old 

■n“o.tr nrv •!« v « .1 


it were ; and I don’t, suppose 
■Mr. Gallox ■will bless me for 
making the comparison.. But, 
after all, it was he that -put it 
into my head, and I only wish 
I could a story h.alf as 
pleasant myselP. 

I have to own' that I 
was a good deal disajDpomted 
o\ei* llic Jo7/s cj Joijcs 
(Gueexixg). Jt began ex^ 
cellently, Jones himself wasj 
quite an engaging figure, a! 
sort of iir//;ps-like person, * 
chained to a London office; 
and his author, Mr. Freu 
Gillett, wrote so nicely 
about, liiin that I felt sure 
we were all three going to 
be great friends and in for 
a thoroughly good time. Then 
the grea-t cliance came, both 
to Jones and Mr, Gieeett, in 
the shape of a kindly illness 
that released the former from 
work, and tmned him adrift, 


at the same time ofiering you a chance of being transferred 
iiuuse la uie nine oiajto the planet Zan, close with the offer hv nU 

Crfl??/br/^Lp^ real' you are an adventurous kind of fellow who likes a iiair- 

touclf niy heJit tith^ the“£rapLibl6*S^^^ and melockamatio' existence amongst people and 

5 “o™ “S mTto.dS'lta’Gr/"''". wSXom ta“ M 

would indeed be suiTCisine if. of a Thousand Pleasui’es; and 

if. «rA,.A. T . I . » - -.live, I suppose, happily ever 

•afterwards. This seems rather 
rough on Veeni the Master, who 
was put out by his underling, 
for a;iso had loved JJeoHa 
in . the Garden, But perhaps 
he .will ‘have iTetter luck next 
time wb^ the. planet -Zan 
lu'its turn gets fractured by 
a comet. iSeriously, I am 
unable to make very much of 
Mr. K, F. Lampout’s attempt 
to* combine the methods ol 
Messis. n. G. Wells and 
Eidee Haggard with a vague 
Migious allegory. ’ He calls 
Veeni the Master Tiip" Story of 
a^^ream.** • I ^ust let it go 
•out uhsoH'eS through the ivo>'v 
igate... ’■ ■ . -,1 

, .Hpder the, heading of *• Hd- 
jspectable, i-eell*^ we .read' the 
ifoJlowing advertisement in our 
:^py ot the Wieshadcyici 
Badehlatty which we -print for 
the benefit of aiiy who may 
have missed it : — • 


> 



- , -u.UA. CXlViXllb, 

f J .."“I® tj^irty-^ght. for the firet time in Ms life in 

leal countiy. And ^ -Wiat they made of such a gloiiora 
• ^fthet’di-earyf^a about rabbit-eloS 
and eldeily spinsters and getting drunk on home-made 

wme. The woeful waste-ofit! f am even Ste 

.vn taJewtong SrS 

lack of skiU, and how far from deliberate intent. I hav^a 
raspieion that he would defend the banality of his rural 
characters, their coarse and rather brutal humour and the 

S ftJK f If sTSS^hat 

S'tet l^uman U^S'ae SS 2k /o,S 


The CotiipoandLv e/ MufficaZ &seme3. “I rrui itfEKK ■»,,,» .v 
mscosxxxi-^T toE castud m-xS 
or TUB LovE-i-onos, ima which she w.is to wv ma to™ 


serious Englislnnan tar Auiencaii of liWi I. 1 V 11 

ssSsK5'Si«ss;sKis‘.a£"; 

value to spiritual and bodily excellency would be willinw i-n 


um . . Masculine Modes. - 

wiiehtaSrto pmJwhJsSl 

Our authority is a local paper, but we forbear to Mve ii^s 
name; partly to ^are its feelings, and partly because 
are not quite sure Whkji one it is! ^ ^ »eeause we 

To a Certain Itoad Hog 

rtis laufeuiago was warm as Bb-suddenly slowed ' 

And which'had. dared to intrude; 

And proyed him, through vagute in thdindb of the'roa’d 

Word-perfect at 'ieasi id t]|re rdto 'of the Yiide. ' 

th^ Eoyal Qartisori rij-til^BTy , may ..be^ - 

siiUre. ' , r .. 



June o, 1912.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAEI. 


CHARIVARIA. 

B-y the irony of circumstance, while 
London was fearing a food famine, 

Mr. Asquith was visiting “ The Street 
of x^bundance ** at Pompeii. 

'‘We will hold up meat; we will 
hold up flour; we will hold up the 
Government,” said Mr. Ben Tillett. 

It would save a lot of trouble if they 
just held up their hands. 

The Autocrat at work again ! “ When 
the KiisES was at Strasburg he visited 
a millinery establishment and chose 
a number of hats for the Empress 

and the Princess” — which, of 

course, they will have to wear. 

* :ls 

M ^ . 

** A Patriot ’ * writes to suggest ^ 7j| " ~ 

thatStPaul’sCathedralshallbe .j mi vacM l M THE MALTA. SPECIAL 

eoince. nation. “You should have 

H Su«\hKoL‘dthet^ea 

w Sf ' iaMII ^®eks of the mrrior when he 

Tf B' 1 iH overheard the dear old ladies 

’li-li remarking that he looked every 

a result of ais incident the - I 1-1 inch a sofdier. Sorely ho must 

httle fellows attendmg the State J| |l - fl |fPfs4 gZ^:::C.^^ have felt that he wis coming 

schools will in future be made | ||jl^sc;^|||rW P''nm53ii.win^ ^ & 

tol^veteefefire-armsathome -Mr. AsQmiH did not pass 

with their nurses. Iliw® iW I i unnoticed, although 2%e JDaiZiy 

sar‘g«rsK“o^ 

t at as many as 3,000,000 books what many remarked about 

of stamps were sold last year. The eitect ot Me. Teeona. Beowk's misteemeoe, “The him. * He has the calm self- 
Pme as this total is we cannot vising Ohibp,” is beinc completely spoilt on Satuedat noftsPRRpFi InnV 

^'fSbtbeex- ™ of power! 

^eded if the little volumes wore 1— — ^ ^ man. That man will go far,* I 

bound more attractively and entitled, were anxious to spend their honeymoon heard on every hand. 

“Twenty-foi^ Portraits of the quietly, “Of the Admiral in command it was 

The gift-book trade might be tapped m - the general opinion that he appeared 

this way. ^ ^ Is the Latin-British Exhibition unf or- to have got his sea-legs and to be per- 

' ^ ^ tunately named? We wonder. A small fectly at home on the water. 

“ Postage stamps,” 27w Mail boy was certainly overheard, the other “ ‘ Looking quite the man in his long 
tells us, “may now be procured from day, protesting with some heat, “No trousers and stand-up collar/ was re- 
the new road guides of the Boyal Auto- Latin exhibitions for me out of school marked of Mr, Winston Churchill by 
mobfle Club.” This innovation should hours, thank you.” the fortunate ones who happened to 

prove most useful in the ease of a ^ catch sight of him.” 

punctured tyre. ^ An American widow has given up a ' ^ - 

* fortune of £2,000,000 in order to marry Prom an hotel advt. ; — 

Some excitepaent has been caused a lawyer. Lawyers have to put up “Baths Hot and Cold. Under the personal 
among the babies of the Metropolis by with so many insults that the fact that supervision of the proprietor.’* 
the statement that the Post Office Tube one of their nnmber shoid be con- Most embarrassing. 

Scheme means the doom of the Mail sidered worth this huge sum has caused i Zi I 

Cart. the Uveliest satisfactL in their i-anke 

^ ^ ^ and is almost the sole topic of conversa- Met. in “ ASasfer ^aytress/* 

Tlie Anti-Premature Burial Society tion in Law Courts all over the world. This is the first real attempt to bring * 
announces that it will be pleased to about a better feeling between the upper 


objects. This being so, we would draw 
its attention to the fact that Henry VIIL 
was successfully revived last week. 

By-the-by, we regret to hear that 
there^ was a misunderstanding at a 
certain Pancy Dress Ball the other 
night. A somewhat weedy youth went 
as Henry YIII., and was fancying him- 
self hugely until an ill-informed friend 
came up and asked if he was Peter Pan, 

* ^ 

'J: 

The statement, published in several 
newspapers, to the effect that a pair of 
bitterns have nested at Stalham, Nor- 
folk, has caused the greatest annoyance 
to the young couple concerned, who 


wish one often hears expressed. In 
practical Georgia it has now actually 
been consummated. Miss Clara Louise 
Parker, the daughter of the Mayor of 
Gainesville, has eloped with her bride- 
groom's best man. 

^ jt 

A contemporary states that a local 
regulation at Wurzburg, in Bavaria, 
prohibits the use of black tiles for roof- 
ing purposes, and makes the employ- 
ment of red tiles obligatory “ so as not 
to interfere with the beauty of the 
landscape by the erection of differently 
coloured roofs.” We understand that 
the untidy effect of the variegated hues 
of the local wild flowers is also engag- 

1 iug the anxious attention of the 

OTl. authorities. 




Prom an hotel advt. ; — 

“ Baths Hot and Cold. Under the personal 

J-i. » * 


J.dEt. in “ jSSBefer Mspress/* 
This is the first real attempt to bring 
about a better feeling between the upper 


receive any information bearing on its j “ May the best man winl ” is a pious I and the lower classes. 


VOL. OXiJ 




PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CBDIEIVAEL 


[JcNE 5, 1912, 


BACK TO NATURE, 

Shotting the good that may come out of the aj>j}arent evil 
of these recurring strikes. 

Thebe is a sajing— and the facts confirm it— ■ 

111 blows the blast that suits not someone’s case ; 

And I, who am by now a sort of hermit, 

Bless the unlikely means of so much grace 

The GosiiIng and the Tillett, 

And aU who make the worker chuck bis billet. 

Bor I have learned from these, our country’s masters, 
In one short year of intermittent strife, 

How out of so-called national disasters 

A thoughtful man may pluck the Simple Life, 

- _ .'And put himself in tune 

With natural objects, like the sun.or moon. 

TJntil they called a strike upon the railways 
_ Pedestrian transit seemed a solemn bore. 

But MW I tread the hills and bosky vale-ways, 

.1 Usmg the feet I never used before ; 

And get to see quite plain 
Things that escaped me in a stuffy train. 

I hear the song of birds in dewy thickets ; ' 

I smell the morning sweetness of the earth ; ’ 

Also I save the moh^^ on my tickets 
. ^And incidentally ‘reduce my mrth ; 

And. wish f1la dfiMlra-Mi’ ■/ 


AMALIE BOPP. 


, , — 7 .- — -—j 511 . uu, 

Andwish the strikers’ blow ’ ' 

^ad fallen on me years and years ago. 

Then came the miners’, move. This fresh diversion 
m me to face^thq cold with^ctire skin, ' 

^'Xo seek for ardour immyWn ‘exertion* ' ' 

And cultivate the vital spark within, 

And how a well-drilled soul 

learn to overcome tlie lust for coal’ ' ■“ 

Nerfxame the tafiors'- Wm,' aAd'off they toddled; 

T 1 ■ - i *o-.^a,y in outworn weeds, 

i leam that leg-wear, though superbly modelled, 

Can never satisfy the spirit’s needs ; 

That, by the heavenly plan, 

His worth, and not his waistcoat, makes the man. 

And now the transport-navvies play at skittles,' 
prices soar, and I must seal my throat 
Xo imzen ox and other carnal victuals 
-On which it was my daily use to bloaf: 

I sign a non-beef pledge, ■ - 

And am content to live on home-grown veg. 

So if a changed man, I have ceased from nozdin-r 
Xhe softer luxuries it is because 
Of teachers like the Tiulett and the Goslino, 
lue men who make our sumptuary laws 
Laymg their high embargoes ’ 

On trains and trousers, coal and meaty cargoes. 

Yes, a I Kve (on herbs) the life ascetic, 

Wit w . witli my limbs half nude, 

TSitl^t a hoMth and wholly sympathetic 

XT primeval mood. 

My thanks are due to these 

Brom whom I learned to tramp and starve and freeze 
— 0. S. 

Comin^f Uanhood of Woman. 

Teaohw (interim female) wanted at once.” 

AduHisment in » The Scotsman." 


:il Am^ie Bopp came into my life about five years aco 
stayed in it for a few days, and then vanished into space’ 
leaving no trace oi herself and her woes. ^ ' 

It happened in this way; One morning, on coming 
down to breakfast, I saw on the ball-table an oblong letter 
of the raual foreign kind. It was directed to Braulein 
Amahe Bopp at my address and bore the postmark of ’ 
a (lerman town. So far as I was aware no lady of this I 
distmguished name graced my establishment, nor had I 
[, ever m the course of a long and blameless life come upon 
any Bopp. The ruler of the house, too, disclaimed aU 
mowledge of her, and the servants, amongst whom I 
dihgently inquired, each and all scorned the imputation of 
a Bopp. The butler, an old and privileged servant, went 
so far as to say th^it he had never heard of a person of the 
name of Bopp, that he firmly believed therefore that no 
• ?, . If existed, but that it was highly probable 

that this mysterious letter was in some inexplicable wav 
the nrst stop in a scheme for committing a burglary it 
bemg w^U known that burglars were very artful, and that 
one of them might easily assume the name of Bopp if he 
thought it wuld forward his design upon the plate and 
valuables. He himself, he declared, would redouble his 
v^nce and have the bolt. iA -the back door put right at 

Nothing burglarious, however, happened, and fom* davs 
afterwards pother letier, equaUy Boppian in every- Ssp\ct 
was now beginning to get upon my 
n^es.- I had mqnmes made in the village; I wrote 
letters jto relatives asking them whether a Bopp InS 
- lurk^ in their past or wis iglorifying their present AU 

nsL. to 

Th^upon I decided to open one of. the letters, in order 

“■ .written in 

Geman, and It breathed passiofiate devotion and unalter- 
able love m the longest sentences. It began (I translate)— 

hw th^?f Amalie," and it proceeded to assure 

her that all that she had ever heard or read about affection 

was mockery compared with the emotion that 

was devastating the wnter’s bosom. He recalled their 
fomer meetmgs aud-the trembling of her little hand when 
•once, greatly damg. he had clasped it in his. Ho 
what life would without love, and answered his question 
bj' asking what the day was without the sun and t^e night 
without the moon or the stars. He poured soom oX 
f^lrngless creatures ’ who were content to live alone and 
. without love in a world of dark shadows, and declared that 

that.sustained.him was the'hope 
of meetmg hig Amahe before the year was out. H^mged 
her. to r^ly promptly and signed himself (T translate 
^ain), “Your constantly faithful and adoring bridegroom 
Hermann Dunkelbaum." I blushed at myiSeMon te 
lading these tender avowals, wrote “Not known at this 
adtess across both envelopes, posted the two letters back 

Lithe foUowing week my brother-in-law arrived with hi« 
Xiiorc Wfts Qj wife, there were sl ffi'ro’ 

was a maid,’a StS 
stately sort of female grenadier, who. through her sSadcs 
the passing ’of soS fi^S-fS 
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THE GEOGRAPHI LESSON. 

Db. Eitoheheb. "NOW, WHAT DO YOU KNOW ABOUT THE MEDITEEBANEAN ? " 

Masteb CHimcHiLr.. “WELL, IT LOOKS A NICE PLAGE BOB SHIPS; BUT, TO TELL YOU 
THE TBUTH, WE’VE BEEN CONCENTEATING OUE ATTENTION ON THE NOETH SEA 
LATELY, HAVEN'T WE, HEEBEET?” Masxbb AsQtniH. “THAT IS SO." 





The <'H, G. Wells" Oae, spbciallt besiobed kot to peotokb Laboto Ukeest. 


riVT W • T* T 1 . X>ux xw riwUMJiSJS JjABOuE UKBEST. 

Pleasure which tends to uTitate the iSo^ng that the parade of costly motor-cars constitutes a Spectacle of 


orer familiar topics, and was dying down into the pnfSng 
of pipes, when he suddenly asked me if I had noticed his 
Wife's maid. I said I had casually glanced at her and 
thought her a formidable person. 

“Yes/’ he said, “she looks formidable, but she's really 
the most soft-hearted and romantic old fool that ever lived. 

I She 's engaged to be married to a young fellow about half 
I her age, and she talks about her love for him and her 
rapture at being near him and hoping to see him, as if she 
were a girl in her teens— but I suppose it 's a way Germans 
have.” 

“A German, is she ? ” said I. “ Did you pick her up in 
South Africa ? ” ^ 

- . ^ And, by the way, she 's expecting letters from 
him. Have any arrived ? ” 

Even then I failed to realise what was happening. I 
said, “ No, I think not. But what ’s her name ? " 

“ Her romantic name is Bopp — Amalie Bopp.” 

“ Ha, ha I Then that ’s it,” f shouted. 

He was startled. “ What ’s it ? ” he asked. 

“Bopp 's it ” — and I told him what had happened to the 
letters. 

The upshot was that I had to interview Amalie, and 
endeavour to explain to her why, though her lover had 
faithfully written, there were no letters for her. She did 
not cry ; she composed herself into a stony despair. “ He 
is so^ ohealous,” she said, “ he will nefer belief dis story. 
He vill say, ‘ Amalie has seen anozer man. She like him 
better. She sent back my letters.’ I know he vill not hef 
me now. ^ He vill ask me to sent him back de faist-boggle 
he gif me” — she pointed to a gaudy clasp that adorned her 
belt— “ and he vill sent me back de shafing brosh I gif him. 
It is all ofer, Sir; you hef mined two yong lifes.” 

It was in vain that I attempted to soothe and comfort 


her. She threw up her situation, and in three days set off 
tor her home in the Black Forest. Whether she saw her 
Hermann again, and how she fared with him, I have never 
been able to discover. That, so far as I am concerned, was 
the end of Amalie Bopp. 


A MODEST INVOCATION. 

0 PowEE, 0 Goddess, or what name you please, 

0 Euler of our cricket destinies 

(Perhaps most easily exhorted here 
Simply as Pate), I beg of you your ear. 

Little I pray for; not as, years ago, 

When I was over-sanguine, as you know, 

1 asked you earnestly to do your best 
To let me make a century in a Test, 

Or in a Gentlemen v. Players take 

Ten wickets in an innings (slow leg-break). 

Or even win some desperate County match 
By bringing off a most amazing catch. 

Those dreams are vain. You can be (no offence) 
On such occasions very, very dense. 

But, Pate, I still invite you to concede 
A very reasonable point indeed ; 

This, and this only (as the Poet says) — 

To change about my last year's averages. 

Oh, I shall be the happiest of men 
If you will kindly manage this, for then 

My batting average will be 58, 

My bowling average 1*4, 0 Pate. 



A DESPERATE CONTEST. 

Mr WMtsuntide was very nearlvl ,, y ' 

spodfc by David’s aJinounceLnt on Ubout si,? T get something. 

Saturday morning that his rheumatism ^ amount’^’ ^ ^ 

Pentathlon I had a^^f. ^Th^fiveiflatlv^ ref^ • ^ .argument, David 
eyentsinwhich I had dWto bel? 

him were lawn-tennis, "olf thehnn/lro;? '«. . 'mi ' ™® difference and took 

Snt'f^’ '^™*>^Ieap, and ! ^ : 

lemammg ui a stationary nosition 


lemammg ni a stationary position 
undsi water without breathing 
“I’m so soiTy," said David as he I 
hmped up and down the lawn to show ^ 
®‘ T> eame on in my bath.” j 

irerna'Ds if von Tr«-nf n-in -i • 


the 


A 7 ,r »u»» aow jcjnq lam 

Amtmlia, 0 — and we went into 
shrubbery to look for the jack. • 

Let s leave it/* said David after 

bli. «U„ 

“It’s a funny thing, I’ve' ~ “ 

never had it before." 

"Ton re much too yotmg to 

‘Wait till you’re bald before 
you begm talking about rheu- 
matism. Anyhow, you might 
at least have had your hair cut,” 

1 added, glad to notice some 
legitimate cause for complaint 
“Perhaps it’s gout. AWy 
my gi’eat-grandfather," 

X^t annoyed me still more. 

*aVlCl and. T bayrsa nlnvAM... 



other ; indeed, he has even gone 
so far as to share his last grand- 
father wif^ me too. So I have 

Jie has. 
to do 

somecnmg to amuse me ** I 
^ feeling particularly 
active this morning, and unless I 
play some game or other I shaU 
go mad and bite somebodv ** 

“ I 'II tell you what : I ’U play 
you a game of bowls." ^ ^ 
‘I Bowls?’’ I asked sus 
j pimously. “Have we got any ? ’ 

1 It OGCUrrnd f.A .. 



piawsly. ‘‘Havewegoranyr’l ■*■ size pob nvo shut, » 

SigM 


• vvT JL)avi 

mght have been leading np to this 
the knowledge of his 

If he said airily. 

1^1.- __ 


“The ground ’s like ice,’’ he said by 
way of apology, and led the way once 
more mto the bushes, ^ ® 

“ There must be something more in 

I “id as I 
followed him, “or why should W G 

7 oan’t help feeling 
toat I ought to be doing something 
with my croquet balls soom" ® 

However, as I was leading by 6 to 2 
I couldnt complain; and even whi’ 
the search for the jack lengthened into 
, twenty minutes or more I kept up my 
spirits with the thought that I was 
^.^’^ijiant victory at one of the 
™ u'oif national pastimes. 

David at last ; 

I 11 get a tennis ball.’’ 

It vvas my turn to throw it, 
and I immediately had a great 
success, for the jack not only 
stayed on the la-wn, but settled 
Itself at a distance sufficiently 
far from us to satisfy David. 

*1^?, I anything for doing 
that 7 I asked. “ I ’m the first 
that s done it.” 

. I put a lot of top spin and 
bias on^d and sent it after the 
tennis ball. It proceeded in a 
bee Ime mtil it got within a 
yard, and then swerved and 
burned past at a tremendous 
yoa fool!’’ J 
shouted; “you’ve got- there!’’ 
put It took no notice and plunged 
into the bushes. ° 

Slowly and with greater dig- 

.Blue and Yellow, having learnt 

■' '?®^’^i®®®®“>Pmceededno further 
, than the path. ■ 

[ “ What do we get for that ? ’’ 

i I asked. 

“Nothing,’’ said David. 
They re all out of bounds ’’ 

“ Then I’m still 6 to 2 ?” 

“ The real score,” said David, 


“ and something for a jack* *Of 7 '^^ ’ ^ throw it this time,” I said 

“ Jack ” and “ bias ’’ ten feet away 

nervous. T “ther « That ’s not far enoS!” 

.TTnTP T- * 


ml ^ ‘>«a*hing 

J' tu^® without ona” 

^^David’s black and bL. the jS 

'nAKl*. - . 


1 . 777 ^ u ae looK thii 

and he was pidpahly nervous, and in 

xol&d so ^oreus y 


.tively nestle together against it I “ i« nA+w^^'T'’ ^**wa, 
! persevered therefore in my rem-ch 1 f. *® of 

^ter another five minuterforad ^t I *o reached 

hiding behind a sweet-bi^r '‘(“Jer an exciting stage. Tell me, how 
“ I ’ll thvA-nr {<: *u»« i : — •> t . . I we rccogmse the moment when 

we come to the end of it ? ” 

“The first to get 10 is the winner.” 

[ ile maorched to the bushes and T 
Reside him! 

What s the matter ? ** he asked, 
^^sat down and began to rub my 

“ Ehemnatism.” I said. “ I can feel 

thaT^*°f unfortunate 

mlenf critical 

nioment, but there it is.” 

*0 ^ before 

A. A. M. 


— « **VV iCBi. ouou< 

.my 

> wLf ^ ’^® f>o^fed a no-baJl too 
What do you want for it? It was a 
bete one than yours, anyway.” 

bad Mother discussion, and I 

SShe®^?®^ David two 

l„ ?f. fO®re. after twenty minutes’ 

Kled o^er- 



THE INTRTJDEE. 

When Cohen came, the county sought 
To entertain and fete 
The multi-millionaire who ’d bought 
The Goodleigh-Gore estate ; 

By steed and car, by rod and gun, 

He proved his native worth, 

And Loamshire deemed her new-found 
son 

The happiest man on earth. 

But no one guessed the haunting dread 
That chilled him to the bone, 

When Cohen sought his Stuart bed 
Or Cohen dined alone ; 

The vengeance of a by-gone age 
That lurked behind the doors, 

The ghostly threats, the sullen rage 
Of ancient Goodleigh-Gores. 

And none but Cohen heard the jeers 
That echoed in the hall, 

And only he could feel the sneers 
^That hung on every wall. 

Where ruffled lord and wimpled dame 
Convulsed him with a stare, 

Or (worse) conversed from frame to 
frame, 

As though he wasn’t there. 

About the hall gaunt shapes of steel 
Told tales of long ago, 

Grim yarns of death that made him feel 
Distressingly de iro ^ ; 

As men who knew the hideous wrong 
He ’d wrought their sacred realm, 
They gaped derision loud and long 
From out each yawning helm. 

And Mistress Ellen Goo 'Jleigh- Gore, 
Who patronised the Keep, 

And for five hundred years or more 
Had spoiled her kinsmen’s sleep. 
Plucked trembling at her snood and 
cried : 

“ Alack and wellaway I 
’Tis would that I had never died 
To see so sad a day.” 


MS. BOUECHIES ADAPTS 
HIMSELF. 

A PAEA-GHAPH in the morning papers 
has been telling us of the difficulties 
encountered by Mr. Arthue Bourchibr 
in having to reappear as Eenry YIIL 
without sufficient time to grow another 
new beard. We are told, however, that 
“partial success attended his efforts.” 
We anticipate some future movements 
of this conscientious artiste : — 

J'um 8. — is announced that early 
in the autumn Mr. Arthur Bourchibr 
will appear as Othello^ in a special 
rmtinie of that tragedy, in aid of the 
distressed wigmakers. After a pro- 
tracted mterview with a well-known 
complexion specialist, the popular actor 
has left for the Soudan, there to undergo 
a drastic course of sun-baths. ! 



Prise-^FigUer {fi}\ieHng j^kodl with his sm). “You give tiiix doy o’ mine a tiiexshin’ 
YESTERDAY, DIDN T YER? 

Schoolmaster {very nervous). * ‘ Well — I— ee - 3»erhai»s 

voc’re a chamwox. I cas’x do KOTHisr’ 


September 4. — ^Mr. Arthur Boub- 
CHiBR, whose realistic triumph as Othello 
last night was one of his finest achieve- 
ments, is at present allowing his mag- 
nificent colour to evaporate. During 
the process of bleaching, which is 
expected to last about three weeks, the 
stage of the Garrick Theatre will be 
occupied by the following revivals, in 
each case the actor-manager himself 
sustaining the chief rdU: — Uncle Tom's 
Cabin, The Romany Bye and Arizona. 
Towards the end of the month it is 
expected that Mr. Bourchibr may be 
able to begin his impersonation of the 
hero in A White Man. 

October 30. — ^The sensational capture 
of an alleged gorilla in Charing Gross 


;Eoad, as reported by several of our 
contemporaries, has now been explained. 
We understand that the fullest apologies 
have been tendered to Mr. Arthur 


the part of Caliban for his forthcoming 
revival of The Tempest) for any incon- 
j venience to which he may have been 
: subjected by the action of certain hasty 
• and ill-informed zoologists. 

“ The president suggested that any delegate 
who stood when he was on his legs should be 
ejected. Had this proposal been carried out 
two hours later half the delegates would have 
been engaged throwing the other half out.” 

Baity ifem and Lender. 
Very difficult. We can never do our 
chucking-out when in a sitting posture. 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


[Jtjnb 5 , 1912 . 


BLANCHE’S LETTERS. accordingly. The Gallerywas turned “form ’’him. Jfjgwm-DOJMcaZffl/ He’s 

Twia Blush-Battebt AND OTHER j ° forest, and, instead of quite a nice boy and threatens to be 

THINGS dancmg, people just rushed about, handsome when he’s a little less of 

ParhLmip bed the trees, and played Mde-and- aa. inginu. At present he’s got the 
n . -n iw-^1 among them, chattermg all the quaintest beliefs and convictions It 

De^st D^hnb, With panmers time in monkey fashion. Nothing but seems almost a pity to cure him of 
and ringlets, blushing haa come m, nuts at the buffet. The Bulfyon- them-they make^ hm so amiSe l 
the eyehds me occasionally lowered, Boundermere people managed to get He thinks all women are anaefs" 
fans me flutter^ (not waved), and, m somehow, and ho made such an “Quite right, my dear boy and verv 
instep of the dear, nioky httle ex- absolutely top-hole orang-outang that sweet of tou!” ftoldhim^’ “Yfea^e 
iwed t’ft ev^one almost quite forgave them for all angels^as a rule— only every woman 

yagreens, •■Why doss 

at fclie same time. ^ ^ Tivof *o « t l ai than 2 / 0 have been seriously 

Popsy, Lady Eamsmte, who is party, isn't it, de(U.'^?°’pirt’ora^^ yem’H^y’^ff^^tr’rti 6 f°’to°^'^ 

.halosn'l a^^hat’”, S to a?.?lth£ A ““S »>■» 

toboa^thaalt. HfrtyV^aS ’’^L'hSiX.'^fti'th H 

ZiS. S’s.trroisS” “'sT’ssSy’^n ' ' 

blush-battery at the Hummei-ys’ last done crar so mnoh ww’c- a fellow ought Motto admire thepret- ; 

playing up to her ringlets and panniers styles. He naints evervthm^ a look, too, that shows he s i 

d wen?c27/c— head a little drooped to mv dear iuafc rq tta of making quite progress. It’s a pretty j 

oneside,fanfluttei-mg,to4ofhSo2 ^it^coSted bysoSiS ^ °«tainly1iring i 

put primly together, little, breathy mid- back of om* hnai^a or somflwbfr*. wf for discussion at the next sympo- I 

Victorian laugh at nothing in pariiculm- has a one-man show on at MayfSr Bo“ I 

—all quite well done. Then she thought Hall, which is makino' a aiM,i P®™aps the onhj case m 

a blush would come in handy, and she tion. I went there'’ vesteidav ami which an ^M<i6a«ate ma,y commit the 
fingered her necklace and pressed her tlioufl'lit if <;im-nixr m^f without reproach. You are 

tinybattery. Whether therlwas some- deve?^ Thivfa SaiTonS If son, my dear hoy, and | 

thing wrong with the thing or she SteUa Clackmannan tLtboks tUnty- fh the usual and I 

pressed too hard, no one seems to know, five feet high and has a double set of but even m tkatyaa must 

but anyhow the blush went wrong— it features It ’s so annalliii<p Hinf t ^ *^® swmg of the pendu- 

wasmuchtood0ep,auditwoul^tgo S at once it Sisf K wU of the i 

pay, and her eyes, instead of ai<oo|- highZ ^r^ * ® i 

mg, opened quite quite wide, and she Oh, nfy dear, your Blanche is coming ^ ^ 

^ out of hm chair with_a jump ! out in rJther ’Jnew X I “m! I 

she looked simpty way. Some distant people of ours, the .. 
took her into the air Havilands, asked me to chaperon a boy t ‘‘^be “iiti«,leostof the wartoGffl-mMiy.Mr. 
and the battoy was taken off. People who’slatelydropped into the title r^S ^f;™>u¥^’“..^as?77.660.00o. Butrrauoe 
say there’ll be a slump now in cmffineciedW * i of ^6213, 000 , 000 , and ceded 

PaJlalerie’s natenfe Hnsh (he succeeded a first unde the jnrovinces of Alsace and Loraine, which 

The MillT<Sf -^vo something of that »t £64,000,000. These two 

Pi^i^r^'ii mother’s a quiet country om^tto £199,450, 000 , which snbteaoted 

Tioeadilly Gallery was a shrieking widow, who knows rather less th^ ^ Germans with a 
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TWO OF OUB OONQUEROES. 

A CONTHAST. 

It is a fortunate circumstance for 
XiOndoners that at the same moment 
P AVLOVA and Genibq are dancing 
divinely in rival halls; for probably 
there have never been more remarkable 
or more charming priestesses of Terpsi- 
chore than these, and both are at their 
best. Too long has America claimed 
Geneb ; but now that she is our own 
again let everyone who prizes thistle- 
down steps, humanity and fun hasten 
to see her. 

With the Palace, where Pavlova 
reigns and enthralls, and the Coliseum, 
which Ge 2 jeb just now is touching 
with radiance, so close together, a 
comparison between this blest pair of 
dancers is almost inevitable ; and cer- 
tainly it is odorous, for there is so 
much room for both. They do not 
compete ; they supplement each other 
and make a perfect harmony. 

Although theirs the same lovely and 
joyous art, the two dancers could not 
well be separated by wider divergences : 
the one the product of that strange, 
sombre, decadent country where East 
and West meet and barbarism seems 
never far distant; the other a merry 
blonde from busy prosperous Denmark. 
Each appeals to a different mood. 
When it comes to actual dancing — ^to 
the precision and fluidity of the steps 
and movements — there is little to 
choose; Pavlova may be perhaps a 
shade more astoundingly accomplished. 
But for the most part our preference 
is not for the execution but for the 
executant. We like Pavlova best, or 
Gen^e best, according to our tempera- 
ment, or according, as I say, to our 
mood, Pavlova is more languoz’ous, 
more dangerous, more exotic; Genee 
is quicker, gay and jocund. Pavlova 
has more than an Oriental suggestion ; 
Gex:^e is one of us — a Northerner. 
Pavlova is au fond melancholy; Gbnee 
is a kitten. 

The Eussian is more beautiful ; she 
has, as one imagines, a rarer beauty 
than any of her most illustrious pre- 
decessors, most of whom had a ten- 
dency to thick ankles and powerful legs. 
Pavlova might never have done any- ; 
thing but ride in a carriage or recline < 
on a sofa — so soft and graceful is she ; i 
and her shoulders are never to be i 
forgotten. But her face lacks ex- i 
pression. Her face, one says ; yet as i 
a matter of curious fact Pavlova has i 
two faces, not as Janus had, but as i 
a charming woman may have who is : 
capable of apathy. One Is amiable, the 1 
other is set, and they are strangely 
different; almost they might belong ( 
to different persons. Pavlova has two i 







Old Lady, “TjIEY tell me there 'S a very beautiful SrECIMEN of the 

HuXXE^IAXNIA FUMABIiSFOLIA ’ lY THIS EXHIBITION, PlEASE TAKE ME TO IT I” 


faces and only one expression for each ; 
and here is one of the chief points of 
contrast between Gen]&b and herself, 
for Genise is not only a dancer but an 
actress, with a play and range of 
animation on her little mischievous 
upturned features such as many an 
actress who is actress and nothing else 
would give her pearls for. 

In the little piece in which Gexeb is 
now performing — an episode in the life 
of one of the most famous dancers of 
all, the Belgian OA2fARGO-<-mo5t of the 
emotions pass across her face; joy, 
disappointment, triumph, hope, fear, 
content; while now and then, as when| 
she pretends that the king has repaid' 
the boon^ she is the incarnation of| 
roguishness and the very spirit of| 
teasing. 

Pavlova would be lost here— just as 
GeniSe would be lost in the Bacchanale, 
although not so completely. Pavlova 


.one can see making some kind of a 
; brave effort with the king and the 
j unhappy young soldier, although never 
to the point of touching the emotions, 
as Gexj^e does ; but one cannot 

imagine for a moment in the vinous 
amorous ecstasy of that wonderful 
autumnal riot. Therein lies the es- 
sential difference between these two 
superb artists. Pavlova is for the 
sophistical; GenjSe for the simple. 

Gexee*s little play should be seen 
for its ensemble as well as for Ge^^ee. 
The story is a pretty one; the setting 
is distinguished; the costumes and 
coloui*s are a delight. If only ^e 
Coliseum management would announce 
on the posters and in the advertise- 
ments the precise hour at which it 
begins all London would aunwge its 
time to go there; but, as it is, many 
persons are not prepa^ to face the 
rest of the programme* 
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OkwigeuT . *‘Cori.DN'x say vhat he thought, m ladtJ 


THE OBSTRUCTIONIST. 

A Sudtejraneaji Ej^isode, 

She was not built upon a beauteous plan ; 

I did not like her face or features much. 

The lady who was talking to the man 
Behind the little hutch. 

But something fine about her, something free, 
Kept me in rapture gazing well content, 

While Time rolled onwards to Eternity 
And trains arrived and went. 

Merely her cheek it was— like some fair flower 
Blooming in that illimitable cave; 

She seemed to think the station was her bower, 
The booking-clerk her slave. 

She did not seem to heed the traffic’s sound 
Nor the dull cries behind her, moan on moan * 
She seemed to think the Electric Underground ’ 
Was gouged for her alone. 

Lightly she stood and talked, now rash, now coy 
Touching the purchase of her cardboard gage;* 
She toyed with that young man as children toy 
With coneys in a cage. ^ 

I not been surprised to see her drag 
{& deaf she seemed to all besides her whim) 
iiOttuces out of her portentous bag ^ 

And poke them through to him. 


I said she kept me charmed, though others swore ; 
Still, there are limits ; men have work to do ; 

One cannot linger spellbound evermore, 

Not on the Bakerloo. 

And so my murmurs swelled at last the bruit 
Of clamorous men behind, a restive swarm, 

Nor caring greatly what infernal route 
Carried her precious form, 

If ^uly she would choose, and choose quite quick ; 
Bor all the tides of London's life were still, 

And the hushed gates, forgetful how to dick. 
Paused for her sovran will. 

Joy came at last; she plunged for Gloucester Eoad, 
And raked her reticule with dubious frown, 

Harried the hundred gauds therein bestowed 
And fished up half-a-crown, 

Ai^, lingering, took her change and turned away ; 
But not before she flashed, as women can, 

One glance at me— one glance that seemed to say, 

“ You are no gentleman.’* 

No gentleman indeed ! I followed her 
Musing, “ Has Justice, have the gods forgot ? ** 

Ah well ! the bolts of Ate sometimes err, 

But this time they did not, 

0 soothing balsam for a bosom's sore I 
• 0^3 careless hand, I 'm pleased to say. 

She *opp^ that ticket on the tube-lift floor • ^ 

I left it where it lay. * Bvob, 
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THE NEW ORDEE OE THINGS. 

Tbadb XJniosibt. “WHO’S thtb LADY?” 

S™wobb^ wmaHS aegcmentb bbbbt, and then, ts 

AND®’mS’%^^A^rS ’ra™ WE DOTEB. I'M ALL EOE STBIMr EIBSI, 








-Ghastly this STniK3:-wH..Tt Have.. ^ 


A YILLAGE OEIME. 

Being a breach of lata as laid down by 
the neto Shops Act, 

1 WAITED while Mr. Baffin weighed 
and sold an ounce of hardbake to a 
small child. Then, leaning jauntily on 
my cane and speaking in the bland 
manner, slightly tinged with hauteur, 
that I reserve for shopping, I said, 
“ I will take, if you please, a penny 
bottle of blue-black ink.” 

I have known Mr. Baffin, of our 
general shop, for nine years. Eve^ 
month I pay him a princely sum in 
settlement of what he calls his “book,” 
and our relations have ever been 
based on feelings of mutual trust and 
respect. j 

But as soon as I had spoken I saw| 
that something had changed. He lifted 
a packet of Righto Starch diffidently 
from the counter and put it down 
again. He closed the promising career 
of an active and bustling young wasp 
with half-a-pound of Stodger’s Cocoa. 
Then, with a new look of constraint in 
his eyes, he forced himself to speak ; 

“I'm sorry, Sir,” he said, “I can't 
serve you.” 

I sat down abruptly on an up-ended 


egg-box. By all the rules of the game 

the next 

thing ? or “ Can I send it ? ” 

1 received such a blow since 
that dark day when Araminta— but we 
need not go into that. 

If my account had been overdue^ 

but last month's biU for, let us sav 
ninety pounds odd, had been faithfully 
discharged. ^ 

“I should have said,” he corrected 
^mself, “ that I can’t serve you witli 
ink ; you seQ”—be craned his neck to 
lookout between the jujube bottles in 
the window, — « you see, the pohce “ 

So it had come to this! Often and 

often good and brave men—Editors 

had begged me not to write, not to 
send them, all my bm-ning thoughts on 
bi-metallism, Shakspbaee and the 
musical glasses; relations, too, had 
sometimes pointed out how much better 
employed I might be building a hen- 
house; but never had I dreamed that 
my besetting weakness — if you will 
have it so — ^would be held a thing con- 
trary to the public interest. Which of 
my latest lucubrations had brought me 
embargo? “How to tame 
^ ® — ^surely it couldn’t be that ? 

Then— well, then I understood. It 


SovvSl!.“t assistant, was 

pemhable goods;" and penny bottles 
° t ini (as distiSguisUS 
bv \ct of ™P®^iable 

voii ^ “I "want ink, 

ie ii - ,, 

Th glorious sunshine. 

cottage 

bath m the deserted road. AU looked 
T^v y®^ — something had 
Wo^^T committed a crime. 

““Other into crima 

bowT ’With my 

botide of bWblaok ink hidden from 

S® polieei^'s sight. I seemed to fore- 

lwriWw^®fK 0™“® sweei^g 

our quiet English 
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DIGNITY AND IMPUDENCE 

Life is, after all, just a mulcting 
and a being mulcted. But when I go 
into a shop to be traded upon I expect 
to be treated with respect, by way of 
compensation. And when I call on 
a Company to sign a form, by which 
I bind myself to be mulcted once a 
year till my dying day, I expect some- 
thing very like reverence. To take 
only £18 p.a. off a man while he lives 
and to give him a whole £1,000 when 
he dies may seem to you to be the 
purest, if the most misplaced, philan- 
thropy; but to me it was obvious, on 
entering the Head Office, that that luxu- ! 

rious and heavily.--:- ! 

marbled palace was ' 
not built out of Dead 
Loss. It was the pro- 
ceeds of overcharging, 
and I was stepping 
inside to be over- 
charged. The last 
thing I expected 
therefore was to be 
treated with absolute 
contempt. . , . Even- 
tually a mere clerk 
did ask me if my 
habits were sober and 
temperate, and took' 
down my answer in 
writing. But he made 
no pretence whatever 
of believing it. 

“Young man,” I 
said, “where is your 
Principal ? I s h e 
aware that I am here, 

I who intend to make 
this Company an 
annual allowance of 
something approach-, 
ing twenty pounds 
a year?” 


man in the place who would take any 
interest in me, and the doctor who was 
to examine me had not yet arrived. 
But he did not have it all his own way ; 
I scored one over my second sister's 
age next birthday. It is, I have since 
discovered, twenty-five; I put it at 
twenty-four, and he accepted my figure. 
I wonder how much in yearly premiums 
I have saved myself by that one suc- 
cessful lie ? 

The doctor was even worse. He 
only made me take off my coat and 
waistcoat in order to give him time to 
finish the conversation he was having 
with a sub-manager when we met 
Nor was the conversation about me; 



drama of the day. 

BEN* HUE TILLETT. 

Latest SEysArroN at the Pom of London Theatre. 


I opened nay mouth to make a bitter 
retort or an important announcement 

“Ah yes,*' said the doctor; “I sup- 
pose I ought to have looked at your 
tongue.” 

He seemed to think very little of it 
when he saw it. 

There was no respect from the Pay- 
Desk Clerk, none from the Proposal- 
Eorm Clerk, and a gentleman in a fur 
coat (a Director, I have since learnt) 
asked me what the devil I was doing 
when I trod on his toe in the lifk 
LAfter that there was not only no re- 
spect from the Lift Clerk, but a stare of 
the most marked disapproval and some 
apparent hesitation on his part whether 
“ he would take me 

to the ground floor 
and the main en- 
trance, or whether I 
ought to be dropped 
straight to the base- 
ment and disposed of 
by a back-door. The 
former being graci- 
ously permitted, I 
looked to the Com- 
missionaire for at 
least a smile. This 
even I did not get. 

“Very well,” I ex- 
postulated, “ I have a 
good mind to go and 
insure my life some- 
where else.’* 

He laughed d e - 
fiantly. I might have 
my good mind, but 
when It came to a 
decision, whether or 
no I should insure 
with his office, 


The young man was no good at 
answering; his idea was to ask ques 
tions only. 

“ What is your age next birthday ? * 
he pursued. 

1 took up a menacing attitude. 
“Unless someone important comes 
and makes a fuss of me within five 
minutes I shall withdraw my favour 
I said. 

“Quite so,” retorted the young man * 
“but have^ you ever suffered from 
measles, chicken-pox, mumps, scarlet 
mver, scMlatina or nervous breakdown ? 
H^’^e either of your parents ever 
suffered from measles, chicken-pox, 
mumps, scarlet fever, scarlatina or 
nerrous breakdown? How many 
Drothers and sisters have you ? What 
are their respective ages ? ” 

I answered him, in spite of his im- 
pertinence, because be was the only 


it was just golf. He was two up and 
three to play when I had my coat off* 
dormy two when I had my waistcoat 
off, and, if only he had halved the 
seventeenth hole instead of losing it 
I doubt if he would ever have made me 
remove my shirt. Even then he turned 
to me quite without sympathy, just 
struck me a blow in the chest, extracted 
a nmety-nine, turned his back on me 
and started another round of golf with 
the sub-manager man. 

« aware, gentlemen,” said I, 

that I am practically financing this 
Insurance Company, and whether or 
not you two get your minimum wage 
dep^ds almost entirely on whether or 
not I pi secured a.s a patron ? ” 

Sliced ? said the sub-manacer. 

^ “Sliced! "said the doctor; and then, 

in an ofEhand manner to me, "Yon 
may put your clothes on again ; I have 
done with you.” 


, it 

was clearly foolish 
for a little thing like 
pit myself 


, me to 

against a Huge Concern like that. 

“ You laugh," said I, "but you will 
not mugh when I have done my worst. 
I wiU pay my first premium of £18. 
and then X will die." 

His face did not blanch. “ We 
Sir," he said facetiously. 

" , thousand 
pounds,” I retorted. 

" was aU he troubled to 

t Well, well, I suppose he is 
I^obably right ; but yet I cannot help 
thinkmg that, when my second £18 is 
due and I hang back, they wiU begin 
to sit up and take notice. 

^ Mr. Qut NickaiiLs in !Z%e Morning 

and crews 

lie Umversity, built on Tinn^ considering 
their pa^ strength, reaUy did admirably.”^ 

What is the paper strength of a crew 
built on tmne ? 
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“Look out where you ’re coming to ! ” 
said a fat old trout to a slim young one, 
who came blundering blindly up-stream. 
“ Have you bought the river, or what ? ” 
The youngster pulled up, and hung 
motionless, like a shadow in the boulder- 
strewn stream. Only his tail quivered 
feebly and when he spoke his voice was 
weak from exhaustion, 

^“No offence,” he gasped ; “ but oh 1 
I\e had such a gruelling — swimming 
against the current for hours. I’m 
fairly cooked, and no wonder.” 

“ What ’s the hurry ? ” 

“What’s the hurry indeed! If I 
hadn’t put my best fin forward I should 
have been floating among the surface 
scum in the mill backwater wrong 
side up. That’s what the rest of the 
crowd ’s doing.” 

“ What crowd ? Pull yourself to- 
gether,” said the old trout benevolently, 
“ and tell me your trouble.” 

“Why, my crowd, of course — Pa, 
Ma, brothers, sisters, and all my friends 
and relations. Pipped off: they did, 
without a word of warning. The 
water *s white with ’em, and they ’re 
pulling them out by the pail, and 
manuring the fields with ’em. Turned 
up and died in thousands. Don’t ask 
me why, for I can’t tell you.” 

“ Tar-tasting, my son,” remarked the 
old trout ; “ that caused their funeral. 
All the fault of the motorists, as per 
usual. Tired of killing flesh and fowl, | 
now they’re having a go at the fish, i 
You’ve saved your life by the skin of | 
your giUs. But you’ve come to the! 
right spot now. This is the Squire’s 
water.” 

“Who ’s the Squire? ” 

“Who’s the Squire? Why, an 
S.P.O.P. man, that^s who he is. He ’s 
so fond of us fish that he won’t have 
the roads tarred in this district, and 
what’s more he’s got the District 
Council to back him up.” 

A tremor of gratitude vibrated the 
young trout’s shape. 

“ Noble man 1 ” he cried. “ How can 
I recompense him for his kindness ? ” 

“ Well, perhaps you will find a way 
when you ’re a bit bigger, some grey 
morning with a dash of rain in it,” said 
the elderly trout with a wink. 

, “ Meanwhile,” continued the young- 
ster, “come with me into the shadow 
of that old stump on the bank yonder 
and teU me some more. But half a 
moment — I rather fancy that fly. You 
won’t mind me having fet grab, will 
you ? I need some nourishment after 
all I Ve been through. See you later.” 

With that the young trout, with 
snapping jaws, leapt like a miniature 
silver sickle above the surface of the 



“’Eue’s a ificE GO, Fjieddie. Sdmedoby' 

stream, returning some five minutes 
later, pained, gasping and almost in- 
articulate. 

“I ’ve had a horrible experience,” he 
ejaculated. “Am I awake, or was it 
all a nightmare? Did you see what 
happened?” 

“ I saw that old stump on the bank, 
as you call our dear Squire, hook you 
with a *red palmer,’ and thi'ow you 
back to grow a bit bigger. He served 
me the same once; but I haven’t given 
him another chance,” 

“Well, I ’ve got a dashed sore mouth, 
that’s all I know,” cried the young 
trout resentfully. “If that’s the Squire, 
give me a motorist.” 

“ Nonsense,” chuckled the old one ; 
“you ought to be blessing your luck 
instead of cursing it. Come along with 
me, young fellow-me-lad, I ’ll show you 
the ropes of this place — or rather the 
lines. Eemember the trout’s motto, 


« BIS AXD COLLABBB OUll COBSER TABLE!” 

’Once bit, twice shy,’ and you’ll live 
as long and grow as fat as your uncle.” 

So saying, with a flick of their tails 
the two shadowy trout faded away up- 
stream, and the S.P.O.F, Squire trudged 
home with nothing bub grass in his 
basket. 

The Revival of Merrie England. 

“Requii-ed innnediately, well-educatedMusical 
Girl al)le to danco to train for salaried post.” 

Add. in Morning Post ” 
Bumming a merry stave we ourselves 
trip to our motor-omnibus daily, with 
the idea of retaining our salaried post. 

“ We xegi'ct that by an inadvertence the re- 
sult of the three days' bazaar at the Cambridge 
Hall in aid of the Soutliport and Birkdale 
District Kui-sing Society last week resulted in 
a total sum of £1535 being raised for tliis 
society.”— Vi»iteir, j 

An awkward mitretemps which a little ! 
tact might have averb^, | 
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PSYCHIATRY. 


Americau sitrgeaii, by rearranging the 
oraia cells of a patieHt, has entirely changed his 
disposition, ana great expectations are being 
enter taiued ot the future of psychiatric surgery.] 

Oh, strange and marvellous the feats 
That modem Surgery completes I 
She tackles "with the utmost ease 
Superduous appendices ; 

Your throat is sore ? Behold vour 
throttle 

Pickling in spirits in a bottle. 

Your tummy aches? It comes out too ; 
And when there 's nothing else to do 
She adds to all your other voids 
By taking out your adenoids. 

: But all the wonders of the past 
Palo into nought beside the last. 

Of old the surgeon was content 
To mould your body to bis bent, 

But now it is his subtler role 
To operate upon the soul. 

Your disposition, once delightful, 
Suddenly turns morose and frightful? 
Your neiTes go wrong, you start and 

xou grunt and grumble, grouse and 
grump? 

Just have your brain cells rearranged 
And all your soul completely changed. 
Call in the surgeon. Something’s 
shifted: 

Come, let us have your frontal lifted— 
A whiff of ether, and you 11 find 
Yourself with a seraphic mind. 

Just mention what you want to bo 
And leave the rest, dear Sir, to me. 

If, Mr. Surgeon, this is true. 

Then great indeed my need of you ; 

I 11 find you patients by the score 
To wait in queues beside vour door. 

No longer need your soul be racked 
With fears about the Insurance Act ; 
You *11 be so busy that your gorge 
Willcaase to rise against Lloyd Geoege. 

First I would have you tr}- your spells 
L pon my Editor’s brain cells ; 

you rearrange his pate 
Until he thinks my verses great, 

Wishes there were at least a score of i 
me, 

And cries for more and more and more i 
of me. ^ 

Pi’toX readers next to you should go j 
To have their brains set comme il fauL ^ 
Cl disposed of, aU the nation ^ 

bhould flock to you for operation, f 

A or should they leave your table till } 
Tiiey re moulded to admire my skill. ^ 

As for myself, I Ve no intention I 
lo try 5 -our marvellous invention. tj 

If you ^ able. Sir, to model f 

The brams in every human noddle ei 

To thmh my work divine, there ’ll be tl 
I «o need to operate on me. a 


“ OIJE HANDBOOK.” horse-’bus will accomplish 

I Mode Pungent than Mustaed, Victoria Station. 

' Cbispeb than Obess. England 

[ [After vaihOC, in The Befcree.] German, and the words of “ Vanoo ” 
This country of ours is full of golf- will be remembered, 
players, keepers of gold-fish and stamp- ================= 

collectors ; the times in which we live ~ 

are degenerate; a mother’s love is ^ PHRASE. 

. evanescent (this will probably provoke Feom far Japan comes a little Guide I 
correspondence) ; and the hedgerow- 07i Hahojie, written in English as well 
nettle stings. The last time I climbed as he can by C. J. Tsuohita, and one of 
Mount Everest I thought of these its phrases is so admirable that it should 
things, for, on the summit of that be put on record for inferior English 
Lofty Dome, there was nothing else to scholars to imitate. Hakone, it should 
mink of. Toequbmada, Confucius, be premised, is a village of thermal 
Boadicba and Daniel Lambert-— springs situate on the top of Hakone 
where are they now ? (I mentioned mountain. The mountain was once a 
Aristotle last week.) The Window volcano, “ but lately its activity became 
repealed on the 24th of July, quite absent.” The natural disposition 
1851, but the Cabinet of misrule in of the villagers of Hakone is “gentle- 
1912 continues on its path of deso- honest,” and “ their mutual friend- 
laiang incompetence. The coral polyp, ship is so harmonious as that of a 
with infinite zeal, has built up island family.” The village is famous for its 
reefs in the South Pacific, to the fresh air; “ during the winter days the 
end that the zealous missionary may coldness robs up all pleasures from our 
have somewhere to land. Darwin hands, but at the summer months they 
forgot this. The campanile of Pisa ar© set free.” ^ 

was completed in 1350 and has been But now for the shining phrase, 
kanmg ever since; but the Crystal Hakone was the scene, thirty-odd years 
Pal^e is ^pty, and the proletariat agCi of a decisive battle which gave ■ 
of Great Britain reject compulsory feudalism its death-blow. The two ' 
military service. Which brings me to contestants were the Lord of Odawara- 
the second paragraph. Han, of the Imperial army, and the 

^0 city in the world can compare Uord of Boshu, who stood for feudalism 
with J^ndon in size or population. For a while the Lord of Boshu con- 
iSenm has its^ statues; Moscow boasts quered, and he drove the enemy to the 
a Rr^lm ; \ eniee abounds in canals, castle of Odawara, where they made 
and Pans has many broad streets themselves secure. He then advanced 
called Boulevards. They resemble upon them, feeling certain of victory, 
limgsway somewhat, but have houses But he had calculated badly, or, in Mr. 
on both sides. London, however, can C.,J. Tsuchiya’s delightful words, “he 
point the finger of pride to her White missed unexpectedly his cogitation ” 
Uty, and one may go the whole way to with the result that the foe rushed out 
It m a taxi-cab without leaving the suddenly and defeated him. 
u^od-paved roadway. Agamemnon Bet us all take example from the 
^ered Iphigbnia as a sacrifice to Bord of Boshu and endeavour, when 
Diana, and Elias Howe, the inventor we have a cogitation, to hit it. 


^ » W.-.W WQiuiAlUAWJj., UVA UlU AU. 

s of the sewmg-maobme, sold his rights ===== 

for £50 ; but it is no worthy spirit of ' 

emulation of these noble examples that CUEING BY THINKING. 

prompts the Coalition Government to [‘‘^'or a Weeding nose The FamHu Doctor 
t oHer the people nmepence for four- recommends just thinking that yon an- mnni,. ,, 
pence. Times are changed, indeed- SP This takes the blood fi-om 

> never was Income-Tax b%/=ii; r to re- to the legs. —Evening New3.l 

cover; food is dearer; music-hall stars a badly cut foot it is a good 

have to shine twice nightly in order to think you are standing on your ' 

live ; and present indications point to J^®®**^* takes the blood from the 
a wet disappointing summer. Yet this 

crapulws Government continues to prickly heat try to imagine for a 
noia omoo— ■“ rvTrra, rv7rr«f," as a well- moment that you are Lloyd George 
known member of the Opposition re- will bring you out into a cold 
marked a few days ago. It behoves sweat. 
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''™ i ' AUlhV , JMX IVOVID TOC .-ALVTE ’ iSlt '' 

zutlc Soy. Same as the soldiees bo ; hqu, my hatb cp to my hat asd wok as iy I mas coiko io ccitsi.’ 


A SWANSEA SONG. 

A Parajyhrasc tuith Variations. 

Fab from the fog of St. Stephen’s, which stifles a freeman’s 
speech, 

On^ more, 0 men of the Monntain, I step into the breach, 

xo nre your nagging courage with my resounding screech. 

The Saxon is always down on the Gelt, and always ready to 
squelch 

The fervid aspirations of the liberty-loving Welsh 

(Perhaps I should make an exception in favour of Harby 
Quelch). 

While Oantuar collars our dollars, and Westminster sjives 
it us hot, ® 

While Tory barons evict our sons each from his father’s plot 

O my dear downtrodden brethren, oui's is a parlous lot 1 ’ j 

Their hands are dripping so freely with sacrilegious fat 

That they cannot grip the polo stick or wield the cricket bat * 

Yet ^ey wish to deny to TafPy what they handed back to 
Patl 

Their veiy sideboards are piled roof-high with sacramental 
loot 

g doubt whether even Mr. Ure its value could compute). 

Yet they grudge the rural toiler the housing fit for a brute. 

1 (It’s true that just for the moment I ’m leagued with the 
Saxon Crewe, 

A belted earl, an owner of mines, and an English church- 
man too ; 

But on Disestablishment he holds a most enlightened view.) 


Ten thousand littleEnglish Tsars ourchains and fettersforge* 
Ten thousand priests compel us our savings to disgorge ; 
And we’ve only one limited monarch and one unlimited 
5 George. 

My friends, I have given you counsel, as one of your kin 
’ and kith ; 

But, if I ’m unable to stir you to show your prowess and pith. 
^ Xhe only other man in the worl d to do it is— Senator Smith. 

The Privileged Class. 

Ol^c^ard^^^ and Eegulations of Brompton 

“6. No person shall fight, quarrel, use . . . improper laneua^c, or 
i call or shout m the paths or do anything likely to interfere with the 
services in the chui’cli. o j witxi cue 

from a 

catapult, or diseharge any firearm or lirework. 

14. Nothing in tliese iniles and regulations shall limit or affect 
any ot the lights and piinleges of the Vicar and Churchwaidens for 
the time being of the Church of Holy Trinity, Brompton.” 

Mr. Lloyd George will perhaps please note. 

“ ‘Yuan-Shi-Kai has cut off his pig-tail, thus diseai-ding the sei'vice of 
.Munclm servitude which he politely wore while he was aiTangincr for 
abdication cf the dynasty. Is this the most momentous sen^rial 
oiiemtion since Delilah shore the looks of Samson ? ^^^Zahore tTSTm 
Probably, 

Facing the Future. 

From a sermon by the Bisliop-deet of Teceo to his con- 
Soly ^ ^ir^ningham 

tliemsclves, f<,r tJiej wonld «)on hare a new 
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A NEW DRAMATIST. 

Sib ALGEBNO^" 5’aelbt, the popular 
actor-manager, in company of the 
famous playwright, Mr. Bellamy Par- 
tington, had gone on his annual vaca- 
.tion to take the fashionable waters of 
Piimpenstein. Sir Algernon loathed 
.publicity, and had over and over again 
pointed out to interviewers that lack 
iof privacy was the bane of an actor's 
calling. In accordance therefore with 
his known wishes, his press-agent had 
i caused to be circulated in every news- 
paper in the United Kingdom the 
statement that Sir Algernon had gone 
abroad and tliat no letters would be 
■ forwarded to him ; and it was clearly 
by inadvertence that the actual address 
of his retreat was inserted. The secret, 

: however, could not in any ease have 
been long suppressed ; it must at an 
early date have found its way into the 
columns of Court 'and Society news, so 
fierce is the light that beats upon the 
movements of genius. 

Sir Algernon and Mr. Partington 
were sitting over their coffee and 
liqueurs in the lounge of the Hdtel 
Carlton et des Strangers Distingu6s 
when a telegram was handed to the 
former. The knight glanced at it, 
muttered^ a stage-oath, and tossed it to 

ui* in turn gave suit- 

able dramatic expression to his surprise 
and chagrin, ^ 

The telegram was from Mr. Deben- 
ham Colurtois, Sir Algernon's business- 
manager and confidential adviser, who 
chd everything for him except the play- 
ing of his r6les ; and there were those, 
himself included, who thought that he 
might have compassed even this fkt 
m an emergency. 

It stated that the revival which had 
; Iwn uoanted as a stop-gap pendinfi 
the rentrfie of the actor-manager was 
Itself moribund, and that tlie theatre 
would have to be closed unless Sir 
Algenion saw his way to the produc- 
I :}®“ , ? successor at an earlier date 
than had been intended. 

Confident of the running powers of 
the revival, Sir Algoi-non, in the hurrj- 
of departure, had not discussed with 
nis business -manager the question of 

. 1 .?® « "Was the work 

of ^.Pai-tington,ana entitled A Fated 
But m the leisure snatched from 
those social engagements which are 
amoi^ the penalties of greatness he 

■ i his holiday, akeadv begun 

I studying his part with the author, and 
I suggKting many personal touches by 

■ which his own part might be made 
more prommently effective before its 

I ultimate ** creation.*' 

I “It looks ’’ said kr. Partington, «as 
rf you would have to cut short your 


time here and return at once to start 
rehearsals.” 

“ That,” said Sir Algernon, “ is un- 
thinkable. I owe it to the public not 
to curtail my rest-cure ; ” and he knitted 
his brows in profound thought. 

At last, “I have it,” he said. “I 
have left behind me a duplicate manu- 
script of your play. I will wire to 
Oourtois to cast the parts and do all 
the preliminary work in advance of my 
return. Invaluable man, Oourtois.” 

Then Sir Algernon summoned a 
cIkxsbqut and despatched the following 
telegram: -Put A Fated- Life in re- 
hearsal at once. Leave everything to 
you. WiUreturn in a fortnight in time 
to take up my part.'* 

“ That s settled,” he said, “ and "we 
can stay out our full time here.” 

■>? -JJ ^s. 

A fortnight later the two strolled 
unobtrusively into the theatre during 
the progress of rehearsal. They sat 
down and listened ; then they looked 
at one another. 

“Bo you recoguise this?” said the 
actor-manager. 

“ Not a syllable of it,” said the play- 
wright. ^ 

What in the name of is all 

this, Com’fcois?” cried Sir Algernon 
withhis customary restraint of manner. 

“ The play you wired to me to put 
OT, replied Oourtois. “Took tlwee 
hours to find it in all that stack of 
dusty manuscripts." 

“And what in thunder do you call 
it? " said Sir Algernon. 

“The same as you called it," replied 
the indignant manager; “A Fated 
T1 ife." 

Ihe exchange of amenities which 
followed is not for reproduction. Ulti- 
mately the telegram was produced, and 
i.here---due, no doubt to the innate 
stupidity of an exotic operator — were 
these identical words. It had so 
chanced that, among the mass of 
unread manuscripts with which Sir 
Alga-non’s repositories were staffed 
there lay perdu a play of this very 
name by an unknown author, Mr. 
Aernon^ aughan, and the indefatigable 
Oourtois had dug it out. 

What course was to be adopted at 
sudi a crisis in the affairs of the 
metropohs? To drop the play and 
start i-ehearsing Mr. Partington’s would 
m^n the indefinite postponement of 
a first night already announced to an 
^I^tant world ; it would mean a blow 
to Sir Algernon’s reputation for keen- 
ing faith irith the public. ^ 

Happily, young Vaughan’s play 
seemed passable (though you could 
never tell); anyhow, its most patent 
faulte of inexperience could be re-i 
medied. Mr. Partington, secure in his 1 
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tenure of fame, could afford to be 
generous, and so waived his right of 
priority. To do him justice he did 
not foresee that the success of the un- 
[ known writer’s play would keep his 
own in suspension for the best part of 
a twelve-month 

^ fj- iJJ. 

“Mr. Chairman, my lord duke, my 
lords, ladies and gentlemen,” said Sir 
Algernon, rising to respond to the 
^ast of his health at a banquet of the 
Onpushers, six months after the events 
narrated above, “ I must disclaim any 
^ceptional merit, such as your 
President would impute to me, for the 
discovery of our new dramatic genius. 
I am sure that my brother-managers 
equally with myself, leave no stone 
unturned in the process of prospecting 
for hidden talent. We read faithfully 
every manuscript submitted^ to us; 

i ^ always said, ‘Let 

the Unacted take heart. Let them 
continue to send in their works to the 
actor-managers of our great theatres, 
assured that they will be carefully read 
and conscientiously considered.' We 
are always keenly on the look-out for | 
new Pineros, for budding Barries, for 
incipient Satros— (applause)— and the ' 
days are gone by — if they ever occurred j 
— when manuscripts were suffered to 
A managerial cupboards. 

And, if any play, by however obscure 
a wnter, possesses but a fraction of the 
merit of that of my young friend Mr. 
Vernon Vaughan, its author may have 
absolute confidence that no manager 
will be so careless of his duty to the 
public, so insensible of his own needs, 
as to ignore or overlook the promise 
that lurks within it.” (Loud and pro- 
longed cheers.) ^ 

■^at to do with our Brooks. 

When, after much service, a brook becomes 
shorter on one side than the other, and the ends 
ot the straws as shaip as needles, dip it in hot 

If the ema-gency ever arises we shall 
remember. 

Mammoth flags oianed their necks over 
"■•'ij® smaller emblems sought 

Fettering Svenin-g Telegraph. 
Callous Kettering, that could laugh 
so heartlessly when the smaller em-, 
blcms wero in such dangor. 


remamed undefeated up to the 
close’ and took out his hat for the top score of 

i' I*®®®“iedabitsurpris. 
in that Gr^o^f should have put him in first in 
the second innings for he was obviously tired." 

I>ailp Mirror, 

btaU more surprising that Mitohbel 
^dn t put on Babdsibt and Cabkebk 
to bowl for the South Africans. 
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{j:mmng from EtigJand to **Can toit speak their likgo?” 

Professor: **YeS, it's HOT VERY UNLIKE ENGLISH. YOTT KWAw Tm!! TUxrvcr *r.y»n 
ikvapbi, EKOI^." .<xh® 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Mr, Bunch's Staff of Learned Clerics,) 
(Constable) is one of those books that you begin by 
liking much, and admiring slightly, and end by admirin^^ 
^onnously — and hating. At least that has been my cas& 
During the earlier chapters of Mr. Maarten Maaetens’ new 
story, I told myself that I must really start for Holland 
next week, if only on the off-chance of encountering such 
delightful persons as the MelissantSf and so charming a 
circle as that in which Eve grew up. Now, when I have 
finished the story, the thought of Holland gives me just the 
same shivery distaste as would any place where something 
very sad and terrible had happened to friends whom I knew 
intimately, and loved. I certainly loved the Melissants, 
father and mother-~called “ the children ” by their offspring, 
who adored them with a kind of careless patronage — and all 
the pleasure-loving, pagan household at Sa7is-Souci. It 
was from here that Eve went, at nineteen, to many Butger 
Eno;pjpe, who was nearing forty, and to share the so-different 
home that he had inherited. You see the whole looming 
tragedy afar. It is no new thing — one of the oldest stories in 
the w^orld— but somehow Mr. Maartens has told it with fresh 
poi^ancy. It is all quite horribly real ; beginning with 
the inevitable clash of temperaments, and ending — as j'ou 
shaU read for yourself, hardly, I think, unmoved. Altogether, 
a strikingly clever novel; certainly not a pleasant one. Of 
its crowd of characters, some of them rather shadowy and 
indistinct, none stands out more compellingly in retrospect 
than the police-dog Sherloch, a figure new to fiction, almost 
humanly sinister, the detective incarnate. No. I shall not 
go to Holland. 

The fiction-reading public likes its literature in solid 


slabs, the bulkier the better ; and I do not predict a “ best 
wUmg ’ raooess for the stories and sketches of the late 
AicHABD MiDDLBxosf whlch have been published bv Fisheb 
Uuwnf mder the title. The Ohost Shija, with an excellent 
preface by Ifc. Arthte Machesn, It is not a book that 
j will be borrowed by the many, but it will be bought aud 
preserved by the few. “Eichard Middleton,” says Mr. 
MACEffiK, "knew that there was a puzzle; in other words, 
that the universe is a mystery ; and this consciousness of 
ms is the source of the charm of The Ghost Ship:* That, I 

^ satisfactory criticism 
of these sketches. Superficially, they are slight ; but at 
the back of them there is something vast, which it is 
impossible to put into words. The first of the collection, 
for instance, might be classed as just an admirable bur- 
lesque, but for the something which gives it dignity and 
spaciousness. Gaptain Bartholoineiv Boberts, who comes in 
his private ghost-ship to peaceful Fairfield and saps the 
moi^Is of the respectable ghosts which inhabit the place, 
so that in the end they all sail away with him, singing and 
fiddling on the deck, on soma scoundrelly buccaneering 
expedition, is one of the great spectres of fiction. Of the 
other sketches I liked best those that did not deal with 
the supernatural. Many authors would have taken three 
hundred pages to reveal as much of the soul of an abnormal 
miild as Mr. Middleton gives us in twenty. The New 
Boy'* is a masterpiece. 

I have read the “ adventures of detectives professional 
and amateur, of thieves male and female, of doctors, finan- 
ciers, and even of the precocious flapper, but The AdHntures 
^ Miss Gt*egory (Dent) were something new to me. An 
^glish spinster, severely coiffed, stalwart, sister of a 
General, ** always the lady,” and upwards of fifty years of 
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age, is the last person you T 70 uld expect to find Laving 
experiences and getting mixed up in other people’s crises 
on tho East African coast or in the Bussian interior. I 
do not suggest that this class, as it exists, is dull or lacks 
initiative; indeed, no man, -who numbers among his 
acquaintance one of these sweet and competent old bodies, 
would dispute the fitness of things which provided so 
many curious and dangerous situations for Miss Gregory 
to deal with, or would accuse Mr. Perceval Gibbon of 
exaggeration in endowing her with the energy to seize her 
sporting opportunities and the ability and resource to 
achieve so many successful issues. No; what I mean is 
that, w’hen a card-sharper’s suicide, a royal elopement or 
a conflict with a slave-dealer is afoot, this is not the sort of 
dea cx machind that one looks for in a novel. I congratu- 
late Mr. Gibbon on having struck a new line of adventurer. 
To maiden ladies of lineage and mature years we can, with- 
out grudge or incredulity, allow that unerring judgment 
and infallible power which are necessary to heroes and 
heroines of such a series of incidents ; but we know that 
they have one fault, that they lack something, as the author 
in this ease most in- 
geniously and subtly 
hints in the last sentence 
of his last chapter. For 
myself, I never want to 
read a more finished, 
studied, yet deliciously 
exciting set of adven- 
tures. 


aseamed oir tott! Osi-t romi-Ajro-sis: 
OMSTUSE EeMBRANDT I It ’s AS ISSBIT to ons MTCwnuT or A 
BEAT ARTIST 1 Vht, TVS SOLD OSE IASI TTBEK roB TmOTT-mB sniLLISGS 1 ” 


Mjr chief difaonlty in 
criticising The Chief Con- 
stable (Chap MAN and 
Hall) is, though I’m 
sorry to have to confess 
it, that I found it almost 
impossible to get up any 
real interest in the char- 
acters. I didn’t at all 
mind the fact that Mr, 

Vincent Brown had 

made them, practically 

every one, as dis^eeable as could be; indeed, I rather 
^mired km for this When, in the early chapters, I tos 
introduced to the -widowed Mts, Lumle^ and found her and 
her two despicable sons living on the bounty of old Mr 
Broxwort^ an ag^ invalid who bad taken a sick man’s 
fancy to Beatrice Lurnhy, the daughter, I thought them at 
least human, when Lewis Lumley. the chief and 
most nnplMsant brother, upbraided Beatrice for not having 
^^ed her old mtron to marry her, and thus ensm-f 

I gave him what credit was 
immediately afterwards, olH Broxxcorth 
at Hyfo-es, and Lewis not only 
^ marriage has taken place, but actually 
Ml® his sisto (surely the poorest-spirited heroine on 
contracting him, my sympathy with the 
never wholly rallied, 
what happened was that, though the tala was 
W oc^y for a while demand for proof on tht S 

MtinTS more 

than the Lumkys — simply crumpled it un 

howevw, didn't seem to mind much; and, haviM 
now haPDllv ffah -nVI Af a. -a -V / 


u M » r:: " woui ou xuuia muen: and. Jiavinff 

decided to mairy the 

n 5 ^“dly justified 


Tho Hadiuyii Ter-rors describes in chief 

(A. Doreington writes it) a radium thief 

A smart Jap doctor who, I should say, 

Is a masterpiece in the swindling way. 

He builds a Home where folk may come 
To be cured with his stolen radium, 

And fills it with patients of wealth and name 
Whom be himself has contrived to maim. 

The scheme is scotched in the end, of course, 

By one of a private detective force — 

The youngest recruit-— who plays his part 
In spite of an ultra-tender heart. 

The tale, thus potted, seems absolute trash, 

But it isn’t so dusty for two bob (Nash), 

Whatever Mr. Bobert Herrick in the future cares to 
mute I propose to read, for he is a novelist on a big scale. 
I he Healer (Macmillan) is a long book and contains much 
American spelling, but its psychology is sound and its 
story captivating. The hero (and healer) is a doctor who 
has gone into the wilds and established a reputation for 

almost magical skill. 
Into this neighbourhood 
a fashionable American 
family comes for a holi- 
day, and when the 
daughter meets with an 
accident her life is saved 
by this ** uncouth back- 
woodsman/' Healed and 
healer fall in love, and 
he builds a home for her 
in , his^ beloved .wilds. 
There is a haunting 
beauty in the description 
of the early months of 
their married life, but 
antagonism between 
these different natures 
soon begins. Under her 
influence the little hos- 
pitaldesignedf or the poor 
, , ^ . .^7-- develops into a fashion- 

able sanatorium.^ He is discovered by plutocrats and 
professional invalids, who succeed in making him at once 
nch and wi’etched. Civilisation irks him, and he loses 
both what is personal in his healing power and 'aU 

1 fault to be found in the 

handlmg of this remarkable story is that the author 
shows too little sympathy with the wife, for it must be 
confessed that her husband was easier to love than to live 
With. The book, however, is one to read, for although 
Mr. Herrick speaks at times with excee^ng frankness 
he^ cannot be accused of salacity. He has very definite 
opinions and an attractive way of expressing them. 

Thoughts Better Buesipressed.^ 

” in The Manchester Evening Chronicle : 

yho is not often heard in the role of a 
^ditions -were more suitable to Bbiunrig red 
r^^rd over ClieAiie s piuns than outwitting the ruddy lasoal whose 



We Iiope he didn’t say so. 


rVom a Irenoh paper : — 

®to<!k-Exohange. tons les boursiots out entonne le God Shave the 

1 StiS misrepresentation of onr 
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CHARIVARIA. 

The conclusions arrived at bv our 
Mediterranean Conference are, “it is 
said, to be kept a close secret — and, if 
we send any Dreadnoughts to that sea, 
they will, in order to avoid the arousing 
of susceptibilities, travel incog. 

The Kill that Kly ’* campaign in 
this country is now said to be causing 
grave alarm among the enemy, and 
cautious files are going about only in 
couples. ,j, 

-Is'*' 

The .importance of stemming the 
rush into the towns by making country 
life less dull is gradually being appre- 
ciated. At Dadiington, 
in Leicestershire, an in- 
quest was held on the 
village green the other 
day. ^ . 

At the annual meeting 
of the Ehyl Council a cer- 
tain rule for the restric- 
tion of bathing was 
discussed, and it is 
rumoured that one 
gentleman referred to the 
ofiending regulation as a 
“by-law and a reproach." 

*5*.j,* 

A report has been 
drawn up in favour of 
introducing electric light 
into the House of Com- 
mons in the place of gas. 

This is clearly part of 
wide scheme for re- 
ducing the length of 
speeches. 


A kind-hearted lady is . 
making an appeal to the • 


unruly daughter. It is doubtful, how- 
ever, whether this would keep out one 
who is an adept in removing locks. 

In the window oF a famous optician, 
!not one hundred yards from High 
Holborn, may be seen a small telescope 
; which is described as “ focussing at 
.'one yard — ^useful for Naturalists and 
; Etymologists.” This gives one a good 
idea of the difficulties presented by our 
, English language. 

j •!' '"a 

After fifteen years’ absence a sea- ! 
serpent, twenty feet long, has re-| 
appeared in Lake Minnetonka. The! 
• creature is supposed to have been! 
I sulking all this time at the bottom of* 


come that evening."^ The appeal has 
received the enthusiastic support of 
burglars all over the metropolis. 



PAGE TO FACE 'WITH MATURE. 
Effect of a too FBoioi^Gfin sttot of the cucacoo’s sote 

OF A MODERATELY STRONG CONSTITUTION, 


oharitable for motor-bicycles for cab- 
runners. It seems that many of these 
now have a difficulty in keeping up 
with taxi-cabs. ^ ^ 

The genius of the late Mr, Wilbub 
Wbight would appear to have been 
hereditary. His father was a sky-pilot. 

American scientists are puzzled over 
an eight-legged fish that barks like a 
dog and eats ravenously. It was, we 
are told, recently caught in a net off 
the Lower Californian coast. But is it 
a fish 7 May it not really be an eight- 
legged dog that swims like a fish 7 
*** 

At Acton Police Court last week, a 
lady produced a handful of hair alleged 
to have been removed from her head 
by her sister. The magistrate sug- 
gested that their mother should lock 
the door of the home against the! 


the lake because the comic papers 
chaffed it when it last showed itself. 
*** 

The Enfield Education Committee 
has granted an application from the 
local Territorials to use school play- 
grounds for the purposes of drill. We 
know now where the Battle of Dorking 
will have been won. 

A man, The Express tells us, while 
shaking Mr. Rooseveiit’s hand in a 
New York crowd, had his pocket picked 
of £3, Mr. Taft, no doubt, is now 
advising people to insist on the Colonel 
showing both his hands. 

The Servants’ Tax Beslsters’ Defence 
Association (phew I) is holding a meet- 
ing on the 27 th inst.at the Albert Hall, 
and appeals to all householders “not 
only to come themselves, but to arrange 
that their servants shaH be free to 


A HINT TO AYIATORS. 

My BEAR Mr. Punch, — I want to 
make a little suggestion, which I feel 
sure would popularize cross-country 
fiying. It occurred to me last Saturday 
during the Aerial Derby, when I and 
my two young daughters needlessly 
sustained some severe nervous shocks 
from being unable to distinguish 
between a vol plafie and a fall. My 
s^^££fistion is that, if the aviator would 
make a point of waving a green flag for 
a vol plane, and a red one for a fall, we 
should know when to 
watch a sublime spec- 
tacle with wonder and 
admiration, and when to 
look the other way. In 
case of the latter un- 
1 fortunate contingency, 

I may I also hint that, if 
' a megaphone as well as 
a red flag could be in- 
j eluded in the aerial out- 
j fit, the aviator could then 
j protect the physical as 
; well as the mental sus- 
ceptibilities of the spec- 
tators, by advising them 
not only that he is falling 
but also where the fall is 
likely to take place, 

I feel confident that the 
dear aviators will not be 
offended by this little 
1 suggestion, because I 
j understand, from people 
: who have met them so- 
cially, that they are quite 
‘ charming men in their 

ordinary clothes.” 

Yours very sincerely, “ Mother." 


UPON A PERSON 


The Pertinacity of Larks. 

“ As ye pause by the roadside a small brown 
bird spiings out of the gi-ass at our feet. It is 
a sky-lark. Stooping down, wc see a little nest 
■with three u arm eggs iu it. The sight inspiiits 
lark sat ou the same eggs tlime 


us. The smne 

thousand years ago, and the same 


be 


sitting on the same eggs three thousand yeais 
hence.” — Jl/r. i/i TJie Dailu 

In a recent issue of Pxinch the remark 
that “ while adults should rise from the 
table hungry, children should reach a 
sense of repletion before rising” was 
wrongly attributed to the Headmaster of 
-Mr. Pu7ich has great pleasure 
in expressing his regret to Dr. David 
for having credited him with an ob- 
servation which threatened, if that 
were possible, to extend his wide 
popularity among his boys. 
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AT THE HUNDRED YEARS AGO” BALL. 

a paragraph in !Z7ic Daily OhmucU of the same 

JoYFUXi tho shock — I even sajd, “ I *m jiggered ! " 

Wheiij in a. gown of five-score years ago, 

I saw her sitting out, her face transGgured 
By supper’s after-glow. 

Some two or three and twenty Springs had vanished 
(Owing to Time’s inevitable flight) 

Since her confounded father went and banished 
Me from my soul’s delight. 

Her beauty, which reminded me of Venus, 

“y captive frame in fee 
Till, as I said, her parent came between us. 

Shouting, “ It shall not be ! ” 

There was no help for it : wo had to sever ; 

I promised, in an ecstasy of pain 
That split lay best infinitive, “ to never 
Darken her path again.” 

Save for her sense of filial duty (this is 
In miny a lover's cup the acid drop) 

I felt I might have changed her name to Mrs. 
Carruthers Blenkinaop. 


confession, 


No ring, tis true, had passed, no signed coi 
m, fV, love’s Clam-oyant art, 

That 11^ made a J)retty strong impression 
•l^n the young thing’s heart. 

^®PPy chance arranged this meeting, 
through and 

I wore a ^nguU ^fle and gave her greeting;— 

Vr ell, Maud, and how are you ? " 

It must have Iron the tone iu-which I uttered 
What in Itself was not a Subtle phrase ; 

Anyhow, something stirred the soul that fluttered 
in her long, questioning gaze. 

*’'?*'***■ two others ; 

Three times m all her l^som hove and fell : 
i’lnally she remarked, - My dear Carruthers 
I hope I see you well?” 

fl’iesti^s end what poignant answers 
***“ fe“J>it-play, 

Had not the b^d struck up The Brahsmek Lancem 
I m not prepared to say. 

B^, m that whirl of Wellingtonian fashion, 
hough I mislaid her, I was not downcast. 

But hup^ the proof of Maud’s undying passion 
B^urgwt from the past. 


- 


Chronicle • 

ThS ha Office Window scans the sky; 

That n^ht I read him, and the sudden monocle^ 

Fell from my bulging eye. 

follows 

Shoifl^memory fail, draw three deep breaths,” it 

“ Thrice o^r i’nflate the pulmonary hoUows. 

And this should clear your head !” OS 


THE PROVERB. 

j Wb prtook,, wisely and well, of the dinner that Mrs. 
Shaw, in- collaboration with her cook, had invented for us 
and, fore-gathering in her drawing-room, looked to the 
former to provide us with entertainment. 

« One of us ” she announced, rising to the occasion 
“ goes out of the room, and the others think of a proverb.” 

“ As lar as going out of the room is concerned,” said I 
“I am one of the otheng.” 

“ And as far as thinking of a proverb is concerned,” said 
Henrj'- had to go out of the room 

and I started thinking. 

To those who from poverty of circumstance or over- 
work have not had the opportunity of doing much pro- 
verbing, I should perhaps explain the theoi'v of the 
sport. 

You thiiA of a proverb, but you do not, as in other 
games, double it. Instead, you distribute the proverb 
word by word, among such of you as remain in the room' 
ana then arrange yourselves in a semi-circle, leaving an 
empty chair m the middle. TThus, in our ihstanoe, Henry’s 
sister was to take the first word, Mrs. Shaw the second, 
the \icar the third. Miss Smithson the fourth, I the fifth, 
and, to cut the matter short, so on. . It was for Henry to 
Mk each of ns a question, for each of us in our answer 
to introduce our particular wwd, and for Henry then to 

“Por the more astute.” explained Mrs. Shaw, in the 

f ® with no 

significant word m it, such as Where there’s a will there’s 
Ot way, 

« Give me the a,” said I, « and I guarantee to introduce 
Si^e?" as to baffle the keenest 

“For the less competent and more bashful it is onlv 
lair to choose a proverb with a conspicuous word in it.” 

•‘Never troiihU trottble till trouble troubles you is about 
Hepr’s mark,' said his sister; but we tLught of a 
[ better one than that. ® 

Tf ®'’*®^’ Henry came in. (He was 

he has since told me, glad to do .so. The haU was 
draughty, and the only other people about it were servants 
clearing away. They regarded him as if he were pS 
a game by himselt. and he did not feel at aU proud about it.) 

Ask us all questicftis, starting with me,” said Henry’s 

“ Why ? ” said Henry. 

„ 'rt° ®^® 8' question.” Sisters 

•• ?” sS S?.® *^®“- 

His sistor gave in and searched for an answer which 
should contam her allotted word. “The best wopTe do 
as^ey are told, without asking why.” ^ ^ 

Henry not maintain his brilliant start. He stared 
gloomily at Mrs Shaw, and Mrs. Shaw sta^ TucJSSt 
mgly back. » Upon my word,” he declaredat laT^^ffc 

“ question! faSt?” 

“■Wk^ upon the Vicar and put his next question 
What IS the proverb?” he asked, simply. Thl wS 
idea was very good : “ As I Uve I don’t rightly know ’’ X.t 








mvWwi 







mBWhA. 


FASHION 

The General. “Wheeb the dooce have all my hats cot to?" 


“P^ple who live . . .” he murmured, looking at Miss 
Smithson. “ How am I getting on ? ” 

She tried to deceive him. 

« Not so badly for a beginner. Well begun is half done, 
but there s many a slip ’twixt the cup and the lip, and it 
IS a long lane that has no turning,” Henry, however, was 
not to be put off by all these counter-attractions, and stuck 
to the tn in beginner. 

“ What are glasses made of?” he asked me. 

“ good trying to put hiin off a 

w«^ like mine. Better give it him and have done with it. 

Henry was now quite confident of having got the laugh 
over us. “ What ’s your word ? " he asked the next man! 

“Houses,” said he, being rather more of an Auotion- 
Bndgitethan a Proverber. 

"People who live in glass hotises . . .” said Henry to Mr. 
Shaw. “ Need I go on with these questions ? ” 

“ If I were you I shouldn’t,” said Mr. Shaw. “ Minn ig 
the last word of the proverb and I have spoken it." 

Henry was inclined to argue about it. “No,” wo told 
him, quite finnly and definitely, “ our proverb has nothing 
I about throwing stones in it.” ° 

■jp ^ -it * * 

We played other games after that, but Henry’s attention 
was always elsewhere. At parting he went on his knees 
to us and begged to be told what our proverb was, 
promising not to argue any more. 

“I could have sworn.” he said, “that it was People who 
hve %n glass hotises shouldn't ...” , „ 

“So it was,” we interrupted in chorus; “and a very 
sound proverb too.” 


NOTE. 

The general^s daughters furkish the E.xw.ANATioy. 


RHYME— AND REASON. 

In summer evenings, when the light grows dim 
Upon the verge of darkness. Algernon 

Shakspeare Souvigny— I am he (or him)— 

Dreams of a damsel fair to look upon, 

Healthy and wealthy (vastly so) and wise, 

And preferably with the prefix Hon, 

In dreams he marks the raptoe in her eyes 
When fii-st she sees him ; love is in that glance. 

Those parted lips, that smile of glad surprise. 

Love, too, inspires her tentative advance 
{He always was pathetically shy) ; 

And later, when the flower of their Romance 

Has come to fruit, in dreams he sees them fly 
By motor (hers) ; beholds them safely wed, 

Her fortune still intact, and he thereby 

Rescued from soulless toil, and filled instead 
With jme de vivre and other cheerful things. 

Such dreams his brain engenders, when the red 

Of sunset dies, and Night^s wide sable wings 
Cover the earth . . , Finis ! The Bndt The Close I 

For nothing happens ; and his visionings 

Fade ^e the fleeting perfume of the rose. . • . 
{Pnmte : Dear Punch, I wish you *d publish this ; 

It might have some effect ; one never knows.) 
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THE ROSE GARDEN. " My pi^-faced boy," she murmured. For one moment the Archbishop was 

{After the Author of The Bosanj^) •;! ^ overcome by the scent of the 

/ ^ Anotner moment and she laid the roses in which the church was ankle- 

1 j Tj 13 j. 00 wn and was speeding toward deep, but he recovered himself Whpn 

The butter pla^d the solid gold t^ the great Elizabethan mansion which Jane, on the Duke’s arm floated sraoe’ 
SSS^Sd ^ been hex- home from childhood, fully down the aisle the eyS of £ 

1 1 pattered over the pink-faced boy met her and kissed her 

Jane glMced at the Boy as he lounged costly mosaic pavement of the hall. A across the church With n ? 

■•Su^ow” 1 . ^“gbts, who. to prevent inconvLiTnt 

The Boy stretched out his hand the m^ninfd£^’“° ® “o^dingji^ been kept in the church- 

“I IfTiAw/* cliA^ v?his- -L'uchess stared at the message she was radiantly happy. ' 

pered. “ Boy, I am forty- ^ ~ ~ . “ We 've got her off all 

nine.” ^ ^ c said the butler 

“Girl, dear girl, I am ^ patronisingly to Viscount 

twenty - one, but I love ^ Plumpley, a poor relation 

you” pfthefamUy. “And now 

“Little pink-faced boy, a oToly can keep her 

I am here to chaperon ^ k from singing at the wed- 

my niece. She is vour q t ^ !? sj|, dmg-breakfast all will be 

age, she is beautiful, she weU.” 

has a hundred thousand 1 M ""iTIl f ^ — 

ayear. Marry her, pink- :r^iS^JyrJ i/j\' I I !► M 1 llll Militarism in Maryle- 

facedboy.” •' '‘r ^ ' I I'l l>one. 

“What is money? Jane, * 1 1 ^ 'JL IK ^ il Ml “Those in civilian dress must 

share mv poverty with ^ “ “iT weal- medals outside the coat. 

me I have V» 111 - fiffxr ^ ... . ^ No sticks or umbrellas may be 

^ A ML 'MStt womby those entitled to wcai- 

thousand a year. It may t}ietn,^*^Megiue7m Orders of 

w a generation before ^^a'njlebone BaMalimi. 

I succeed to the peerage. 1 xrTrnTr^r^T^,.,^ . ' . . . ® JfationalBc$erves.-~--‘^n^estLo}i- 

Ihidenothiugfr^YOU. „ A MUCH-ITEEDED BEVIVAL. donOazettc." 

Sweetest girl— a fiep eiper to pecoy the skaim vrom a. Garpeh Oity. | Although entitled to wear 

■■-?r"-A‘WrA 

A. , A . , , 'T “ Odin Deep Lane on Monday 

''™“®bed "Gracious goodness!" exclaimed the but only sliglitly injured, 

through the pergola a blackbird fluted Duchess. exclaimed the oiihbiko a Snus.-AWo<i Green lady ivas 

from behmd the sweet-briar hedge. m. “Eecently Mr. S was removed to the 

„ “ Uttle pink-faced bov" she niid 5n Hospital and on operation 

the 7 k 1 . A ® being urgent this was undertaken successfully 

1 Jane carolled in the rose-garden till wfnt^Tf^ ^ alphabet, “if you &om whrace ho proceeded to make satis&o^ 
the Dnchesa wThn woo to™.-® Want me I am yours. ’ progress towards iBOovery nntU Sunday which 

: ^ W ’will; ™ 5 1 

jjauy Mail (prmfeea on white satin) He leant to his u Gloucestei-shire, 1852-8 (net^uer- 

He pro- to him. ^ ad clasped her sorality £16,769) ffl...ffi...S.. £16,889.” 

sentea it pointedly to Jane. She sank mi . ^mmigham Daily Bost. 

on to a mossy bank and with eager It was a simnle wGdfli^<r^*n ® s'lpposed to have 

fingers opened the paper. village church ^ ® been interpolated by a devout Noncon- 

— J formist admirer of Mr. Llovd Geobqb. 


THE ROSE GARDEN. 

{After the Author of “ The Bosary,^') 




rpvaza A ^ 3 TTi° — “ j*—- «-aaax^„*vax DUO DiuK-iacea ooy, and 

The Duchess stared at the message she was radiantly happy. 

~ ~~l ^ “ We 've got her off all 


mMmi 
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sit m^>i4&?^afc§usa 


A MUCH-NEEDED REVIVAL. 

A Pied Piper to decoy the snails from a Garden Onr. 


nr me i am yours.” progi-ess towai-ds i-coovery imtU Sunday which 

* Jane,” he signed, “ darling girl alto^ther unexpected came somewhat 

bm poor; I am aflaicted. I cannot — CfralMmstoicoi Journa l. 

apt yoy SMrifice." “ m Eey. Bichatd Wffliam Geldart. 

Hmfc-faced boy, her quick fingers Hewfleld, aifton, BrUtol, 

'ke, “ I too am deaf and dumb ’’ cniate of Elmore and Longney, 

fo ta.pt to hi. fe«„»a s:ss^„'s.!r .JT aw 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^inmigham Daily Bost. 

b was asimnle wedding', n supposed to have 


right, said the butler 
patronisingly to Viscount 
Plumpley, a poor relation 
of the family. “ And now 
if only we can keep her 
from singing at the wed- 
ding-breakfast all will be 
weU.” I 


MHitarism in Haryle- 
boue. 

“ Those in civilian dress must 
weai- medals outside the coat. 
No sticks or umbrellas may be 
worn by those entitled to wcai- 
them.” — jRegw/ie7i^n? Orders of 
t/ie St, Ma'njlebone Baitalmi, 
National Bcserves . — ' ‘ TBest Lon- 
don Gazette,'* 

Although entitled to wear 
both sticks and umbrellas, 




“TUBE” EXIT FOR UNSUCCESSFUL BATSMEN. 

(boh led Eoa a blob) DisAPPEAEijra xheoboh star trap (B), operated at lever (C), Dr syjiPATHEric 


CANDIDATES FOB 
THE CAENEGIE HEEO FUND. 

The papers recently contained an 
account of the distressing accident 
which befell the Duke of Orleans 
while playing golf on the Evesham 
Club links. “He was taking a big 
spring,’^ so we read in The Pall Mall 
Gazette y “ and slipped, falling heavily 
on his right hand. Yet, in spite of 
having sustained a fracture of the 
metacarpal bone and wrenched the 
muscles of his forearm, he was playing 
golf at Cleeve Hill next day, using his 
left hand only.” 

It is a great satisfaction to us in 
these democratic days to know that the i 
fortitude displayed by the Duke is not 
an isolated example of heroism in 
excelsiSy but, as the following para- 
graphs show,^ can be paralleled by a 
number of similarly exhilarating in- 
stances. 

Thus Lord Gosslyn, while recently 
engaged in throwing stones at an 
empty ginger-beer bottle on the sands 
at Olacton-on-Sea, slipped on a piece 
of seaweed, and fell into the sea, which 
at that point was several inches deep, 
and was stung on the right wrist by 
a jelly-fish. In spite of his injury 
Lord Gosslyn was seen next day on 


his way to the railway station carry- 
ing his umbrella in his left hand. 

Sir ^ Halford Bond, the famous 
financier, met with a painful accident 
the other daj’’ while lunching at the 
Fitz Hotel, Having taken a mouthful 
of caviare, he began to tell an ex- 
tremely humorous anecdote before the 
process of deglutition was complete, 
and was seized with a painful choking 
fit which caused consternation amongst 
the waiters. Fortunately Sir Austin 
Tabb-Lloyd, the famous throat special- 
ist, happened to be lunching at an ad- 
joining table and, rushing to the 
assistance of the distressed plutocrat, 
was able to give him speedy relief. 
Sir Halford Bond, who is a man of iron 
constitution, returned home in a taxi, 
and was so far recovered that at five 
o’clock tea he was able to partite freely 
of his favourite crab and Devonshire 
cream sandwiches and embark upon 
another story. 

A regrettable accident befell Mr. Bax 
Eemington, the famous novelist, while 
he was dressing for dinner last Friday- 
night. As he was struggling with a 
refractory collar- stud Ifc. Eemington 
lost his balance and fell, striking his left 
elbow against a radium-mounted boot- 
jack. The bruise caused by the blow 
was very painful, but in spite of the dis- 


comfort caused thereby l^Ir. Eemington 
dictated his usual 4,000 words the next 
morning to his amanuensis, LIr. i 
Widgery Eoblett. 

Last Saturday the Duchess of Dar- 
lington, while entertaining a number of 
distinguished guests at tea, was trying 
to blow out the lamp beneath a tea- 
kettle with a gold tube. Unfortunately 
the Duchess, who, like all members of 
her family, is endowed with a superb 
pulmonary equipment, directed so 
pow'^erfiil a current of air on the lamp 
as to upset it, with the result that the 
flaming spirit was spilt on to a plate of 
almost priceless muffins, which were 
entirely destroyed by the de ‘/curing 
element. Several footmen were soon on 
the^ scene, and the flames \Yere quickly 
extinguished, but the Duchess’s com- 
plexion was seriously disturbed. Yet 
only three hours later she was seen at 
her box at the opera looking as serene 
and beautiful as if nothing had 
happened and with a complexion as 
good as new'. 

Soldier and Sailor Too. 

.Sir Liikes portiait is a full-li^ngth of His 
Alajesty in his State robes of enuiue aud velvet, 
open to display his military mufomi." 

, Jhiihj VhrOiihU, 

riie King IS represented in admiraUs 
uniform. Mail, 
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NOBLESSE OBLIGE. mSL* 

. , , , , I niust know 


■PnM-.T » • T 1 t ^ ™“®“6 ■‘O'V'e to me, 1 must know 

i^AMBLi was in Iiei- apple-groen frock whether it’s Bertie or not ” 

^lave been some other- 
^ fellow made np as Bertie." I suggested. 

■ “He might have some odd idl that 

ha^H^T" T mention, is my it would improve his chances.” 

^tiothed. I cannot say that the en- Pamela flung herself into the 
gagement gives mo entire satisfaction, hammock ® 
but why should I depress th^ r^der •• We should aU be sony,” I said 

“If. after I’d gone and hJt the poor 
torebodmgs. No doubt the girl means old thing, vre found it was somebody 

In order to sm-prise and delight her To tell the trath I was rather 
aftm; the manner of lova-s, I approached disinclined to move in the matter I 
on tip-toe, and up to the kst moment had had no previous ILperiewedthi 
shehadnoi^g of my advent; then, in horse-whipping orThoS Hke^ 
St the tli L5 «P dog. and I Z not feel thaf Srtit 

e.ho.afc.uA’S.Li “P”*- 


“The mom awfni ” T tinds of complications. I believe 

■■ S. i 7“.:5 L'SS.e ‘ '■=’ ‘ 

to be filled with awe.*’ r i ^ i. 


. — w— A* wMVk'wuJ. \;/iA xuv 

With round eyes. 

“James, a man has been here , , . 
all the afternoon ‘making . •. , love 
. . . tome.” 

A hot flame of jealousy swept through 
my veins from top to toe. 

^ ? exclaimed, “ where is the 
double-faced serpent in the tree-tops? 

T will aVti^A 4 * ^ >1 #-r ^ 


» Wiv/ vuu Uicb\c 

—ror not ? ” 

• . • “Of courae I am.” I said. “I’m as 
love brave as seven lions.” 

, -jj- 

ingii I walked and walked until I came to 
a cab-stand, where I found one cab, 
the “ Want akeb, Sir?” 
jps? “No,” I said, “I do not. What I 


cu.p.a h« h..a, to 

“Hanged.” ° 

Hanged I Oh. James. I cannot lose “ For purposes of my own. Possibly 


“ Tell me the villain’s name ’* 

“ What 1 . . Bertie? Not that . 
that enormous chap ? ’’ 

" Yes, iliat 's the man.” 

"Oh, no, I think not.” 


Bertie 


“Done.” ^ 

I doubt if ever a bargain was closed, 

™ ‘^eriean financier, with 
more aplomb. 

The cabman suggested that we should 
go across the road and drink eachi 
other s hedth, but I told him that I 


"What do yon me^ had^nUjW ^ ^ 

not’? I know'^it was Bertie/' ® 

“I doubt it,” I said, “I doubt it ®®'* a certain 

veaj much. We must not jumn to the accomplMhed, whereupon it 

co^ufflon that it was Bertie."^ an^ 

Pamela became frantic. I“e o^S home ^ “ 


lie It seemed to me that a little practice 
)w .would not be out of place. The horse 
would doubtless make some sort of pro- 
ler test, but, as its hind legs were more or 
id. less tied to the cab, and its fangs buried 
at m its nose-bag, I had no great anxiety 
on tliat score. So I patted its neck 
he first to show that we were friends, and 
then took aim and gave it a considerable 

U} Wll£LClc« 

or It knew at once when it had had 
ly enough. Tossing its head wildly, it 
galloped off with the cab rattling be- 
er hind it, and almost immediately disap- 
I peared out of sight and out of this story, 
er After that, I looked about for other 
a useful objects, but, with the exception 
Le of lamp-posts, I could find nothing at 
1 - all resembling the shape or form of 
Bertie. If he had only been a short 
o fat man the pillar-box would have been 
an admirable model. 

By the time I reached all that mes- 
suage caUed “Pine Cot,” the property 
1, of Bertie s people, I had got my eye in 
e and was ready for the fray, 
e I rang the bell violently, 
a The maid trembled before me. 

“ Where is Mr. Bertie ? ” I asked. 

** In the drawing-room. Sir.” 
e I heard the distant clatter of china 
and conversation. Bertie would be 
.8 handing round the tea-cups. 

I could not go in and beat him before 
ins mother and the lady visitors. In 

0 the society in which I move such a 
piweeding would have been condemned. 

T T ? Pi’oper course was the course 

1 1 took. Placing the weapon in the 
umbrella-stand I went into the di*aw- 
ing-room, and, with a smile over a 

s boiling heart, handed round cakes: 

° went to smoke in the 

- billiard-room. 

® T ^®,Pl?yed a game of billiards and 
’ ^ Then we played a game 

of croquet and I beat him. Th^ we ‘ 
played a game of biUiards with the 
r croquet balls and I beat him. Then we 
! pkyed a game of croquet with the 
j bilbard-balls and I beat him. 

Then, of course, I went home. 

You can t remember everything. 

followed me down the drive 
i With the absurd whip. 

"Your umbrella. I think.” he said. 

iseeping the rain off? 

i doubt it. * 

I ^d not say very much at the time, 
out I had only got a few steps outside 
the gate when I thought of an excellent 
|oke about ram and reins and tore back, 
but he had disappeared into the house. 

•p * , * * ■» 

Famela may say what she likes, but 
I there is no doubt in my mind that, 
taking mto consideration all the' cir- 
cumstances, Honour was well and 
truly satisfied. 
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THE FBAL'D OE THE LABEL 
AGAIN. 

He "was in the opposite corner to me 
and for a while he read his paper. 
Then he looked out of the window, and 
then he began a furtive esamination 
of myself and my belongings, in that 
offensive way which one’s fellow 
passengers so often and so initatingly 
employ. At last, after many false 
starts, he spoke to me. 

“ You rarely travel abroad 7 ” he said 
inquiringly. 

“Very rarely,” I replied. “But 
what makes you think so ? ” 

“Your bag," he said. “It has no 
foreign labels on it.” 

I perhaps showed surprise at his 
acumen, for he continued, very know- 
ingly, in a half- whisper, leaning towards 
me, “But the converse isn’t alwa\s 
true, you know.” 

“ What do you mean ? ” I asked. 

“ Why, it doesn’t necessarily follow 
that because a bag is covered with i 
foreign labels its owmer has travelled j 
abroad. For instance," he added, j 
with a cunning look, drawing from his 
pocket an envelope, “ I could furnish 
you with a complete Swiss and Italian 
route in two minutes if you’d allow 
me;” and he spread before me a series 
of hotel labels ranging from Lucerne 
to Eome. 

“ So you mean that you deal in these 
things ? " I asked in astonishment, 

“ I do indeed," he said. “ My busi- 
ness is to turn the untravelled into 
travellers. There are lots of gentlemen 
who spend their holidays very quietly 
at borne, after giving it out that they 
are going, say, to Nuremberg. Well, 
for half-a-crown I provide t&m with 
a good Nuremberg hotel label, and 
no one is the wiser — unless, of 
course, they are cross-examined too 
severely by one who knows that city. 
Young couples in the suburbs too are 
good customers of mine. There is a lot 
of rivalry in the suburbs about holidays, 
you may have noticed. Everyone 
wants to appear a little more expensive 
and venturesome than every one else ; 
but they haven’t really got the money 
for it, poor things, so they come to me, 
and I plaster circumstantial evidence of 
Innsbruck or Interlaken or Venice or 
Bergen all over their trunks ; and they 
return from Eustington, or Hythe, or 
wherever it is, certain of a successful 
winter. They work entirely for their • 
neighbours, do the young couples ; but ; 
there are lots of gentlemen who work ! 
merely for fellow-passengers in railway ' 
carriages and on platforms. It ’s them ] 
they want to impress. Human nature ’s . 
very rum. It is through observing it ] 
that I came to take up this business, i 



fWORE TRANSPORT TROUBLES. 

CoMhicior , “You’ll have to pay for that child, Mum.’* 

^ Fare, “Indeed, I won’t, young man! I never ’ave yet, and I ain’t a-goin’ to 

BILGIN' 2'JOAV* 


"Then there’s another customer, 
who really does travel, but not in the 
style that he wants people to believe. 
In reality, when, for example, he stays 
at Lucerne, he puts up at some little 


at Lucerne, he puts up at some little 
cheap place mthout a name; but be 
gets from, me a Schweizerhof label and 
sticks that on in the train. You see ?” 

I asked him how much he charged. 

“ Well,” he said, “ prices vary. In 
August, Scotch hotel labels are dearer 
than in July, of course, especially in 
the neighbourhood of the best moors. 
A Swiss set of eight I can do for a pound 
~half-a-crown apiece. The Italian set 
1 is dearer, and so on. When it comes to 
Eussia aud Greece, dearer still. India 
works out at about half-a-sovex'eign a 
label; but the big game districts of 
Africa are really costly — ten pounds a 
label sometimes. There’s not much 
demand for American labels, but 


Japans are a steady market. I ’ve got a 
Japanese set here for a gentleman who 
pretends he's there now — a dramatic 
critic, I believe he is— but he ’s really 
hiding in Hertfordshire all the time. | 
He ’s due back soon, and he wants the 
labels to look well-seasoned, and so 
we ’re sticking them on to-day. Such 
a nice gentleman.” 

" But surely your clients must get 
caught out now and then? ” I said. 

" Not if they 're careful,” he replied. 

“ You see, I 'm always at hand to help 
them. I deal in picture-postcards of 
foreign parts as well as labels, and 
then there’s guide-books, you know. 
No, if they get caught out it's their 
own fault.” 

The train pulling up at King’s 
Langley, he carefimy collected his 
stock of labels, bade me good-day, and 
got out. 






A FEW "WOEDS 'WITH 
Lobsteb, Io I ’tis a random notion. . 

^ distressed for theo 
Haikling there m the depths of ocean 
Innocent, fancy-free, 

All unconscious of doom ahead. 

Days when thy ch^k shaU blush as rod 

c., j of a girl when her heart hath said 

Suddenly stirred with a sweet commotion, 

Cecil IS soft on me.” 

All un<»nscioHs of him that caters 
Sar mland for a ruthless craze, 

pincered gaiters 
Off in tliQ latter days ; 

All unconscious, without a tear 

stark and droai- 

TTnr thy length on a lettuce-bier, 

^ waiters, 

or the frocks and the mayonnaise, 

■yra. Or it may be up the river, 
ifng ere Tamesis tastes the brine 
Out on a punt where the ruslies quiver 
intertwine. 

Far, 0 far, from the trident strong 

Of the tho prong 

f n. ^ % tentacles Iom 

Are stretchy m vain, and the girl (forgiTO her^l 

Laughs at those olaws of thme ' ® 


A OEUSTACEAN. 

Such the deaths of the old Atreidae : 

Such the horrible type of doom 
J. rmfc fell upon Itys ; so untidy 
Perished that minstrel whom, 

Bacchanal-mad for the love of him 
■ Thrace tore limb from limb ; 

/T? ^ woman's whim 

Bmsts to hfe on thy salad pillows ’ 

Because thou hast just been boiled. 

If ever m wandering off the shore 
Dee^ thou hast done not well before. 

■Wow IS thy soul assoiled. 

^ 0 lobster: 

P«^^o T 1*^^ ® -“if i* comes to woes 

In fy^h^StTi' ““ 

Of half of her night s repose. Ey^E. 
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OUR LORD HALDANE IN OEILMANY, 

o/CoirtLltlY”* ideutiiici iu ticimajiy as being either the I’w 

/T» 7 -*• - . 


j Tuesday, J une 4. — Curious how 
through successive Parliaments, elected 
under whatsoever circumstances, how- 
soevOT affecting the fortunes of Party, 
there is always a little group of Mem- 
bers who constitute themselves a sort 
of conduit pipe between disaffected 
natives of India and the House of 
Commons. Differing in name and 
personal envnonment, they are singu- 
larly alike. Well-meaning but not 
wise ,* voluble rather than convincing. 
No harm done in this country beyond 
certain w^aste of time. Unfortunately 
case different in India. Section of 
native press which sets itself con- 
tinuously to blow embers of unrest 
takes care that this class of q^uestion is 
reproduced in its columns, where it 
looms large and serves purpose of in- 
ffaming wrath, occasionally leading to 
lamentable outbreak of crime. 

When Don't Kezk Habdie returned 
from visit to storied Ind, bringing with 
him the reach-me-down suit of once 
spotless linen, he made himself mouth- 
piece of this group. Other interests 
nearer home, therefore more valuable for 


advertisement pui’poses, later claimed 
his attention, and MacCallum Scott 
stepped into the bi’each. 

Up this afternoon to seize earliest op- 
portunity of putting little conundrum to 
UNDEB-SECjaBTABY FOR Jndia. Wants 
to know “how many out of the total 
number of membei-s of the district 
board, talug boards, municipalities, and 
union panehaits, in the districts of 
Gan jam, were Uriyas [no allusion to 
Eeejp] and how many were Telegus, in 
the years 1903, 1909, and the present 
year?” What may lurk under this 
inquiry no one, except perhaps the guilty 
Under-Secretary, knows. Pe sui’e it 
implies grave charge of maladministra- 
tion on part of Government of India. 

Whilst MacOallxjm Scott centres 
his concern upon India the Mad 
Hatter, after his pleasing fashion, 
surveys mankind from China to Peru. 
The world is his oyster, and day 
I ^ter day through the Session he opens 
it with the knife of interrogation. 
Coming back refreshed by holiday, 
he delights House with increased re- 
semblance to his immortal prototype. 


More especially when viewed in profile 
one feels sure he must have sat to 
Tennibl when he sketched the most 
familiar of his fancy portraits. In his 
inconsequential curiosity, in the con- 
fidence of his assimance when laying 
down propositions, and in his habit of 
suddenly popping up and taking the 
lead in conversation when no one is 
thinking about him, he tends to rob 
Letvts Carroll of the originality j 
hitherto conceded to the creation of 
I one of Alice's most attractive com- 
panions in Wonderland, Here in flesh 
and blood is the man we were brought 
up to believe was the joint fantasy of 
author and artist. 

^ To-day there are twenty-eight ques- 
tions on the paper. Of these, seven, ex- 
actly one-fourth of the whole, stand in 
the name of tlie M-AD Hatter. After 
passing reference to Miss Ohristabel 
Pankhurst aud Enrico Malatesta, 
by way of showing that elephants 
are not singular in the capacity of 
picking up pins and uprooting oaks 
with equal accuracy and ease, he 
passed on to consider the war between 
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Turlcey and Italy; the condition of 
British Naval power in the Mediterra- 
nean; the attitude of the Eiissian 
Government in connection with Miss 
Malecka.; and Napoleon B. Haldane’s 
holiday descent upon Germany. 

In connection with this last subject 
he came a cropper that would have shut 
up some men for at least an hour. 
Inquired “whether Foreign Secretary 
could make any statement, regarding 
the recent visit of Yiseount Haldane 
to Berlin.” 

“ Sorry I cannot,” Edward Grey 
blandly responded, “since Viscount 
Haldane has not recently been to 
Berlin.” 

Apart from this slip the Mad 
Hatter's questions are models of 
simplioity and directness. For more 
than a week eyes of Europe have been 
fixed upon Prime Minister jind First 
Lord of Admiralty in councirwith 
Kitchener at Malta. What their 
business might be and wdiat direction it 
took are matters of persistent surmise. 
Essential to success that proceedings 
should be confidential. Secret well 
kept. Not a w^hisper of authentic 
information is floating abont. 

This the Mad Hatter’s opportunity. 
Eises and, with artlessness that could 
not be exceeded if he were asking some- 
one on Treasury Bench to tell him “ the 
right time,” he enquires “ whether the 
First Lord of the Admiralty can 
state what measures are intended to 
strengthen our naval power in the 
Mediterranean ? " 

Fact that First Lord of Admiralty 
is himself on the Mediterranean, some- 
what b^ond earshot, makes no differ- 
ence. The Mad Hatter puts his ques- 
tion, gets his snub, and imperturbably 
proceeds to ask Foreign Secretary 
“ whether he is in a position to state 
the result of recent negotiations aimed 
at bringing to an end the war between 
Ti-rkey and Italy.” 

Business done . — House resumed after 
Whitsun recess. Small attendance, 
with customary result that batches of 
votes were got in Committee of Supply. 
Ou motion for adjournment Strauss 
rose to call attention to disbandment 
of Paddington Eifles. 

“Paddington,” said the strenuous 
Strauss, “is in a state of boiling 
indignation, and it is my duty to my 
constituents to voice that indigna- 
tion.” 

“ Mr. Speaker,” said another voice, 
“I beg to call your attention to the 
fact tlmt there are not forty Members 
present.” 

This computation turning out correct, 
House comited out at twenty minutes 
to ton, with Paddington’s indignation 
unvoiced. 


Thursday . — ^This being rather a warm 
evening after welcome rain, pleasant 
to sit and look on at more or less 
skilful skating over thin ice. Adjourn- 
ment moved in order to discuss question 
of Dock Strike. Matter referred in 
first instance to Edward Clarke, who 
delivered judgment worthy fame of 
Solon or Solomon. Commonplace 
persons w^ould liave found either the 
masters wrong, or the men delinquent. 
Clarke impartially declared that both 
were in the vrrong, and deftly divided 
portions of responsibility. “ A pla^e 
on both your Houses!” was conclusion 
arrived at by Mercutio Clarke. The 



Mujcrar, Bakt. 

(Sir IlENNixEr. Heaton.) 

O’Grady, described in Dod as “an 
organiser,” now carries appeal to High 
Ooiu't of Parliament, 

Actually no more dijBBculty for House 
to arrive at conclusion on matter than 
beset Clarke. Difference is that 
whereas he formed his judgment un- 
influenced by other considerations than 
those which in such circumstances in- 
fluence the trained judicial mind, posi- 
tion of Labour Problem in House of 
Commons is otherwise dominated. 
The British workman has a vote, 
which forms considerable numerical 
proportion of poll at by-elections. 
He is, moreover, apt to use it for class 
or personal profit rather than for more 
lofty consideration of Party advantage. 
It accordingly becomes necessary for 
Leaders of Parties to walk warily on 
such questions as that opened to-mght. 


In such circumstances Lloyd George 
at his best — adroit, conciliatory, his 
countenance beaming with . artless 
desire to serve his fellow working-man. 
The sympathy of Bonner and his 
Party naturally with the masters. 
But it would never do to estrange the 
Labour vote. Accordingly he joins in 
the political Turkey Trot. 

Business done . — Committee of 
Supply interrupted for conversation 
about Dock Strike. 

Henniker Heaton no 
longer one of us. But Members on 
both sides hear with pleasure of. 
triumphant reception awaiting him at 
Guildnall on Tuesday, to welcome him 
on return from Australia, and to applaud 
the tardy honour of a Baronetcy awarded 
during absence. Few men can show 
such record of public work achieved by 
personal exertion as can the long-time 
Member for Canterbury, 

As the Member for Sark says, 
“Henniker Heaton was penny wise 
in his prolonged patient endeavour to 
reduce cost of ocean postage between 
the Mother Country and the Colonies, 
India and the United States. The 
officials who long successfully baulked 
his endeavour were tuppence-ha’penny 
foolish.” 

Btesiness done. — Eeport stage of 
Government of India Sill concluded. 
Bill reported to the House. 


An Invocation. 

[“A spirit of moderatioD,** ve are told, 
“'hovers over the now fashions in luilliDeiy,”] 

Blest hoverer o’er the fashions of the 
Town, 

No longer flutter in the ambient air, 
But rather settle permanently down 

Upon the costumes of our fickle fair. 

The Ways of the Wicked. 

“ ‘They are the worst set of employers,’ said 
one speaker, Mr. Matthews, of Enfield, ‘that 
I have ever come in contact with in my life. 
• ■ Tii®y robe the maimed, the blind, the 

widow, and thelaboiu’er.’'— ^^e^cs. 

A Memorable Performance, 

“Mr. Churchill conversed with every ofEioov 
on paa'ade. Mrs. Asquith, Mrs. Churchill, and 
the Enchantress paa*ty witnessed the spectacle 
from the reserved enclosure.”— J\ eias. 

“The fascination of masquerading in the 
di-ess of the early yeai’s of the nineteenth 
centuiy appealed to many whom a more remote 
period would have left cold.”— Chronicle. 
The woad period, for instance. 

in the day the bride and bridegroom 
left for the honeymoon, the latter wearing a 
gown of old bine taffetas and beige coloured 
soft satin.”— Mirror. 

The creases down the front of the bride’s 
trousers were much admired. 








PET ON Wl^MY SO^tEx'^Oy ^ IMPOSSIBLE TO 


ENVELOPES, COMMERCIAL SIZE. 

This sort is used by your stockbroker 

When he writes from his oflSce, E.C., Dear Sir,- 

I much regret that the consequence 

Of not being guided by common sense, 

And of buying a bull when you should have sold 
A be^ of rubber and tea and gold, 

Is this : you *re landed in heavy loss. 

Next time you 'd better play pitch-and-toss. 

There ’s one thing certain— you can*t blame mo, 
For I told you just how the thing would be ; 

But of course you were deaf to my appeal ; 

Please send me a cheque and I '11 close the deal.” 

And next you note with a touch of awe 
A letter that comes from your man of law, 

He has filled it full of absurd advice, 

Signed it, folded it neatly twice, 

And popped it, planning to blast your hope, 

In the usual oblong envelope. 

" Deal Sir,” it begins,—" Yourself ats^^ Brown, 

1 'm sorry the plaintiff won’t climb down. 

In short, the fact you are bound to face 
Is the fact that you haven't got a ease. 

Of course it 's rather a nasty blow, 

But please remember I told you so.” 

And all the tradesmen with empty tills 
In oblong envelopes send their bms ; 

:r 

* Legal jargon for **at suit of,'* 


And all the silly advertisements 
Of garden-rollers or soaps and scents. 

Of iron railings or food for cats, 

Of poison-powders for mice and rats, 

Of all the ridiculous things you don’t have, 

And, being a sane man, simply won't have. 

Such as tubular boilers and stoles and copes, - • 

Amve in the oblong envelopes. 

In fact, I 'm crushed by a regular blight of 'em, 

And that ’s the reason I hate the sight of ’em. 

Commercial Candour. 

' From an Indian Catalogue : — 

“In the rush of a very busy’ season, with our show-rooms crowded 
day after day, it would seem as though we were selling- the whole 
world. The vital question is, Did we sell you ? If not, om- uroWcm is 
to ivach you at home.” 

The Small Holdings Hovemexit. ' 

In accordance with custom tlie Cardeners* Oompany presented ! 
flowers, fruit, vegetables, and sweet herbs to the Lord Mayor at the ' 
Mansion House, together with a bouquet of choice orchards for the 
Lady Mayoiess.” — Mcniinff Post. 

“Ml*. Stevens cited an occasion when one of the membeis who was 
fishing used language which was ‘beyond all endumuce, and enough 
to po^on the fish.* Eventually a new rule w'aa adopted direc^ng that 
any member reported using bad language on tlie waters should be 
liable to be called before tlie committee, and dealt with at their 
discretion.**— icicrsfcr Mercurif. 

As Caliban said : “ No more dams I '11 make for fish.'* 

“The death took place on Friday inoruing of Sodium Phenylmethyl- 
pyrazolonamidometbansulphonate.**— WesUm JDaUy Press, 

We only wonder he stood it so long. 
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HOW TO BUY THINGS. 

A Business. 

Evebyone ought to have some occu- 
pation in life—we cannot all be in 
the Civil Service — and the desire to 
buy a business does credit to a man. 
At the same time the greatest care 
should be exercised — “ Caveat 
as some witty frenchman has re- 
marked. (The English maxim, “ Mind 
your own business,” obviously does 
not apply; you have nob got one.) 
When purchasing, try to think of a 
business in which your previous ex- 
perience, such as it is, may be of some 
help to you, and not a hindrance. 
Thus, if you have been a librarian, 
you are not likely to make a good 
dentist. Not for some time, anyway. 
Very few members of the Stock 
Exchange— to make our meaning still 
plainer— become fii*st-rato tea-tasters ; 
and we have yet to hear of a curate who 
has made bill-discounting pay. Some 
businesses are easy to buy, while others 
are very difiicult. Among the easy 
ones are: growing things under glass, 
beauty parlours, and developing patents. 
These are really absurdly easy. Ex- 
amples of businesses w’bich are difficult 
to buy are: w^eli-paid sinecures (other- 
wise an excellent investment), a Gov- 
ernorship of the Bank of England or 
the editorship of a London paper. 

I oil will probably want a little private 
mnuence to get one of these posts ; 
failing that, try an advertisement in 
The Exchange and Mart, The careful 
buyer will consider not only the busi- 
ness but every other detail bearing upon 
it before purchasing, such as its situa- 
tion, forinstance. The writer once knew 
a man who bought a business that was 
miles and miles away from the nearest 
golf links. Of course he failed. This 
only shows how people forget to take 
tlie rpost obvious precautions when em- 
barking upon a business career. 

A Bedstead. 

Unless you live in Paris or follow 
the occupation of a niglit editor, you 
must sleep sometimes. In spite of all 
that has been said to the contrary the 
^st appliance yet devised for meetin^^ 
this necessity is a bedsteaa. This has 
wways been the writer’s view, and 
always will be. It is true there is the 
mtash Museum, but you cannot smoke 
in that sanctuary. Beds are made in 
endless variety nowadays, and it be- 
hoves the careful buyer to exercise 

buying a bed 
with the intention of sleeping in it 
yourself, you cannot do better than set 
a stmng br^s bedstead with mattr^s, 
bluets, pillow, and all that sort of 
thing. If you are not too hard a* 


sleeper, this kind of bed should last 
you a long time. So much for your 
own needs. But there are others to 
be considered. Eor instance, you may 
have a friend who comes to dine 
sometimes, stays late, and misses his 
last train home. Eor cases of this 
sort the folding or emergency bed is 
indicated. It stands in a corner all 
day, and looks something like a box of 
books ; at night you unfold it, and it 
looks something like a bed — near 
enough for your purpose, anyway. 
When the hour arrives, put your guest 
into it, and retire to rest yourself; 
sleep being the most precious boon 
vouchsafed to mankind. If you have 
any doubts about this, en(][uire of your 
friend at breakfast : you will find, most 
likely, that he has been thinking the 
same thing himself for some time. 
The chances are that be will never miss 
his last train again ; which shows how 
important it is to buy the right kind 
of bed. 

A Postal Ordeb. 

Owing to the inelasticity of the Post 
Office Begulations, there is very little 
scope for the bargain-hunter in the 
matter of postal orders. It is a case 
of take it or leave it. Postal orders are 
issued for amounts varying from six- 
pence to a guinea. The cheapest ones 
are used^ for newspaper competitions 
and backing horses ; the latter circiJate 
among the nobility and upper classes. 
Buying a postal order is, of course, a 
fairly simple process, yet a few words 
may not come amiss. Eirst of all, pro- 
vide yourself with the necessar}- amount 
of money, plus poundage, repair to the 
nearest post-offi.ee, and address your- 
self to the nearest young lady. She 
will at once refer you to another young 
lady, it is true; but you would not have 
gained any time if you had gone to 
this young lady first, because then 
you would have been referred' to the 
other young lady. This is one of the 
things that no fellow can understand. 
Having pushed your money over the 
counter, wait for your postal order. 
Above all, do not tap on the counter ; it 
IS excessively bad manners to interrupt 
people when they are reading. Postal 
orders represent cash, and it is as well 
not to lose one, though, indeed, you 
may protect yourself by writing « and 
Coy." across the face. Opinions differ 
as to what can be done with an order 
so marked; persons who ought to 
know say that nobody, except, per- 
haps, the Archbishop of Canterbubt, 
<^n negotiate an order bearing 
these words. The counterfoil, which 
may invariably be found on the left- 
hand side of the perforated line, is 
another safeguard. It is full of good 


when you have parted with the 
of the order. A friend of the writer 
lost a postal order only last week and 
he had not preserved the counterfoil : 
however his impression is that the 
number was H 2804, or as near as 
may bo, and if this should meet the eye 
of anyone who has such an order in 
his possession, he will oblige by for- 
warding same without delay. 


THE CASE OF VULCAN MACTADCART. 

In my polite way I had permitted 
myself to be jostled and elbowed practi- 
cally out of the crowd, but, although I 
could not see what was being sold, the 
auctioneer’s robust voice was distinctlv 
audible. 

. “And now we come to Lot 237,’’ he 
announced with, for the two hundred 
and thirty-seventh time, a note of 
genuine admiration and gratification 
in his voice. “ Lot 237— a very refined 
and tasty piece of staehery— hand- 
cjwyed by a foremost Gieeli carver- 
entitled ’’ — ^he paused, presumably to 
consult his catalogue— “ entitled, ‘ Vul- 
can,’ a rare old piece. Now, gentlemen, 
how much for this rare old piece, 
Vulcan — a Eomau centurion in his 
day, and a very handsome bit of 
work <* Come on, gentlemen, ho w much 
for Vulcan — ain’t there no motorists 
here to-day ? — the inventor of vulcaniz- 
^ug» gentlemen — and — thank you— - 
eighteenpence I’m only bid. Vulcan, 
the man who saved Borne by the 
cackling of his geese — ^two shillings 
I 'm bid, two shillings only I ’m 
offered. This rare old piece — ^two- 
and-six — ^would make a very tasty 
umbrella-stand with a rail run round 
him— and he ’s going at balf-a-crown. 
J.niB old-estabhshed Soman centm’ion 
going in two places for three shillings 
— three-and-six in the comer, and he ’s 

going— he 's going ’’ 

I did not like to let him go for three- 
and-six, so I bid four shillings, and 
Vulcan was knocked down to me with 
a swiftness that was almost suspicious. 

I arrauged with the sale porter for 
delivery and hurried on to keep an 
appointment. 

_ Vulcan did not arrive until thef oUow- 
mg day, when he was deposited on the 
lawn by three strong and thirsty men. 
After lunch I went out to interview 
I had misgivings immediately 
X set eyes on him. Anybody but an 
auctioneer would have known that the 
Wts that the “statue” wore had but 
the remotest resemblance to those 
queer little skirts affected by the 
^man soldiery. And Vulcan, I be- 
lieve, managed with even less. 

I examined the “statue” and, bv 
scr^g the mud from the base, dis- 
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covered an inscription which set forth 
that this was “ Andrew MacTaggai-t, of 
Aberdeen.’* The work was very ob- 
viously out of the yard of an Aberdeen 
stonemason, urn-dealer and cemetery- 
outfitter. No doubt Mr. MacTaggarb’s 
heirs had exported him to London 
when the authorities boycotted him 
for Aberdeen, and from London he had 
been hounded into the country. I 
blamed nobody but quietly retired to 
my study, pending the return of 
Hobson, our one-armed handy man, 
from the local foundry with the sledge- 
hammer, leaving Vulcan MacTaggart 
— soon to become a rookery — monarch 
of all he surveyed. 

I was endeavouring to compose my 
thoughts for a little work when I 
heard a subdued cough from the lawn 
outside, I looked through the case- 
ment and observed that a stranger liad 
appeared within cur front gate. Be 
was a very small, middle-aged, meek- 
looking man, weai-ing a very large but 
also middle-aged and meek-looking 
frock-coat. He was peering short- 
sightedly through very strong glasses 
at Vulcan MacTaggart, with a shyly 
ingratiating ^ smile on his mild face. 
He raised his silk hat — another “ rare 
old piece” — and bowed, 

“Good day, Madam,” he said. Hie 

deduced the sex from the kilts, l] 
suppose. 

Vulcan, sitting in sullen grandeur, 
did not answer, but the little man was 
unabashed. 

“ I have called,” he want on, “ in the 
hope of interestin’ you in the great 
science of phrenology, of which I have 
the honour to be one of the foremost 
leaders.” 

Vulcan MacTaggart continued to 
gaze pensively at the ground. 

Apparently emboldened by the silence 
the little short-sighted man continued. 

“ The development of phrenology, 
Madam, is the most outstanding feature 
of^ the age. It has lifted millions of 

misunderstood women from the depths 
_ ^ ± 
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of despair to the crown of glory. Many 
an ’usband has learned to understand 
and re-love his sorrowin’ wife through 
perusin one of my eighteen-penny 
readin’s of her *ead — eighteen pence, 
with chart throwd in, Madam— verbal 
readin’s only, one shilling.” 

He was getting brighter, cheerier, 
ore confide — 

^se he inte 

[acTaggart as tne silence that gives 
consent. His hand was stealing 
cautiously out towards Vulcan’s head. 

“If you are misunderstood,” he said, 
“if you, too, feel that your nobility of 
character is not fully appreciated by 
them with whom you daily come into 
contact I hope that you will confi- 





dently allow me to pass my ’and acrost 
your *ead, Madam, and mark you out 
a chart which will convince your 
doubtin’ friends that your noliility 
should be appreciated accordin’.” 

He waited a moment longer. There 
was no reply, and then his hand closed 
upon the cold stone skull of Vulcan 
[acTaggart. 

“This ’ead,” he had begun mechani- 
cally— "this ’ead that I ’old”— and 
there he stopped, dropping his hand as 
though the “statue” was red-hot. 

He took off his glasses, wiped them, 
replaced them, blSiked a little, then 
reached out his hand again and rapped 
his knuckles against the Scotsman’s 
head; then he stepped back, blushed, 


glanced furtively round at the house, 
picked up a small shabby leather 
hand-bag, silently but swiftly slunk 
through the gate, and was gone. 

And Vulcan MacTaggart continued 
to stare steadily at the ground. 


“Poesy,” said Mr. Thomas Habdy 
the other day, “ cannot die.” 

True; but on the same day Jim 
Dsiscoll knocked him out in twelve 
rounds. 

“As Bacon said in an un-Shakespearean mood, 
* He who would have friends must show him- 
self friendly. * **— The Wwld, 

See also Solomon in an m-Davidian 
mood, Pro^?cr5s xviii. 24. 
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THE ROMANCE OF THE 
PRINCESS. 

“ Thebe is no way out of it,” said 
the King ; “ I wish there were, for your 
sake.” Even the Queen, when the 
Princess Seraphina had turned to her 
for protection against this fearful, un- 
expected blow, could only look sympa- 
thetically at her daughter, and murmur 
vague platitudes about duty. The poor 
girl felt that her last hope was slipping 
from her. 

“ After all,” said the King, “ why un- 
expected? As my only daughter and 
a princess of the royal house of Zenda- 
und-Wasser, you must have known 
that this sort of thing was simply 
bound to happen some time.” 

“ But to marry an entire stranger, in 
whom I don’t feel even the remotest 
interest !” sobbed the Princess. 

** I did it,” said the Queen proudly. 
The King coughed, and there was a 
pause of embarrassment for several 
minutes. In that pause Princess Sera- 
phina bowed to the inevitable. She 
inclined her head. “Very well,” she 
sighed brokenly, “it shall be as you 
say.” 

So presently everybody about the 
court, and soon afterwards everybody 
in the capital and throughout all the 
kingdom Zenda-und-Wasser, knew 
that the Princess Seraphina was to be 
formaUy betrothed to H.R.H. Prince 
Theobald of Thingumbobia during bis 
approaching visit. 

But, as the approaching visit ap- 
proached, the Princess found her own 
distaste for the proposal increasing with 
every hour. At last, on the very after- 
noon before that on which the royal 
suitor was to arrive, she could stand 
the strain no longer. Anything, she 
^Id herself, was better than inaction. 
Her word was pledged, and for a prin- 
cess of Zenda-und-Wasser there could 
be no going back upon it; bub at least 
one half-day remained to her for liberty 
and even— who know ?— romance. Dis- 
missing her attendants, she wandered 
out into the home park alone, Ab- 
sorl^ in her gloomy reflections, she 
hardly noticed where she was going ; so 
mark^ indeed was her abstraction, on i 
crossing a public avenue at some 
stance f^om the palace, she was run i 
wwn, and had the narrowest shave of ’ 
hemg upset, by a strange young man i 
on a motor bicycle. ^ 

" I beg your pjttdon," said the young l 
“ " 
pe Princess also hoped she wasn't* ( 

and on investigation both their hopes 1 
timed out to be well-founded. 4e s 
told him so quite graciously, accom- r 
panying the words with a smile that 0 
bad made more money at bazaar open- ti 


ings than almost any in Europe. To 
herself she was wondering why the 
young man (who was quite presentable 
and even good-looking without his 
^ did not recognise her and 

® appear more embarrassed. This, how- 
ever, was partly accounted for by the 
!•“ fact that he was obviously a foreigner. 

So they got talking. To the Prin- 
LT cess it seemed that in face of this tre- 
mendous upheaval in her existence 
g such trifles as the proprieties were of 
small moment. Moreover, if she was 
not to have a romance with a strange i 
d young man then, she might never have 
another chance. Anyhow, they sat 
Q down together on a fallen tree by the 
} roadside, one thing led to another, and 
presently she found herself telling him 
^ that she was among the most miserable 
•t of mortals. 

“ That seems strange,” said the young 
^ man, who was a very rapid goer, “ for 
a you are certainly among the most 
^1 beautiful.” 

'* “ Yes,” answered the Princess, who 

6 had been taught always to speak the 
e truth, even about herself. “I must 
a comfort myself by remembering that 
in the royal pavilion to-morrow.” 
e “The royal pavilion!” echoed the 
Y young man, looking a little startled. 

5 “ You mean the thing they are putting 
up outside the railway-station ? ” 

3 “Horrid, isn’t it?” said the Princess. 

^ ® welcome my future husband 

3 in it at 12.30. Shall you happen to be 
there?” 

She spoke carelessly, to disguise her 
1 emotion. It was clear that the young ■ 
I man was equally moved. He did not 
• meet her eyes. His whole manner had 
L altered. “ Yes,” be said in a strange 
L voice, “ as it happens I shall also be 
> there.” < 

"I am glad of that" said the ] 
Princess; and soon afterwards they ! 
parted. 1 

But for the Princess the memory of 
the strange young man, as he came 
round the corner on his motor-bicycle, 
or later when he removed his goggles I 
and told her that she was beautiful, h 
remained to comfort her. Somehow P 
the thought that somewhere, obscure 
and unrecognised in the crowd, he I* 
would be watching her, helped her to I 
ecmtemplate even the dreaded moment 
when she would have to greet her 
destined spouse beneath the rose-hung 
canopy ^at had usurped the place of I 
the hotel omnibuses. 

And now. the moment had come, tl 
l/iad m a costume that was the very ai 
last word of the court milliner, she iv 
sn^, the cynosure of every eye, in the G 
^ space, round which were S 

grou^, at a respectful distance, all “ 
the flashing chivalry of Zaida-und- S 
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0 Wasser. Behind these again came 
e the cinematographers and the special ! 
e correspondents twenty deep. Further ^ 
s back were’ 'the troops, and lastly i 
d the loyal populace, frenzied with 
•- enthusiasm -when they could see any- 
e thing, and with fury when they could 

. not. 

- Bang, bang went the guns, and at 

- the same instant the massed bands 
B crashed almost as one into the martial 
f strains of the Thingumbobian National 
3 Anthem. Where was the young man of 
3 the miotor-bicycle? The Princess dared 
3, not look up, though she felt rather 
b than saw that a .'figure resplendent 
3 in dazzling uniform was advancing 

1 towards her. It halted ; the supreme 
I moment was at hand. Slowly, slowly 
3 the Princess raised her eyes to the face 

of this stranger who was to be her 

> husband, and saw — a stranger ! 

’ It was certainly the big surprise of 
J her life. That he was quite an amiable 
stranger, with whom presently she fell 

> in love, and eventually lived happy ever 
J after, did little to mitigate the first 
* severity of the shook. It is recorded of 
' her, indeed, that she never afterwards 

believed in short stories again. 

‘ As for the young man, who was an 
' assistant to the pavilion-contractor, 

’ he saw nothing of all this, having 
unexpectedly had to leave the capital 
by an early train in order to superin- 
tend another job. He laments to this 
day his neglect to obtain the Princess's 
autograph. 

Thus we see that things are not 
always what they seem about to be. 

Unaccountable Aberration. 

“ A man thrust himself through the 
ciwd, declaring he wanted to see Mr. 
Winston Churchill. He was detained 
to have the state of his mind enquired 
into.” — Daily Paper, 

I ; • ■ 

Vive rSntente! 

“Cambridge, with their eleven differing in 
five instance from that which beat Yorkshke, 
took the field with fonr Bhiee (Kidd, H. Mul- 
and SavUle), one Senior 
(Sullivan), and six Frenchmen." 

Gloucestershire Eclvo, 

More trouble for Baron Marschall von 
Biebebstein. 


•A Lover of Kature. 

Speaking of the Gennan Crown 
ixmces forthcoming book, the pub-' 
hshers describe his “ thankful joy in 
the wonders of Nature, whether the 
author is tracking elephants ia the 
jungles of Oeyton, stalking deer in' 
German fbpests, or shooting grouse in 
Swwand,” Compare a recent work off 
"Our Dumb iWends: How to Drive,"' 
Shoot and Stuff Them," 





^ -V''' 


Ct V Al M ffs* 5:^ (^, ^ Q 


3Ictowi. <1ik; BriTT?" Couyarymar^ «0l bb bboivk’ she l^-XB^t TauiUn." 


THE ARTISTS, 

as a mile of pansies are the seas that circle the shores, 
Circle the shores of Fairyland and the high, enchanted 
•ways 

Where the great grim sea-green dragons guard the fade 
and the amber doors. 

And the Queen of the Fairies’ peacocks walk under the 
crimson mays ; 

Oh, what, I wonder, 

Could look more gay 
Than a peacock under 
A crimson may? i 

For that is the home of colour and many a wizard hue, 

- 'Tis there they deck the rainbow ere he 's pinned against 
the rain, 

And squeeze the tubes for the pictures of “ things too good 
to be true,” 

And make the gilt for the turrets of castles we build in 


And what ’s more gilded, 

This world amid. 

Than castles builded 
Near old Madrid? . 

For we, we ’re all of us artists with plans and canvases 
.Of excellent Spanish castles with turrets all about, 

With angels in the corners, romaunts, and symphonies 
Of things as we would have them did every dream work 
out; 

And such were duller, 

You '11 understand, 

If robbed of colour 
From Fairyland! 


So we must stroke the dragons and tickle their shiny scales, 
^d they shall grin politely and we shall pass along, 
Where under the crimson may-trees the peacocks spread 
their tails, ^ 

To dip our brushes in magic and echoes of fairy song ; 

And find us Fancy 
Our daubs to deck, 

With tints of pansy 
And peacock's neck! 

Heavy Damages* 

Mr. Kbir Habdie has recently been accusing the officers 
of His Majesty’s Army of being highly paid. He may be 
interested to learn from the following extract, taken from 
the General Orders issued to the Force in Egypt, what 
exhausting drains are liable to be made upon the Officers* 
Mess in matters that have nothing to do with personal 
extravagance : — 

At. Damages.— At an intermediate inspection taken at 

fekc Ahlitary Hospital, Ras-el-Tin, Alexandria, on the 7t1x April, damaffes 
were assessed to the total of Is. 25d. The following amounts will there- 
fore be char^— 21st Lancei« Id., 1st Scots Guards 2d., 2nd Deron 
Regiment 4th Rifle Brigade 2d." 

The Power of Music. 

There has been talk lately of the abolition of Military 
Bands. The following passage, showing their value in its 
true light, should be a death-blow to the abolitionists : — - 
“Haw r. AiiJur. 

Matters wei-e ^ing well for the Navy, when Captain Baird came on 
to- bowl at the Niirswy end, F. J. Wyatt was broi^ght back at the other, 

I and the band of the Royal Artillery struck up the tot numl^r on their 
programme. The last seven wickets then fell for forty-six." 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Buncos Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

It was Mr. Baboo Jabebjeb, B.A., who held that Woman 
loses in queenly dignity when she begins to turn cart-wheels 
on the stage. I go further than my learned friend. To my 
mind, she loses in queenly dignity when she masquerades 
in male costume, even though her motive in so doing is to 
be with the hero in his hour of danger. To others it may 
be thrilling, but to me it always smacks of pantomime. 
Thus, when Mini Auroy, in Mr. S. R. Crockett’s Anne of 
the Barricades (Hodder and Stoughton), donned a military 
uniform and joined Jean dc Larsao in Paris, whither he 
had been sent by M. Thiers to spy out the weaknesses of 
the Communists, I was sorry. Charming as she was, I did 
not need her then, being quite satisfied to concentrate 
myself exclusively on Jean. The adventures of this gallant 
general of artillery are set forth in Mr. Ceoceett’s best 
man^r. That extraordinary farce-tragedy, the career of 
^e Commune, could never be uninteresting, and Mr. 

Crockett has found it 

a more than usually in- 
spiring theme. I think, 
however, that he was a 
little afraid of the tragic 
possibilities of what must 
have been his original 
idea — that of a soldier- 
hero and a Communist 
heroine — and modified it 
by the introduction of 
In Chapter One 
Jean is obviously in love 
with Anne Dccies, soon 
to be the Joan of Arc of 
the Commune. Such a 
situation, if developed, 
must have absolutely for- 
bidden anything in the 
shape of a “happy end- 
ing,” and Mr. Crockett 
—regretfully, I hope- 
compromised. He re- 
duce the relations be- 
tween Anne and Jean to 



a brother-and-sister friendship, and created NM to supply 
the love interest. The result is a story less powerful than 
It might have been, but still full of drama and givinir a 
very dear picture of those troubled times. 

The only thmg that I do not like very much about Save 
tts from our (Gbbening) is the title, which seems 

cumbersome, though it is certainly expressive of this excel- 
Iratly entertai^ story. Mr. Wipliam Caine dedicates 
It to any matchmaker,” and one can only hope that its 
lesson and warning may be taken to heart by aU such well- 
meaning but often devastating persons. The awful example 

who, because she was happily 
married herself and had a passion for sfcring-puUing, n^rlv 
succeeded in playing ducks and drakes with the lives of the 

complacent husband had 
brought to Shaw their holiday at Trou-les-Dimes. The 



as anything I ha;^ r^ad ;;ihrs;b??t 

SO deftly treated 

ana lrq>t so well m just the nght holiday humour that you 


will be bound to laugh both at and with all six of its 
delightful characters. I myself chuckled aloud (a thing I 
seldom do at the bidding of a printed page) over the failure 
of poor Fanny*s nocturnal river-party, which, from her 
wrong assortment of couples, became, instead of a romantic 
serenade in the moonlight, a wild race between two mutually 
jealous and suspicious oarsmen. But the whole book is 
capital fun,^ and, before its happy ending, will have made 
for you six jolly new friends, from whom, despite their pig- 
headedness, you will have no desire whatever to be saved? 

On the title-page of The Cost of It (Heinemann) Eleanor 
Mobdaunt quotes from Ezekiel xviii. 2 : “ The fathers have 
eaten sour grapes, and the children’s teeth are set on edge.” 
As the plot of the story deals with Harry Mostyn's return 
to his mother and his mother’s people (she was of partially 
black blood, and had been deserted by her husband) and 
his successful treatment of a sugar-plantation on the island 
of “Monterracine,” and, as everywhere the shifty and un- 
pleasant traits of the “ whitey-browns” are insisted upon, I 
— - was led to suppose that 

the novel would be yet 
another diatribe against 
mixed marriages, and 
would culminate in some 
dire catastrophe. Yet 
Harry Mostyn through- 
out the book remains the 
strong, silent English- 
man so dear to romance, 
marries an English girl 
without any apparent 
heart-searchings on the 
subject of his disability, 
and, although she worries 
herself to distraction with 
the fear that her first- 
born may exhibit the 
taint, I cannot find that 
he is in any way con- 
sidered blameworthy by 
the authoress. The 
child is still-born, and 
we are left to suppose 

1 XI . -r — that the future will be 

happy, so that I am still paiafully wondering what exactly 
the cost of It is._ Por the rest the book is remarkable 
foi a very pamstaking and obviously truthful account of 
toe mdustees, population and customs of the island of 
c’lMons maiimt ot Major Burston, 
TW« a Bood ridk and shot! 

from his fianc4e 

^8^ to faUoff the back of a cart, 
^d left hw to the mercy of their pursuers. I clenched mv 

somehow I failed to swallow this. If only hoWer for the 
jfwhlf® ®otio colouring, I can recommend The Cost of 
It, which, after all, is merely. I suppose, six shillings. '' 

^om Mr. Wabneb’s book, Bngland v. Australia : 

Bames had howled 9 overs, 6 maidens for 3 mns a 
^ly a m^t astounding and sesicely creditable performSce. " ^ ^ ’ 
hiotter— to throw away three runs like that. 


Teacher ej XiUarc-Stuilff Class (tlttriag a sudden. sJuucer). 

THIS IS AN ow-onroNiTv yon Must sox miss. Take voue books Ivn vTvr 

OEDINAET EAltTH-WOHM ON ITS 


'‘Now, CHILDEEN, 
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CHARIVARIA. Peremptory 

m ^T 1 >-r , . n announcement : — 

The ^,etieste Jsachrichtm says fcliat| ** Enough Eain ” 

Lord HALD.V8fE’s new appointment ^ but either our contemporary’s cireula- 
Seeing that tion is more restricted than it imagines, 
warm wool- or else the weather refuses to be 


places liim in the cold, wccmg Laj«,( 
he has been given a nice warm wool 


sack this is nonsense, 

* ::t 


‘The Vicar of feeigate,’* we read, 


dictated to. 

”• — it"'' I We wonder, by the bv, that the 

who IS a prominent OddfeUow, has; effect of flashing the words on to the 
aiianged to pplain tl^ Insurance Act clouds at night-time was not tried 
to the residents of Hook.’* Anyone * * 

who thinks himself capable of explain- ! The WiUesden Eluealion Authorities 
ing the Act must indeed be an odd . have decided to give egg-and-milk daily 
fellow. ifjQ inyalid child 


attending one of 


of all their Bills. There is one at least 
which ^ certainly escaped our notice. 
Referring to a recent election The 
British Weekly sUtes, “Above all, the 
most persistent and virulent attacks on 
the Insurance Act were made by agents 
of the Amend-the-League Act.” 

“ Cockroaches in Bed 
^ Suit against a steamship 3.ike 
is a heading which catches our eye in 
a newspaper. And why, pray, sliould 
not the little creatures go to bed some- 
times? They get tired, ■vve suppose, 
like the rest of us. 


* 


» , « -rr .Li 1 , i schools, but have refused a request 

At bomerset House there have been for cod liver oil. This shows a nice 
on view some specimens of the “ health ' appreciation of the child mind. 

insurance stamps.” This means, we =!• i *•" j ' 

».[«>!«. tb.» »„ 1,^ be® ft. SAb„»,, .pe’ddbg .. . meefeg I 

CT “te S «I » smtoy ol Medieal Ci>»»ea, Je- ; th«l she eoold weU bdleve it for it is 

gum 101 us to uclr. . olared that lUiteraey among medical so easy for coins to drop between the 

““ boards, she herself hav- 


j An old lad 5 % on reading that “ losses 

to tlie ratepayers of Yarmouth on the 
1 


Sir?” 


By the waj^ the four- 
penny stamp is described 
as being “ claret and 
orange.” This sounds 
delicious, and should 
mean a good sale. 

Evidently some per- ^ 
sons arc convinced that ' 

Home Rule is bound to 
come. A well - known 
iirm of cake and biscuit ' 
manufacturers at pre- 
.seut earn ing on business 
in Dublin has decided to 
erect a factory at Aintree, 
near Liverpool. 

A lunatic who escaped 
from the County Asylum 
at Brentw’^ood was recap- 
tured at Grays, where he 
was addressing dock workers on strike. 
His audience had failed to detect the 
disability from whieli he was suffering. 

One of the persons who object to the 
Rev. P. H. GiLiiiNGHAM playing cricket 
for Essex is a Mr. Hen. Is he afraid 
[ that the redoubtable parson will pro- 
’duce a duck*s egg? 

ijS ^ sJe 

We are not among those who would 
encourage Mr, B. M. Cotton to bring 
a libel action against a certain daily 
paper which described him as “The 
Calcutta Sweep Hero.” We think 
he would be well advised to leave 
matters as they are. Wliile it is 
annoying to be called a sweep, it is fine 
to be a hero, 

'‘iJa 

The Baihj Mail has again been test- 
ing its influence, and the result in this 
instance is some little disappointment 
at Carmelite House. On the 10th inst. 



ing lost a three-penny- 
bit that way. 


Military Feat. 

i “A Corporal in the Somer- 
set Regimpot became possessed 
of a p.'t under pcc-iiliareirciim- 
stauccR. Whilst travelling up 
from S.mllnjnpton last week a 
thrush Hew into the railway 
caiTiagc, wliich the coiporal 
j ca2)Uu*.(l.” 

I PffmJmn Uemhh 

jWe are not told if the 
’railway carriage which 
! the gallant corporal cap- 
tured was armour-plated, 
but it was clearly a good 
performance and he de- 
served all the loot he got. 
The episode should be a 
warning to any other 

thrushes who may be 

students was appalling, and many ‘ proposing to travel up to town from 
doctors would be ploughed if their final J Southampton. 


JUMPING COMPETITION AT LITTLE WURZEL 
' AGRICULTURAL SHOW. 

foifil), “Now, HOW MANY TOINTS DOES THAT COUNT TO HIM, 


examination were not in medicine but 
in spelling. We begin to understand 
now why prescriptions are w’rittcn in 
a sort of Latin. 


* 


An old lady of Wood Green, wlio 
celebrated her lOSth birthday last week, 
is. The Daily Mail tells us, never so 
happy as when someone takes her out 
in a motor car. Some kind-hearted 
friends, we hear, are talking of present- 
ing her with a motor-bicycle on her 
next birthday. 


* * 
* 


Commercial Candour. 

“Burn Irish Coals, develop your 
Deposits, trust in God and keep cool.” 

r . r_^ T. « T V 


Peat 


Insh ItiduMi'ml Journnh 


“The King of Coiners,” who has been 
sentenced to eight years’ penal servitude 
at Exeter, should not be confused with 
“ The Copper King,” who is now paying 
a visit to this country. 


* ❖ 


T1 e Government legislate in such a 
hurry that it is difficult to keep count 


“Several interesting presenfations were made 
by Major-General Sir A. E. Codrington, 
3CC.V.O., C.B., at the final performanees of 
the Royal Naval and Mi.itary Tournament at 
Oljuipia on Saturday. 

Tlie first was to the Hon. Mi-s. Heuniker- 
H^ton, 'who had been taking the iwirt of 
Elizabctii in the Historical Ejnsode, hi the fonn 
of an insenbed silver rose bowl .” — The StandanL 

The Earl of Leicester, too, was much 
fancied in the form of an engraved 
silver salver. 


“Wanted, Commission Agent for the sale of 
cloth hearth rugs, to cover Northumberland, 
Cniuherland, Durham, and Yorkshire.” 

Advt. iA “ The yorkehire iVsA” 

It looks as if there might be a certain 
sameness about the landscape. 


c c 
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THE KING’S STATIONERY. 

•• Lines ^dressed to any distrilniior of the atove, 

“uliion pamiihletB going round to explain the 
W' the paper hill." This painful 

i I DO not grudge the harmless play 
^ frr?’^ ’?vhieh your duteous hand indulges, 

• Who send me every other day 
, These notes of income-tax to pay 

W^herewith my paper-basket bulges. 


I do not very greatly mind 
Your most importunate insistence ; 

I recognise the need you find 
Of doing something of the kind 
To justify your strange existence. 

TVesh from the Governmental mills, 

They swell my waste of rag and tatter, 
Or serve my pipe as paper spills 
Along with puffs of liver pills 
And suchlike literary matter. 

A myriad reams shall never boi-e 
My habits from their settled cyolo : 

1 11 state my income, less or more, 

Only (and not a day before) 

Upon the eve of good St. Michael. 

Thencefomard though you claim your duo 
seventy times by seven, you 
Will have to %vait till March is through 
l5efore you toucli a single sou 
Of what I owe the Inland Revenue, 

Thus, I ignore your futile whips, 

Just as I view wdth mild endurance 
Those 20,000,000 urgent scrips 
Scattered about by way of tips 
On How to Cope with State Insurance. 

Let loose upon my kitchen where 
They smother Mary, Jane and Bosa, 
ihese leaflets cause me no more care 
Than those the Sibvl flung in air, 

Or Autumn’s breeze in Vallombrosa, 

George^s feats, 

.My dovecote still remains unfluttered • 
Knee-deep among the drifting sheets 
A stolid matron stews my meats ; 

My eggs are boiled ; my toast is butteved. 

And yet I cannot calmly blink 
At all the lavishness that proffers 
Those tons of pulp, those seas of ink; 
Because the cost, I hate to think, 

Comes out of my precarious eoffeus. 

This thought annoys me night and noon, 

'T'u bosom like a viper — 

^at. though I never call the tune 
(Or I should change it pretty soon), 
iou run me in to pay the piper ! 

The burglar breaks my house, and still 
Would have me rank among his debtors ' 
He bursts my safe and takes his fill 
Tnen sends me in the stationer's bill 
or paper used for threatening letters ! 


THE EDUCATION OF JOHN- 

(% one of the Ed-imtws.) 

Wb girls are havmg a great deal of anxiety about the 
edncaition of John. He is now five years old and a big boy 
for his age, and it is time he began to learn something so 
as to be able to hold up his head in the society of his 
equals and to earn his living when the time comes. I took 
that from a book called “ First. Steps on the Path to Know- 
ledge which Dad had throw'n on the floor when he was 
reding it. I read this bit to Dad, but he said he would be 
quite satisfied if John could hold his own and punch the 
other chap’s head; and Mum said Hush, he 'mustn’t put 
ideas m the chddren’s heads. When we told Dad that we 
had decided to begin John’s education, he' said, “Don’t 
woiwthe boy; his troubles will come quite soon enough 
anyhow; '• and then we told .Dad the story about the boy 
who could talk Greek when he was four and turned into 
a wonderful philosopher, and Dad said if we made John a 
philosopher he ’d out him off with a shilling. I ’m afraid 
Dad doesn’t feel much interest in education, and it’s very 
dimcnlt to get hun to take a serious view of life. 

However, Eosie and Peggy and I were quite firm about 
it, and we settled to make a start on tlie first wet afternoon 
which was kst Tuesday. We prbmise'd John a piece of 
chocolate if he was good and paid attention, and be said he 
would if he liked the game. Then we put some'.writing- 
paper and pencils and blotting-paper on the nursery table 
which looked very well. I sat at the 'rniddle of tbe table, 
with Eosie on one side of me and Peggy on the other, and 
“ I i^er in my hand. , ., 

W eU. we iMgan with the alphabet. We-did it tw letters 
at a rime, aM John said them after me beautifully for a 
loM fame. He got half the chocolate when we' finished 

f o of mischief, and when 
I said Q R, he said, “ No, I aren’t,” and looked round and 
laimhed. Rosie laughed too, but I , said, “ Silence, silence." 
and then I tned agam, but again he said', "No, I aren’t.” 
Then Peggy did a dreadful thing. She. said I had got it 

before P; because 'Q was 
just like 0 with a tail to it, and therefore Q mist c'ome 
Erectly afta; 0. Eosie and I tried, to show, hex 3 
kmdlj how Ignorant and stupid she was, but she got 
offended and said we were bad teachers and she would 
have nothing to do with us.. Then she took her helmet and 
went out of the room to play ambushes. We heard her for 
a long tune in the passage capturing convoys and giving 

After this John said he ’d had enough of alphabets, so we 
^ve ^ a httle bit more of the chocolate Ld tried him 
mth the commeraal geography of Australia. Rosie read 

I said I woidd essmme him to see if he’d been attending 
So l said. Now, John, will you please tell ine what are tife 
principal exports of Australia ? ” What he ought to have 
frozen meat and timber ^nd hides” 
and tomgslike that. But what he did say was “Julia” 
winch 18 the name of his nume-she wasn’t te the room^ 
TaK ^ singing voice. I said, “ Nonsense 

^ If you can’t tell me the produofe' 

mU you give me the names of the chief Australiannorts’ 
and John said in the same voice, “JameVanrCv ” 
which are the names of the butler and the footman Tl^n 




June 19, 1912. 










'-'"^-J^';:^: ' -xl 


'V'-':¥SF 

.•;^>'‘vV^^-' 




mr- 












..5*S^v 












--~~~-^-:^iz-ZFr-A-- 














it® 
















> 2 'i^ 




<J 


''m 


Wik:. 


't' 














\mi 




;^=VFi:' a?' 1 1 , 






iik 


'.t 'v5' ' . 


7.^ 

■'v;i'4l 




t7'’ r. 






m- 




7'7^/' 


kk'U' 

', ; •7’‘ 
''vi‘'\,' 
.'kkkl 


JM 


t':<\v»v; 


^•'V///.:;/ v ^ 






'^'75 


"'is 




-.Vr"''->' 




•5i- 




*"■;:■* "7.-"' 


'*:<;rV'^‘-"' -i:-' 


imm\ 


m 


m 








NO ANSWEE. 


&i«!m.™ G<,m.-o. -t CAN CALI, SPIEITS MOM THB VASTV DEBP " 

B.'m^ P»CH. ..WHY, SO OAK I, OE SO OAE ANY MAN 
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(^Eenry IV., Part L, Act III., Hcetie 1.) 
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and when John said Eosie was his darling Anstralia she 
gave up trying and laughed for about five minutes. It was 
no good going on with the lesson after that, and I 'm afraid 
John liasn’^t made much progress. 

I have quite forgotten to say that John is pretty good at 
^■ench, but he doesn’t learn it in regular sit-down lessons. 
Mademoiselle Bertha comes every morning at 10 o’clock, 
and she and John walk in the garclen for an hour when it’s 
fine and play games together when it’s raining. He won’t 
say a word in Erenohto us, but he euii talk, for I hid behind 
a bush once in the holidays when they were out together! 
and I heard him chattering away like anything. He can ^ 
say a little French prayer too, and he doesn’t seem to mind 
our hearing that. Last night he asked us to come into his 
room to hear him say it, and just as he knelt up in his 
bed with his face to the wall and put his fat little hands 
together Aunt Mary crept in very quietly to listen, and 
John said it very prettily from beginning to end. This 
is it 

L'Angb Gardien. 

Veillez sur moi quand je m’eveille. 

Bon Ange, puisque Dieii Ta dit ; 

Et chaque nuit quand je sommeillo 
Penchez-vous sur mon petit lit. 

Ayez piti6 de ma faiblesse ; 

A mes c6t4s marchez sans cesse ; 


Parlez-moi le long clu chemin, 

Et pendant que je vous ecoute, 

De penr que je ne tombe on route. 

Bon Ange, donnez-nioi la main. 

When he had finished, I said, “ He hasn't made a single i 
mistake; " but Aunt Mary said nothing at alL She gave a ! 
sigh and went up to John and hugged him, and then she i 
crept out of the room just as quietly as she came in. 

Altruism. 

p. aiid har& gone for a month to Tc Aroha and Eotoma 

for the benefit of lira, *s health."— A tin Zealand iraiL 

Wo are always ready to dash off to the Biviera for tha 
benefit of the health of any of our readers. 

Overheard at Tilbury Bock Station. 

Sirilcer (to Strike-lrealce)') : ** What are you doin^ down 
here, taking the bread out of my poor wife’s mouth ? ” 

Strihe-breaJeer : “ What about mi/ poor wife ? Don’t you 
think she ’s got a mouth too ? " ^ 

“Yesterday no less than three accidents wore caused by motomts 
startling i^eople hy blann:; their lionis. In one case the i^tart caW 
by a hoip made a child Imiible and cut her head open. In the other ' 
two, suiclen blasts of tho horn caused people to stand sli.! and ba i 
ehaiged. Aires Standard. j 

The chauffeurs must have taken them for accumulators. ' 
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“BALLS CATERED FOR.” 

“ Axd this,” I sail!, ieadiug the deal’ 


coi^ally.” Bei arm left miae andjVery hkely a tout 

look. I back-door and ext 




a look full of meamng. Now, there |FraW-Pr^ssTan. TitrTo - ItaUan 

for, escept an arid opinion ! 
on tlia musical comedy' 
of the day. But dissim- 
ulatiou is Iho accepted 
conduct of the ball-room. ‘ 

Is there nothing else 1 . 
can do for you before. 

\Ye part ? ” I said. 

Would you mind 
telling my husband I 
want him?" she an-, 
swered, as her next 
paiiiuer took lier olf. 

" I should love it,** 1 
said, for we continue to 
dissemble, even W'ben 
our dissimulation is thusi 
ti*aded upon. Such is 
the stuff we are made of. 

Had I Jiad the oppor- ; 
tanity of asking her j 
name, I don’t suppose] 

I should have seiised it. 

Here, again, we pretend 
to know. So I noted 
that she was a Nor- 
wegian Peasant (for it 


ours. I have ascertained that we didn’t | •« A delightM dance,” she responded 

even write out the invitations ourselves, as if she had known him aU herlfe 
Bytheway, Isupposeyouweie invited, or, at any rate, had met him before’ 
worent you? ! "Beautiful flowers. If it would not 

I nodded proudly. ^ I be troubling you too much. I should 

. Apparently, continued Air. \eiTv, 'like . . . ** 

-‘A partner? Certainly. Do you 
m uhis to-do is the result of a five | know Mr. Spurgeon?” said he briskly 
minutes conversation with the Stores. | indicating me. 

” ’ ’ ' ‘ "Yes.” 

“ And don’t 


but ' anonymous lady ba<A to tlie 
dancing room,—" this is the point at 
which, however little we may have 
agreed with each other in the past, our 

faces Iwcak suddenly into amicable, -iiu sms lo-ao is tne i-esnif r>F . 

SS'-’ ”*>■ “f 6ta». 


came round to our 
extracted an order for 



lELcraoNi: roa thb Fine BiUGAuii:. 


wi» a f^cy-dress affaW and sought 
ont m. Vervy, our genial host. 

"Ah! my young friend.” said he. 
Have a cigarette with me. It is a 
pleasure to meet someone I roafly 
I know . . . Judging from the ei-owd of 


I as the"evenhig'goM 

I on that one is being a lunatic,” I ob- 
I pngJiug my jester’s bells. “ I 

[ dare Rav if. . 


“JAMiii! James! 

A-riRE ! ” 

<,vr, oAivunj un VO a one 

MTC ’rBoxixoi^elitttemoreandshould 

1. WIATOt^RAlH PEOPLE, 1\E JTUST GET THEM HERE FlUSr.^* , haVO prOVlded tllG llOSt 


care for him? Ve?’y 
good; 1*11 get you another. WeVe 
a large assortment in stock in the 
room."^ And he hurried off, to 
again in a minute with a 
Nubian. 

and! "Miss Er-er-m,’* he said formally, 

1 " may I introduce Mr. Errer ? ** And he 
was gone. It was all 
very rapid but very com- 
plete; they seemed to 
take to each other at 
once. . I felt that my 
■'support was no longer 
necessary.- 

"Eormy paiVIsaid, 
bowing discreetly, "I will 
go and see if I '"can find 
3 'ou a husband." 

" Oh, please don't 
trouble,*' she smiled 
(rather genuinely for a 
ball-room, I thought), 

" this one will do." 

Mr. Verry, having 
been told the truth, 
declares that he is always 
glad to bring a husband 
and wife together again, 
and refuses to take any 
blame. The Stores, he 
says, having done so 
much, should have done 


Tee HOUftE 


"And so to business," said I. "Ji 
have a message for the husband of the ' 
Norwegian Peasant." 

" Which one ? " 

•‘Her with the black hair and the 
eome-lnther eye. What's her name ? ” 

Good 
how 


as well as the guests. 


iuuiu X jsnow / 1 m a stranger here.” ^ 

“I temporize 
With the deserted wife.” * 

Some time later I met her again, 


S11Q1111013R, he 

explamed, was solely on the evidence of speed, 
and 111 order to obtaui a conviction on the 
^cond summons the same evidenco should he 
oLveii. The case, therefoi'e, eamo ■within tlie 
maxim /nc/najm mlthm musa bis ccxari debfU" 
-- ihe Autocar, 

Not so much of your obsolete Norman- 


dare it is"th;%^amTin Zny or^ 'auHL ^ 

asylum.” ®^® veiy reproachful and 


J. ”i 


I here? 

“\yhich reminds me,” said 
have to ask you, as tlie host . , 

“A moment, my son. You jump at 
conclusions. I didn't say tie lere 
, giving a dance. Obviously none of the 
I Bowers, food, servants or bandsmen are 


1 o T, - :: “Bun over, per- 

haps ? I ye done a little desti-uction 
myself this evening. But here’s Mr. 
' ^orhaps he has news.” 

Mr. \eiTy came up looi^g very 
gemM. “Dehghted to see you,” he 
said to hor. •• Awfully good of- you to 
come. All your peopled?” 


I ® Bu-mingLam to London express liad 

Ija^d over the Ashington water trough, the 
anvei ot the second engine noticed a simhe 
about three feet in length^ing upon the smokV 

toir^kf^ ' 

. It fa thought tliat the snake was in the water 
picked up from the teough by the tot enM^ 
ami was forced out when the tank -was full. * 
J)ublin JEvcniiiff SerahL 
Not bad as a snake-story, but we 
^ink the title, " A Bad - tempered 
Douiiey, was ill-chosen. 
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THE PUFF ADROIT. 

(.1 im^OB of the reference in a irecent, 
novel to a saleable commoditif niade^ 
by Cl member of the novelist's family }) ; 

I. ! 

Lady Marjorie Tvas always in her' 
elemenb in directing a picnic. She! 
took a piece of paper and a pencil < 
and began to enumerate the articles. * 
“ First mustard,” she said. “ Then salt.” ' 
“Oh, no,” said Connie Wildrake. 

“ Surely they don’t come so soon. 
Bread and butter before those.” 

“ No,” replied Lady Marjorie. “ You 
put down first the things most likely 
to be overlooked. That ’s one of my 
picnic principles. Another is never to 
leave the house without seeing that 
everything has been put in the car. 
And the third is always to take one of 
Poldrone’s hams.” • 

“ Oh, Marjorie, how clever you arel” 
Conjiie gurgled. 

II. 

Lord Bognor started as she uttered 
the words, so fateful and so dear. 
“Gould she mean them?” he asked 
himself; and his mute agony caused 
her to say them again. 

Then in rapture he sank on Ins 
knees before her and flung away his 
cigarette ; but remembering that it %Yas 
a “ Pyramid,” he picked it up again. 

III. 

“ Halt ! ” snapped Colonel Wannop, 
and the whole party stopped as though 
struck by lightning. 

^ “ Pull length ! ” he shot at us through 
his clenched teeth, and we dropped 
instantly on our hands and knees in 
the long grass. 

“ Don’t stir ! ” he hissed. 

A few moments of awful suspense 
passed and then suddenly the Colonel’s 
rifle rang out. 

“It’s dl right,” he said; «I*ve 
bagged him. It was a scout. See," 
said the man of kon as he led us to 
the dead body of our foe. “The foolish 
fellow : he used Phoebus polish for his 
boots. How could I help seeing him 
even three miles away ? ” 


IV. 

“ Sing to ns,’ ’ said Mrs. Marler in those 
soft but imperious tones which few ever 
dared to disobey, and Mariamne, like 
one hypnotized, glided gracefully to- 
wards , the . pipo . and, after a brief 
prelude, 'broke into a passionate melody. 
It had the waywardness of Debussy, 
the austerity of Brahms, and the ecstasy 
of Schubert, and withal an accent of 
intimate poignancy which none of these 
masters has ever attained. As the 
last notes died away, the listeners sat 
entranced yet perplexed. At last the 



young Tf tfri. -But that s very excessive, EsrcciALrA” .vs it’s ix season’, i^x’x itI 
„ “Well, M.vdam, it is and it isx*t, as you might sat. Whit with 

Fp.NCH OARDENIXO AND WIIAT NOT, THE VEGETABLES THAT USED TO BE OUT OF SEVSOY AEE 
IN. AND THEM THAT IS IX IS OLT, OIH.XG TO THE OThSI” 


silence was broken by Lord Eelling. 
“Who is that by?” he said in a low 
voice, too much moved to care for the 
niceties of grammar. “It must be 
either the devil or Volney Slosher.” 
“You have got it in two," replied 
Mariamne; “it is not the devil. But,” 
she went on, “ Slosher does not depend 
solely on his interpreter. The instru- 
ment is more than half the battle. I 
can never do him justice unless I am 
singing to one of Breitwald’s overstrung 
polyphonic grands.” 

V. 

As Bertram returned from chapel, 
where he wore his brand-new surplice 
with the ingenuous modesty of a fresh- 
man, he found his breakfast laid for 
him and Mrs. Brisket, his bed-maker, 
bringing in the teapot. “ I think ’ere ’s 
heverj^think you want, Sir,” she ob- 
served in a bibulous whisper, “ except 


^ the marmeiiade. Mr. Boker, w*ho bad 
these rooms last term, *e was very 
partickler about his marmerlade, so I 
thought as 'ow I 'd wait and see before 
I bordered any for you.” “Thank 
you,” said Bertram, flushing like a girl, 
“ but I ’ve brought some with me;” and 
he took from a ciipboaifl a pot of 
Hooper’s Golden Andalusian Blend, 
and^ proudly placed it on the table. 
“Well, I never! ” exclaimed Mrs. Bris- 
ket, and flounced out of the room. 


Commercial Candour. 

“Mc&srs. Telescope will render clear 

and distinct objects almost invisible to the naked 
ojo. ” '—AdrediscinouL 

As used by Nelson at the Battle of 
Copenhagen. 

Commercial Ambiguity. 

“For Sale, nseful Pony ; no further use." 
Ad\:t, iA St^fonhJiire Ukronide^* 




468 


PUNCH. OR THE LONDOj^- CHARIVARI. 


COARSE FISHERS. 

(Ah Oda for iJieir Opening.) 

Come, y© go^ sons of St. Izaak, come back to the biUow, 
Come witli your winches and wands stiff as poles of a 
coach, ^ 

Come with the campstool and bait-box— the wind’s in the 
willow, 

barbel and gudgeon and 

Ay, and the perch, the pugnacious— what hard-fightine 
fare IS his ! — os 

And, 'mid the daisies where sit our ripai-ian rank. 

There where the cuckoo-flower grows among orchis and 
iiises, 

Now shaU we lift them exulting agleam to the bank ! 

® y® takera of tunny and tarpon : 

Sniff, ^tul exports of Itehen full pliant of wrist ; 

Jte wlio ao cast along Spey, some incredible scarp on. 

Jeer at tlie gents with the gentles as oft as ye list : 
cocL'™ **'"^** Cocknej-s in crewds and in billy- 

^'mi'hiji“° preseiwed,” and whose rentals 

Yet we've the keenness that waits from the dawn when 
tiie stinlly cocks 

ChaUenge the rose-clouded East tiU the beetles boom by ! 

care a sixpence so long as you’ll leave I 

Down by a pond or a river (old Thames does for me). 

We who do worship the Tritons-good follows who thieve 

provide that it’s 

"'^'tolidar 

r a populous bank or by lours in a boat ? 

Cittte care we if wo may, for a sober and solid day, ' 
i\ akh by a water-borne quill or a corpulent float! 

THE CIVIL SERVICE. 

aiy rvife was reading Punch last night, when sndden]„ 

n^nrk! <^at Civil Serv^t^o 

misforfune to he a Civil 

I belong, you see, to the Customs and Excise T)«T^nvf 

tell.™ “d LfSep™ SE Pf^. 

tZ IlboUtOTCT 


[June 19, 1912. 

j getting a part of the Insurance Bill 

mded, we really do a little. I may mention incidentally 
that the baby, aged two, doesn’t know me, having seen me 
only once or twice during her existence, while I am in- 
formed that my son, aged six, a short time ago invited 
his mother to give him some particulars about “that man 
I who lives with us.” Of course, old man, you couldn’t be 
exacted to know this, but you will understand how mv 
wife felt about it. 

Perhaps in future you could see your way clear to 
appoint a sub-editor to keep a special look-out for Civil 
bemoe jokes, and then put an asterisk, with a foot-note 
a word of explanation about the Customs and Excise? 
H you could, I ’rn sure all oiir fellows will be very grateful 

Meanwhile I shall not, of course, withdraw my subscription 
as om acquamtance is too long-standing to be severed by 
a little omission on yom* part, ^ 

^ append my name to this, but if yon 

could find space to print it in its entirety 1 shall know 
how Sony you feel about it. • 

Yours faithfully, 

i More in Sorrow than in Anger.” 


BOOKS THAT WILL LAST. 

(A Publisher’s List of the Future) 

r io AnvvtliA'ffA.vlf .... 


LANG’S LI SP OF LASTING LITEBATUBF. 


^^^PPSHIRE. By A. Sinclair 
Maddoek. Square demy 8yo, £4 4s. Od. net. 

rmted in silver on thin feiro - concrete slabs, 
-practically indestructible. 


"r"-.': . — OP PETER POP- 

.1 i^*^*®*^ Engraved 

on lacquei-ed brass. Ornamental capitals designed 

by Sir George Erampton. Total weight only 3 cwt 
Large crown 8vo, £29 net. 

“ '^°*'** money.’’_Oiloa Tinua. 

■Rmgs tme li-om coyer to cover."— AtkauBum. 


LONDON’S UMDEBOBnMMn By Thomas Burrow 
Demy 8yo, £7 net. Printed in gold on white 
enameUediron. Marble covers. 

Lcessaiy. protected, if 

Aiehard of “The Daily Mics and L eader." 

IT COULDN’T HAVE HA PPENED BEFORF 

.Tih. •« 

> y/tg -ButldeT and De>coYator, 

LANG AND CO.. LTD.. LONDON. 






THE "HUNDRED YEARS AGO*' CRAZE. 

<J(JICK-FIRINa COMPBTITIOS AT BKUJT, 21 SARDS (AXS SIGMTs). 


PHANTOMS. 

{Wniten in tU faint ho^e that it may meet the eye of her ii-hom it p-imi^ally concerns.) 


Nothing I know of their forms and theii* faces, 

Lingers no image to cliarm or perplex, 

Only I stare at these starch-stiffened cases, 

Only my spirit I vex, 

Wondering who were the bounders that liked the embraces 
Of these round their necks. 

Blithe were their hearts, or distracted by dolours ? 

Moved they at all in Society’s squash ? 

Fools or philosophers, pedants or scholars. 

Actors or writers of tosh ? 

One thing I know, and one only, that I have the coUare 
They sent to the wash. 

Vain to pursue them with empty surmises, 

Still, as I gaze at this glamorous store 
Of necklets not mine, yet again there arises 
The question I ask you once more — 

Who were they, those fellows, who took such im- 
possible sizes 7 
Yes, that is the bore. 

I have called this one William's. Dear William's is dotted 
With patches of brown ; I can picture his laugh ; 

A plethoric person was Bill, whose carotid 
Demands an eighteen and a-half. 

But Albert—how different was Albert ! As lithe as the 
spotted 

And stately giraffe. 


And Hemy’s has butterfly wings, and he held 'em 
Not worst of their kind when he went out to tea, 

Or donned them for dinner (he donned them not 
seldom ; 

They’re frayed at tlie edges) — ^what glee ; 

Must have lighted the face of the \Yaiiock, the haii"iird 
old beldam ; 

Who dumped them on me! 

She mixes them up, I suppose, in a barrel, 

And takes them at random and laughs if there fall 
To a broker of stocks a musician’s apparel; 

But cream of her joys is to gall 
The back of the neck of a bard as it opens to carol 
At Phoebus's call. 

She dooms me to alien tokens and pledges, 

To torques of outsider, that none of them fit ; 

For ever I purchase new jugular hedges, 

For ever they vanish and flit; 

I do not want Begin aid’s collars, and probably Beggie *s 
Been cursing a bit. 

But there ’s one little chap that, in spite of the chances, 
I get fairly often — his shape is divine, 

He comforts my throat with his tender advances, 

I ’ve christened him Frank’s, and I twine 
In my rosiest garland of idylls the fancy that Francis 
Has got one of mine. Evoe. 




4 ,* . 


ROOSEVELT DAY BY DAY. 

Oyster Bay, Tli nrsda Mr. Eoose- 
VELT has announced to-day, throngli 
Judge Tinkler, of Ephesus, ‘ Me., that 
he is in favour of infant suffriige, and 
that the platform which ho will submit 
to the Chicago Convention will contain 
an absolutely unreserved declaration to 
that effect. 

Judge Tinkler, in communicating 
the above statement, added that Mr. 
Eoosevelt had been induced to take 
this definite stand by what Lord 
Avebuet had written on “The Child is 
Father of the Man/* Feeling as he 
did like a two-year-old, he was con- 
vincedthat an immeasurable advantage 
to the country would be gained Sr 
placing the baUot in the bands of 
babies. 

OrsTEB Bay, F / idtii /.— Mr . Eoose- 
through General 
iSififei, of L tica, Pa., that he is in favour 
of imposing a super-tax on all golfers. 

General Biffer in explanation of the 

above statement, added that Mr. Boose- ; 
VELT had been led to adopt this attitude I 

by overhearing Mr. PocKEPELriBE's j 


FIRST aid; 

language on the links after missing the 
globe three times running. He was 
convinced by this experience that the 
1 moral tone of the country w’ould gain 
t in uplift by penalising indulgence in 
‘ a pastime which was so provocative of 
3 objurgation. 

t Oystee Bayj, Saturdciy. — Mr. Hoose- 
> \ELT has authorised Colonel Nahum 
Qiiiddle, of Smyrna, Mo., to announce 
f that he is in favour of a grant to supply 
all the public schools in the United j 
* States with free cliew’ing gum. 

Quiddle went on to explain 
that Mr. Roosevelt had been prompted 
to t^e this momentous step by his 
studies in antliropologj*-, which proved 
that only those races which system- 
atically exercised their jaws had left 
then mark on the world^s history. It 
should be the ambition of every true 
American to be able to say that he had 
never bitten off more than he could 
chew, 

Oy^er Bat, Sunday, — Mr. Roose- 
velt has commissioned Bishop Hiram 
1. Blott, of Damascus, N.J., to state 
that he is in favour of a State subsidy 
providing every adult American with ' 


J a suitable sum to contribute to the 
J weekly collections in church or chapel. 
J ‘ Bishop Blo:t added that Mr. Roose- 
L VELT had been moved to this declara- 
L tipn by his own experiences in early 
: youth, when on more than one occasion 
he had been reduced to placing buttons 
in the bag. He w^as fully convinced 
that the country would gain in self- 
respect by the removal of such humili- 
ating temptations. 

Oyster Bay, Monday. — Mr. Otis 
Conger, of Snakesville, Ga., has been 
empowered by Mr. Roosevelt to state 
that he (Mr. Roosevelt) is in favour 
of non-contributory pensions of five 
dollars a week for ail boys and girls 
between the ages of eight and eighteen. 

Mr. Conger, in conveying the above 

announcement,* made it clear that Mr. 
Roosevelt had been induced to take 
this definite stand by the representa- 
tions of his son Kbemit. ** When I 
pocket-money,’* he told his 
father, ** there was no crime of which 
I felt myself incapable.” Mr. Eoose- 
v^LT is dead sure that the supplying of 
this long-felt want will add electrify in" 
vim to the rising generation. ^ 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT- 

Exthalted riioM tiijs Diaky of Toby, M.P. 



The PiiEJiiER, riiESH ebom the bhiny, 


Eouse of Commons, 2j[onda7j, June 10. 
— Hearty cheer from Ministerialists as 
Pbime Minister briskly enters from 
behind Speaker’s Chair and seats him- 
self on Treasury Bench. Back from 
Mediterranean by way of Bay of Biscay, 
his face ruddy with sea breezes. Has 
unconsciously assumed slightly rolling 
gait peculiar to those who go down to 
the sea in ships. Also finds it impossi- 
ble to refrain from hitching up his 
trousers afore and ahint, as sailors do, 
more especially on the stage. Almost 
expected as he passed Speaker’s Chair 
he would turn aside and, touching 
his forelock, report to Mr. Lowther, i 
“Come aboard, Sir.” Settling down 
into his old seat before brass-bound 
box, relaxed into landsman manner, pre- 
sently rising, Question paper in hand, 
to make the short answer that does not i 
always turn away wrath. 

As all the world knows, Parliament 
just now exceptionally pressed with load 
of work. Arranged that there shall be 
Autumn Session to wind up on Christ- 
mas Eye. More than probable, cer- 
tainly if necessary, it wdll run into 


next year. In such circumstances 
reasonable to suppose that every 
moment of time would be jealously 
safeguarded, every hour rigorously put 
to useful purpose. What happened 
to-night tlirows lurid light ou way we 
have at Westminster. 

Pirst Order of Day consideration of 
Government of India Bill on Peport 
stage and proposal for Third Beading. 
Bill having passed Second Beading and ! 
[ Committee, wherein full discussion w'as 
permitted, only exceptional circum- 
stances would justify fresh debate on 
later stages. Exceptional circum- 
stances truly there were. Bill legalises 
changes in Government of India, nota- 
bly removal of capital from Calcutta to 
Delhi, dramatically disclosed last Ses- 
sion in message received from His 
Majesty, at the time on a visit to India. 
But as Bonaldshay shrewdly pointed 
out, discussion at this stage must needs 
bo academic. Provisions of Bill already 
in operation, having received Eoyal 
assent in fashion closer akin to methods 
of Plantagenet sovereignty than to Par- 
liamentary customs of to-day. 


Delightfully characteristic of House 
of Commons’ ways that, having thus 
pointed out that speech-making was 
sheer waste of time, Bonaldshay pro- 
ceeded to deliver address of considerable 
lengtli. Happily situation too palpa- 
bly absurd for undue prolongation. 
After brief reply from Montagu, w-ho 
as Under Secretary for India succeeds 
in hitherto almost impossible feat of 
interesting House in affairs of his 
department, Bill read a third time 
without division. 

Busuicss done, — Government of 
India Bill, and what is known by 
grimly picturesque title. White Slave 
Traffic Bill, advanced on way to Statute 
Book. 

UoiihC of Lords, Tuesdai/, — Weary 
Titans of Legislature returned to their 
labom-s after brief Whitsun holiday. 
Met at customary hour with no other 
sign of anything unusual astir save 
exceptionally crowded gathering. In 
due time there came familiar procession 
of Lord Chancellor to the Woolsack. 
Mace-bearer Jed the way ; wigged and 
gowned Lord Chancellor followed; 
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the rear brought up by Purse-Bearer 
—an arrangement indicative of fore- 
sight of a generation long since dead 
and buried. Idea that, if pressing 
need of personal refreshment or oppor- 
tunity for bestowing benefactions befell 
on the way from robing room to Wool- 
sack, Lobd Cha^jcellor should have 
at hand the w'herewithal to meet it. 

W afchittg procession, sudden wonder 
nllcd the eyes of lookers-on. In respect 
of central figure, w’ig and gown were 
all right. They^ were the appanages 
of LoBEBuijy, daily seen through Ses- 
sions stretching over six years and a 
half. But the gait was different, and the 
Loud Chaxcelloe seemed to have 
gixined in girth what he lost in height. 
When he reached the Woolsack, faced 
about and sat down, the secret was out. 

It was Haldane, but yesterday 
Secretary of State for War ! 

Never in Parliamentary history was 
there executed such quick cliange. 
Yanished from view beneath full- 
bottomed wig was the carefully cul- 
tured wisp of hair drooping over the 
massive brow. At rest was the right 
hand, long accustomed from time to 
time, mechauicaUy it seemed, to stretch 
across to the left Iiip as if in search of 
sword hilt. When the War Lord 
seated Jiimself on Treasury Bench 
in the Commons keen observers de- 
tected cautious withdrawal of the heels, 
as if he feared his spurs (which by 
the way he never wore in the House) 
might catcli in some impediment. 
On the WooLack this apprehension 
vanished. 

His helmet now a liive for 
Napoleon B, Haldane has gone to St, 
Helena, w hGVQ]?ii7icli finally leaves him. 
In his place sits Viscount Haldane 
Lord Chancellor of the Bealm. 


[June 19, 1912. 


vast majority of whose Members are 
Tories of the deepest dye must, it was 
said, be either a studied insult or an 
extravagant joke. 

Turned out that in his judgment of 
men G.-B. was even shrewder than was 
thought. The subtle influence that 
fills and dominates House of Lords 
wrought its accustomed miracle. In 
incredibly short period of time the ter- 
magant Badical was tamed into the 
courtly Loed Chancellor, "pride of the 
Bishops' Bench, idol of our old nobility, 
stern repressor of astonied Liberals in 
town and countrj' who, when they had 
put their men in power, presumed 
to take it for granted that the Lord 
Chancellor would do something to 


lifA I 




That “ good Americans when they 
die go toParis ” is a familiar obseiTation. 
Tliat good Liberals when they go to the 
H<mse of Lords are apt to drift over 
to Conservative camp is a phenomenon 
not less certain of development. Study 
m this school of metamorpliosis finds 
in recent times nothing more striking 
than case of Lorehubn. To those who 
knew “Bob*; Beid in the Commons 
during the Highties announcement of 
Ills promotion to Woolsack had im- 
memate consequence vulgai-ly described 
as taking away the breath. It was 
b.-B wh^ forming his first Ministry, 
did It. Disposition at first to regard 
step as exuberant flash of canny 
humour So extreme was the Badical- 
ism of the Member for Dumfries that 
lie regarded IIabcourt with distrust 
on account of suspected Whigism and 
was restless under evidence of innate 
uonservatism in Gladstone. To select 
him as President of a Chamber the 



“Ill’s helmet now a hive for bees.” 


redress tlie balance between Liberals 
and Conservatives on the Magisterial 
Bench, left a little askew by prolonged 
beneficent patronage of Lord 
Halsbubv. 

Business done . — ^Irish Creameries and 
Dairy Produce Bill read a second time 
“Dear me!” said the new Lord 
Chakcellob when Clerk at Table 
recited Order of the Day, “ the Irish 
Question fallows me even here ” 

Friday — Stribng testimony to 
ealth of material at disposal of Prime 
Minister that he was able at sudden 
call to reconstruct his Ministry on 
retirement of Lorebuen. Only three 
days since Haldane took his seat on 
\\ooIsack. Already shows himself as 
much at home there as if he had been 
recesses. The Marine 
of the Mimst^, ready to go anywhere 
and do anything, he made for himself 
a place la history by his administra- 
tion of the War OfiSce. As Envoy- 


Extraordinary on a jpeace mission to 
Berlin, he acquitted himself so well 
that the public readily accepted re- 
port that he would presently assume 
functions of accredited ambassador to 
mat capital. Nominated to the Lord 
Ghancellorsliip, he is accepted in both 
political camps as the ideal man for 
the post. 

Por successor at head of War Oifice 
Premier found Seely conveniently at 
hand. Before announcement of his 
promotion was officially made the 
House with one consent nominated 
him. He has been one of the most 
conspicuous successes of a singularly 
gifted Ministry. Appointment is as 
popular in the House as it will be with 
soldiers, who like to see one of them- 
selvea placed at the head of Army 
affairs. 

^ Bushiess done . — Debate on Muni- 
cipal Corporations (Qualification of 
yiergymen) Bill as amended in Stand- 
ing Committee. Lansburt’s motion 
for closure defeated. 


Die carfton is called ‘The tion in Prussia. 
Tlie cartoon IS called ‘TJie roimd the Kaiser’s 
bed counsel him to bo calm and reflect that he 
does not rale as they did ‘by divine right, ’ but 
IS merely the head of the business Ann of 
Germany and CjQ.’*~~-M(tnchestev Guardian. 

The cartton's name is crisper, but 
the cartoon's will, no doubt, appeal 
to many. 

“Arnaud Massey engaged in a tl.ree-ball 

We are ve^ glad these gentlemen 
turned up. It would have been a poor 
three-ball match without them. 


“Doctor Forestalled” is the feli- 
mtous heading of a paragraph in The 
JJQVoni and Exeter Gazette describing 
the sudden death of an elderly man 
while on his way to see his medical 
adviser. | 

A Sporting Offer. 

“In oouclusiou, Air. Allen said he should 
pleased to come back at any time to marry any 
of the 7.^g p^ple or to o-keiate at thK! 
of any of the old stalwarts of the Church.** 
J^hitstahh Ti^nes, 

The rilmy Side of Life. 

From the advertisement of a Lanca- 

shire Cinema Palace ; 

“Sins of our Fathers 
2,500 FEET LONG.** 
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TO MILKMAIDS-IN ABSENCE. 

feature ... is the almost entire lack of milkmaids. - 
SeiM t ttt a hinng-jiiti-' rceenttg lutU in a MulUind leicn.] 

RBTOiQf, 0 maidoDS, you that tend the kine 
(Or did so) in the vales of Arcadie, 

H^urn, Bereft of you the homesteads pine. 

The cattle, feeding on the luscious lea, 

Wait for their Mary, having had her tea, 

1 To call them home, and lowingly deplore 
j Ihe hour that erst relieved them of their store. 

j Anon, in gloomy file they wander back ; 

I ■ But where is now the milkmaid with her pails 
T’ allay their drum-like tautness ? Untaught Jack 
Only remains, who desperately fails, 

Trying all means, whereof not one avails 
(Clothes-pins included), till the sudden hoof 
Shoots forth and lifts him, screaming, to the roof. 

Now, too, Damootas and the shepherd swains 
No more with pretty ribbon deck their crooks ; 

No more they take considerable pains 
To wash their faces and improve their looks 
With costumes d la WaikaUt as in IBooks; 

Nor do they, in their lighter jnoods, devote 
Hours to the practice of the fluty oat. 

]?or you, 0 maidens, you have gone away ; 

Have gone, and left the uncouth swain small chance 
To air his graces 'neath the westering day, 
x^nd. with rude relish, thrid the mazy dance. 

The village green is void ; now, with sad glance. 

The local fiddler turns away, to drown 
His idle sorrows at the Cat and Crown. 


0 Phyllis, Chloe, while you may, return ; 

Nor lingei*, Daphne ; all the countryside 
Await you. That gay town for which you yearn. 

Is not for you. Nay, cold ones, by your mide 
A charge you, is it well to thrust aside 
Tlie crown that men Ijave placed upon your brows 
As the sole women not afraid of cows ? 

And oh, bethink you, 'twas this very milk 
{As a complexion-w'asli) that lent its aid 
To make your faces rosy, soft as silk 
*\nd smooth — and, if it subsequently made 
Butter for us, what matter ? Who *s afraid ? 

The veriest c^nic would the more enjoy 
That lubricant for its so dear employ. 

Dum-Dum. 

tlic course of hia scnnoii tlio vicar said they at St. Saviour’s 
felt lionoured in their service that morning by the presence of so manv 
who were devoting their gifts and business propensities and educational 
qualities to advance the morsd, comuiereial, and intellectual, and inniany 
ways, he might sav, the spiritnal welfare of their great andhistoiic citv. 

Pass the dull hours with 's Toffee do Luxe.” 

TJie Olijimi Chronicle and JD/jwto-y. 

Any vicar who preaches for hours must expect this sort of 
comment. 

**One of Fry[s earliest scoring strokes was made to long log, a lull 
from Nourso being skilfully phased between the legs of the batMUcii— a 
genuine old-fashioned log glide— from one of Pegler's deliveries.” 

JHrmidghauh Pobt 

Tlie man who can play two bowlers at once between ihe 
legs of both batsmen is the man for our money. 

“ A three-quarter Matron’s Coat .”— a UmXon Sale Outuhuj,’^, 

It might suit some one else’s aunt, but ours plays full 
back. 




THE BEWILDERER. 

Somehow I always have sliopping 
to do ia the village. If it; isn't a ball 
of string or a pencil or a loostal order 
for one-and-six, it is pretty sure to 
be a shoe-horn, stamps, vaseline or 
shaving soap. I suppose I never get 
my stuff in sufficient quantities; it 
can't be right that I should spend so 
great a part of my time biu'ing footling 
little things like these. 

However, I don't really mind bnj'ing 
things ; what I do object to is having 
the weather expounded to me at length 
in every shop in succession. ' I wish 
tliey would leave it alone. The only 
way to be happy in our climate is to 
forget about it. I have tried cordially 
agreeing ^\ith Uiem—but that onlv 
eggs them on. I have tried flatlv 
contradicting them — a poliev which 
must liave borne fruit in time, had I 
not found that it was making me 
unpopular and therefore abandoned it. 

Then I ejubarked upon a more subtle 
method — a blend of the other two — 
calculated neither to irritate nor to 
encourage, hut rather to bewilder. And 
here I found success. 

I tried it on jMrs. Hughes (2)oncils) 
first. ^ She said it wzis a beautiful day, 
wasn t it ... Nice to *ave a look 
at the sun again. , , , And ’ow warm 
for the time of *ear I 
Yes, I reidied, as if weighing my 
words, it certainly %Yas a beautiful 
niorning and very warm, oppressive 
indeed; and yet— I j)aused— at tlie 
same time tliere was something rather 
bleak alx)at it. Didn’t Mrs. Hughes 
think so? Ihiw, 3*011 know. 

“Oil, yes,” Mrs, Hughes replied 
unblushingly: “but there— what can 
you ex2)ect ? ’’ 

Then I tried Kemp (nail-brushes). 
He was stiil more ready to meet me 
half-Wti}*, for when he had drawn at- 
tention to the balmv nature of the 
morning and I had ‘'retorted that I 
fully agreed with him, but all the same 
I hoped we should have no sleet, he 
said he hoi)j?d so too, but that was the 
danger. He then tried to change the 
subject, but I wasn’t finished with him 
jct. I told him that I had found it 


» JL^JLUIU Ib 

veiT close and^ siiltiy coming lu) the 
hill, and he said he didn’t wonder at 
it. In his opinion it was a day to 
keep in the shade. “ Quite so,” said I ; 
" and yet I noticed quite a hi'itcr 
feeling in the air. Very bracing, of 

1 1 ^ 

/ labels) that it was long since we had 
iiad such a sw'eltering. bifivt/ dav she 
I letorted tliat that was exactly what 
she had said to Lane. She Jiad “passed 
I the very remark.” That made me feel 


that I wasn’t making much headwav. 
All the same the cure has taken effect. 
After persevering for two or three clays 
I began to notice a change, and by 
now Mrs. Hughes will studiously avoid 
mentioning a thunderstorm that is 
raging at the very moment of my 
entrance, Kemp talks glibly about, the 
cricket match of the previous Saturday" 
or the Government “up 'in London,” 
and Mrs. Lane serves me in smiling 
silence. 

I am beginning to think that much 
may^ be done by elaborating and ex- 
tending the system. Already I have 
enjoyecl further successes. I was 
travelling one clay alone in a third- 
class cotq7e. I was determined to keep 
the carriage to myself, partly because 
i had my feet up, partly because I 
wanted to smoke (and it was not a 
smoker), hut chiefly because I always 
want to keep things to my'self. Every- 
one does. At the first stop the huge 
form of a woman with a massive basket 
appeared in the open doorway and 
began to heave ’itself on to the step. 

I leant towards her. 

“Excuse me,” I said confidentially”, 
aiiuclently, “I suppose you didn’t notice, 
but as a matter of fact ” — I waved my 
hand in an explanatory manner — “this 
is a coupe I 1 am veiy sony.” 

“Oh, I beg your pardon, Sir,” she 
replied, and departed covered with 
confusion. 

But I regard as a still greater success 
the time wlien I was caught trespassing 
by a most unpleasant looking man with 
a dog. 

“ Look ’ere I ” lie shouted truculently, 
as^ he came up to me brandishing a 
stick. “Are you aware that this is 
private property?” 

I assumed ray gentle, explanatory, 
expostulatory voice, which always com 
niands attention. 

“Yes, certainly,” I said, "I know- 

very well that it is private property ” 

and I smiled very sweetly upon him— 

“ but then 7 am a private individual.” 
xm looked at me sternly for a moment 
“ W’y didn’ you tell me that before ? ” 
he demanded, and went his way. 


CINEMATICS. 

’Twas a nightmare; to begin, it 
Was a scene of rival crews, 
Bowing seventy strokes a mimito 
In the battle of the Blues ; 

Then they took us [allegretto) 

To a carnival in Spain, 

Through the squalor of the Ghetto 
To a vineyard in Lorraine. 

Geysers, selvas, tundras, gorges 
Passed before us as we sat ; 

Next, a scene of Bacchic orgies 
In a paralytic flat, - 
With the tenants all a-reeling 
Through the windows or the walls 
And a catastrophic ceiling 
That inevitably falls. 

Tulip, hyacinth and crocus 
Bloomed in clumps of quiverinr 
•--sheen; 

Steeds oblivious of focus 
Galloped wildly off the screen: 
Was it these or “ Peeps of Norway,’ 
Taken far, oh 1 far too quick, 

That constrained me to the doorwav 
Peeling imminently sick ? 

There ’s a twinge about my liver, 
There ‘s a grinding in my head, 

As I clutch the rugs and shiver 
With a bottle in my. bed, 

While the doctor comes to sound me 
With an animated-'^mile * 

And the bedroom swirls around me 
In the bioscopic stjde. 

I have suffered from neuritis 
And the sicknesses of note, 

Such as “flu,” appendicitis 
And a diphtheritic throat, 

But of all the ills that plague j'ou 
With their bitterness and gall 
’Tis the cinematic ague 
That*s the vilest of them all. 


It seems a gi-eat loss to ns not to have onr 
cliiiro .1 clock going. ^Ve look up at it evoiT 
day, and forget that it cannot tell ns the time. 
It seems to appeal to us all and sav Mv 
inward parts gi*cat!y need lencwing, and will 
you not come and lielj) me to set them to I'h'hts 
once more? '--PIym2non Parish MugarJne, "" 

We shall be thei-e, without fail, with a 
bottle of oil and a feather. 


Colonist, Kdson, H'.Z. 

pie ambulance, in the meantime, ivas 

“• “«■>“»«”« ‘k* 

* roofl'/ materials and the linen is 

tr^ted under the most approved sanitarv con- 
cleanliness is main- 

mued,^ — Advert mme, a of a 2Mel Zaundry, 
This IS the kind of deanliness that is 
next to ungodliness. 


The Transi'aal Ohservatorv wiU iu fufnre 
be known as the Union Observatory, and the 
ofhcer-in-charge will be known as tJie Un.cn 
Astinloger."- The Ithodma IferahL 
I Nativities cast while you wait. 

annomiced in the ‘Govoi-nment 
Gazette that the Albert Medal has been con- 
leired upon an aboriginal in the Hoper Eiver 
conntnr, AVestem Australia, for gallantly dis- 
played in saving the life of a police trooper, wlio 
was earned away by the eiin*eiit while swimmiug 
a nver, while conveying an aboiiginal who was 
chained to the police station. ” 

Th^ ^ 1 • 1 ^atal intness, 

±he old-fashioned miUstone (round the 
neck) IS cheaper and just as effective. 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


LITERARY GOSSIP. 

Mb. John Muebay’s production of 
Behind the Night-light, by a child of 
three years old, means the breakage 
of a great ^ many literary records. 
We are reminded by a contemporary 
that Mrs. Alice M. Diehl, in her 
reminiscences, claims to have pub- 
lished a volume of poems, Wild Spring 
Flowers, at the age of eight, which 
was compared by The Literary Gazette 
to WOEDSWOETH. 

But the feat of the Mueeay infant 
prodigy is further enhanced when we 
recall the fact, which has so far escaped 
the notice of our literary sleuthhounds, 
that Mr. Hall Caine, at the age of 
seven, published a three-volume novel 
with the formidable title of Gromioell 
Boad ; or. The Fverlastmg Thoroiigh- 
fare» This remarkable work, which 
was dedicated to the Emperor 
Napoleon HI., was published by the 
now extinct firm of Blitherley and 
Bilger, and elicited a remarkable 
tribute from the literary critic of The 
Berniondscjj Atkenaum. After com- 
paring the writer to Thackeray he 
went on,^ « Whether we consider the 
punctuation or the plot, this is a novel 
of which no conscientious reviewer can 
fail to observe, « We ne'er shall look 
upon its like again ! ” 

Another wonderful example of pre- 
cocious talent was the first work of Mr, 
Maurice Hewlett, which saw the 
light when its gifted author was only 
six and a-half years old. It was called 
by the singularly original title, The 
Wardour Street WoJider, and was 
published by the famous firm of Tusher 
and Tusher. So remarkable a venture 
did not escape the lynx-eyed glance of 
The Skibbereeji Eagle, which, com- 
menting upon the literarv prowess of 
the youthful genius, remarked, “ Bedam, 
but this is an eaglet-after our own heart. 
We must keep our eye on him. More f 
power to his aquiline elbow.” The ^ 
Shibhereen Eagle, it should also be q 
added, compared Mr. Hewlett to f 
OssiAN, Burke and T. P. O’Connor, ^ 

I who was already beginning to strike 
> Grub Street pink. ^ ® 



Irish ffaady Aiidti { ml , niruuf rrutmlilts haul i,i hull of oj^icerd nio^s), “That was a tine 

PIKE YE GOT IN INDIA, CAPTAIN ; YE WUVr WANT SOME bTUllONG TACKLE POil THIM BOYS.” 


The case of Mr. Algernon Ashton 
is perhaps worth lioting in this context. 
His first funeral march, composed in 
memory^ of a favourite guinea-pig 
which died from an overdose of rasp- 
berry vinegar inadvertently adminis-i 
tered by its owner, was written when 
Master Ashton was exactly five years 
and ten months old. What lends 
peculiar interest to this composition 
is the fact that Mr. Ashton's first com- 


munication to the press, on the habits ! 
of guinea-pi^s, was made at the samei 
time, and elicited the comment from ■ 
the late Thomas Cablylb that a new . 
epistolary portent had arisen on the 
literary horizon who combined thej 
humour of Charles Lamb with the, 
eloquence of Cicero. 

Another A. A. is to be reckoned 
amongst those who “lisped in num- 
bers.” He was barely five when he! 
wrote his first poem, an “Ode to a, 
Yellowhammer/^ which began with tlie 
following memorable stanza: — 

Hail to thoe, Y’ellowliammer, 

Bird of tuneful bill, 

Whose incessant clamour 


! ^ Doth the woodlands fill 

; With div jie strains of unaopliistioafed skill. 

It is not generally known that 
, Wordsworth, on having his attention 
^ called to this exquisite IjTic, remarked, 

*) “ Golly 1 If this precocious child writes 
, like Shelley at five, what wiU he do ; 
at my age?” 

“Any Ieilsons op. Dogs found trespassing 
^ outside the boundaries of the footpaths or dis- 
I turbiug or taking away any timber from tlio 
I lands on Clyu and Coed I fan DduEonns, Tiin- 
saran, will be prosecuted/* 

Adredisment U ** The Llanelly Mercury/* 

Our own dogs, when prosecuted for 
stealing timber, always plead the Gam- 
ing Act. 
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1 THE LAST TEST. 

n.i,^r manner of Tlt^- iMtUn X^irs 

andLmder'a genial “Hovi®.”] 

“■ *° fill 

^ •° l^fi® “^lolfst that 

IS past, owing to rain having ruined so 
many matches, let me go minutely into 
the question of what is likely to happen 
m the last Test Match, to be bemin 
sereral weeks hence, on August 19tf! 

in peculiarly interesting 

m that it IS fraught with the glorious 

wmLn^ Australia 

will he up or down on the rubber; we 

cannot know what will be the ovi^It 
composition of either team ; we ca“ 
bat firat or what £ 
w eket ivill be like. This makes speci® 
ktion a positive ;oy. If the wioL is 


pugrg g, OR the lon dok' charivari. 


o c 7 L otten sees 

a spell of hot weather, and this mav 

me 0\al. In that case the bat is likelv 
ti 1^?'* *li®.l>cll. for a while, at any mil 
f>ut if the pitch had been heavily rained 
up_on, It would nrobablv Itionn 


I can accuse C. B. Ert of 'failing to 
make runs on occasion, however «ar«!;ie 
and unattractive he may be at the 
™ket8. K H i, tto 

the time comes for Jessop to go in, what 
fieldsmen ! 

! bowHnJi ®”PPose that the 

bowlmg IS too good for England under 

such a skipper, then everything will be 

make a lot, and he might fail The 
same remark appKes witlf almos equa? 
foice toeveiTone. If the Englishmen 

Sk ^wii Australia’s 

task will be comparatively light. 

, As to the Australians, there are good 
BARDShnAnd 
W their 

f hotr ^ *® question is, how many will 
. ®y at the Oral Wifch snf'h an 

niu, of course. anni-A onoiu. ,„i ^ 
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batten on their monaSFo plunder— 



palaces.” 

han If it is hard. Au|,s^ often SlS 9 “^®’ Sn tl said that S 

spell of hot weath.,- .... -- his syn^p^gSK' 

tion''‘.?“u®®“ ‘®ara of emo- 
knfiw”*^i this request. “I 

knew, he said,, “that in time the 


i.4 o.Tto'BS”,'”"''?’*'-? 


also „ U- • ®'“®BUEARLEy 

noi is P “ ‘he field; 

thonnh T i, 1 a AKNER, haloed Saint 

waAof Iife°^^R“r f® *^® ^ ®*her 
bp j course Hobbs will 


• In the event nf , .. I C. B Par’s baleful influence can make welcome him «« _ • 

Overv QUA n. ■foilni.A 


shown himself to be posse 3 s«l si T r ®i®‘'“® P^’®® and cons fand a^ 

o^i“. “4 r,i,!T4' [S'* 

an open attair, and as such let 
ttie mnmA-nf • •. 


Ukuiseu to be OOSSAqeAfl T 

t‘™ “ loJK^Sv ".h- 

jo point out, would take into accoiiS: 
ihe ments botli of W. 0 . 

f ltthe On the other hanT^iS 
fard and did it seem likely to go oL 
being hard, even 0. B. Prt i tnl® {f 
iretmous Aztec though he’ be 

bardly be unawnvp nt S.i.»j. tt.®’ ®®^d 


— «■*• o JLyfiii.siii,i 

every one a failure. 

evSTthina;n^ ‘^®°’ ho-taking 
e\ eij thing into account and thorouehlv 

wmghingpros and cons fand aZS 

melor as such let 

01 the moment, having again done 
“y unplea sant duty, leave it. 

LLSTER AND THE NONf*n\r 

fobwst Pissrra LSSra 
deaghe. 

An Advance Eepokt. 
(Fromj'ne BnfM Weekh” 
of Apnl 1st, 1915.) 


Wdb-^ ®® *“°"8h he be, ooi 
hardlj be unaware of what Hitch and 

lhi?h h?wiilS‘ for theside of 

I would not enter infn ti,„ ^ 
of C B PbX i®N'. ‘he question 


gjy,a-.= Si 

toa«. -n-h^tSto HO ^ , ““81 Hbcraa, Ih. Ct .ft!;.®™ 



T-P T 

^apcain, 1 shall say so 

^%yT4ratS7 

*'’® ‘°a'^ 

HoMs7nd '"“®™®°- wfi«‘her 

(remains to be seen Tn p'm " 


WnToTtheE^^rigr- 

Dr. OrjpFoRD said » Wp «,.» u 
to-mght with a fmpLu '^® ®‘® ^®™ 
protest against the f vr. pu^ose — to 
us of 0U?Xds 
- the GoveriLSt’l l*® eongratulate 
the assets oS ®‘ 

r , cheering.) WeS f ? (^^®at 

I’j with 4trTHEH_(ch^!?i;f^y^^®°> 

mi^Sthfhum 


We Wplppm?! - OaBSON. 

fit. ®’-^^ platform. We 

S[L,!rr Wtoil 

byT“^ \^.by thfjKma^ilevf^ 

prolonged dissent.) ^ ^ 

rV'^cs-’sHr- 

“®“‘ ‘o Nonconformists.’ ” 

Dr o‘ ‘he meetin- 

g w Tii 

Jinnh ^ of Foxe's 

[promised to deliver' a 
address at Blaokfleld’« % °on-pohtioal 
following sSf t K®f ‘‘®I® ‘he 

Bill and Tory wLckevs.” ^®’^’^ance 
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Mistress {int^resfed ill Imiranc^ M'. ‘-Mary, I shvll soon wxw vir. -.rr^ .rr . , 

M.,. yrr ^ ...cs, M..r- 

Manj , Might I make so bold as to AR.-iK, Mum, ’ow you K^W8 it's j« as takes 'em?” 


VACUUM PAETIES. 

A LADY ** with small rooms and great 
social ambitions” has just explained 
(in The Daily SJcetch of June 13) how 
she manages to reconcile these incom- 
patibilities. The feat is performed by 
providing the guests with artistic pro- 
grammes, a full list of dances, a buffet 
with light refreshments, an elaborate 
supper, and in fact everything but 
floor-space. The men (or ladies, when 
it happens to be a leap-year dance) 
then choose their partners in the 
ordinary fashion and proceed to sit out 
the appointed time in the hall, on the 
stairs or in various odd comers — and 
**the guests are still clamouring for 
more of such entertainments.” 

Much can be done judiciously on 
these lines. We know of one hostess 
already who has issued invitations 
to a Barmecide Dinner-party. M. 
EscoPFmB has been consulted in the 
composition of a iiiena of the most 
exquisitely titillating, the nwivais 


quart d'heuve is to be a scream of 
delighted expectancy, and the choicest 
products of (empty) paper-bag cookery 
are to be discussed in proper debating- 
society style by some of the most! 
accoinplished dinei*s-out in London. 
As it is a “progressive” feast of reason, 
the men will all move one place round 
the table at the end of each imaginary 
course, and thus secure a change of 
partners and a little exercise. The 
lights and flowers and other appoint- 
ments will be a veritable dream, and 
everything is to be replefce — except the 
invites — and they undoubtedly, after a 
famous model, will “ ask for more.” 

Sir Beesbohbi Teee, in his next 
Shaksperean Festival, proposes to play 
Hamlet not only with the Qliost and 
the name-part omitted, but with all the 
other characters left out as well. He 
I thus calculates on giving the fullest en- 
couragement to conversationalists who 
like to gossip thmugbout a tragedy and 
the more restless spirits who prefer to 
make excursions between the Acts. 


With one long interval, these play-goers ] 
should find the evening pass pleasantly 
enough. The stage also will be thrown 
into the stalls, and the seating capacity 
of the theatre thus largely increased. 
The audience should certainly be “clam- 
ouring " for something at the end. 

The next Test Match, without either 
the Australians or South Africans, will 
enable the English side to enjoy a well- 
eazned day off among the spectators 
or in the luncheon department, to the 
keen delight of cricket quidnuncs and 
barrackers, who may be trusted to 
make good any omissions. 

In fact, the gentle art of leaving out 
can be applied in all directions — to 
Parliament, to Art, to Literature — 
[including so-called contributions to 
Ed.] 


“'An aoi'oiilaue costs £1,000 ; a Dreadnought 
£2.000,000 — i.e., for the price of one Dread- 
iKiiight we could pmvha.:e 1,000 aeroplanes.'* 

Think of a number ; double it. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. voraity football team and was confessed for the best polo- 

(Bij If)-, riinch's Staff of Learned Clerics ) player that over came to Phoenix Park, all in the coui’se of 

I possible that “if Christabel JZh IT T ^ ^^^y. 

Slio was," after which the course of the romance is MntlW a very pleasant way with him 

broken for a lengthy disquisition on Wn L- inS all Iris senti- 

pohtics. Julia France, who was born in the West Tn'dies undeniable pleasure, and 

was man-ied at eighteen. __ tne w est indies, w iU. on tlie strength of it. engage to read his nest, if he for 

witliout Laving any say ill ~ contract to 

tlie matter, to the brollier | ffiW — honest black- 

and lieir-presumptive of a guard in a leading role. , 

Duke (there are not very |[* Ml Surely Irelandand America 

many Dukes, you know), f- WT'" (his chosen mises’eji-sccne) 

and her husband is de- jr . jSf\ ®l^®ujld afford some gonial 

scribed as “ one of the fr |i j ^SkL \ villainy bstw'een them, to 

most blatant rou&s i n | satisfy our lower but more 


an asylum, Julia began to! ^||‘ iiiiLr ^^ »«• f j^ SwOM-Sr 
live her own life, with the; 

mysticism and partly ofj 'ijilSJ jm m 
the Women’s Suffrage* fm Mm 

movement. She manages^ ^'^//lll ■il 

to find her affinity however, ! // Jl /I I tt L 

and (Harold France ^^ I 

thoughtfully dying just, / / / fTlfflJl 

after the five - hundredth ■ I / 1 l/jMm 

page) the novel ends tliril- : 
iingly enough on a sound' 

melodmmatie note. Ex- 

cepfe \Yhere she introduces 
passages of some length ^ 

whicli might liave come ThcBaroii. ‘-I nuTUEE, D.vir 

.straiglifc out of a news* X would to horse, >-ok 

iiflinAi* J.7. _ , NOON’.” 




, engage to read his nest, if he for 
ibis part wiU contract to 

I II ®^PPfy honest black- 
|| guard in a leading role. 
L Surely Irelandand America 
I (his chosen viiscs’cji'-sccne) 
I should afford some gonial 
I villainy between them, to 
J satisfy our lower but more 
" natural tastes. 

f ' ^ leather difficult 

to criticise A Sooner set 
Sketch Booh (Dent), be- 
I cause really all that one 
I can say about it a?n 01123 is 
to the old remark, that if 
you like this sort of book 
this is the sort of book 
. that you will like, and 
^ very rnuch. The refers 
whom it will please most 
are naturally those to whom 
the scenes and cha^ucters 
that Miss H. Hat Wilson 
j:. describes are already. 

^ familiar. Of the quality ofj 


j wmen might Jiave come TkeSayod. ‘-l nuTUEE Dwr wyi, ii>.rv familiar. Of the oualitv 

!'»,“‘onuc=i ‘ ~ 

ever 3 ui 5 ied the pages of boS'woS®® has evidently a fine feeling for the 

^betf, hat I CMnot and will not believe that he meditated 7 ° v ’ traditions of Somerset give fer amnle' 
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CHARIVARIA. 

The report that King George and 
the Tsar will meet on the Contineub! 
this Slimmer is denied. It is not true * 
of either of them. 

' ^ 

The Globe says it is a moot point 
whether the better class of newspaper 
should give any publicity to the vapour- 
ings of Mr. Keir Haedie. 

We trust that an exception 
will always be made in favour 
of Punch. ... 


According to The Man- 
chester Guardian, at a recent 
Lev6e, the Lord Chamber- 
lain announced Mr. Lloyd 
George as “Dr. Lloyd 
George.” Mr. Lloyd George 
stopped and insisted on his 
name being correctly given. 
In view of the strained rela- 
tions which existed between 
the Chancellor and the 
Doctors the mistake was a 
peculiarly aggravating one. 

❖ 

ip 

Captain Carden, who has 
just obtained the pilot*s cer- 
tificate of the Eoyal Aei-o 
Club, has only one arm. 
“The fewer to lose,” the 
Captain is said to have re- 
marked cheerily to someone 
who drew his attention to 
the deficiencv. 

5{t 

V 

It was bound to happen, 
of course. The other flying 
things are at last combining 
against the aviators. Juan 
Mauvais was flying last w^eek 
near Madrid, when an army of 
locusts attacked the invader 
and almost blinded him. 


Among the inhabitants of 
Pisa there is a very strong 
feeling that something must 
be done for the preservation 
of its greatest architectural 
curiosity. It is recognised 
that if they are still to preserve their] 
Leaning Tower, it must bo taken to 
pieces and re-erected in the strict per- 
pendicular. ^ 

- The famous frescoes of Pinturicchio 
ill the Palace of the Magnificent at 
Siena are missing. It is believed that 
they have been stolen and sent abroad. 
In future all visitors will be searched 
before leaving the Palace. 

nt m 

Eembbandt's portrait of bis father 
in our National Gallery is now alleged 
to bo only a copy. Dr. Bode, the Ger- 


man art expert, claims that the original 
IS in the Kaiser Fnecldoh Museum in 
Berlin. We had an idea that he was 
in an Amsterdam cemeterv. 

Fifteen young women Avho were dis- j 
covered dancing the Turkey Trot during J 
the luncheon hour were. The Exjnmsi 
informs us, instantly discharged by* 
the Editor of The Ladies' Home Journal 



THE EXCUSE IMAGINATIVE. 

Wife. “Have you r.fiopcHx the whitedait I telewioned you 


than they do in the open air they would 
be far healthier, and eating w’oulil be- 
come far more artistic.” Yet it is clifii- 
culfe to imagine anything more artistic 
than our present method of eatin" 
asparagus. 

Ml*. Mutton, Chairman of the Xorth- 
amptonlJnibed Temperance Conniiittee, 
lias b3en released from prison, leaving 
now apologised for accusing 
tlie Northampton magistrates 
of partiality in a case against 
a publican. This is not the 
first instanco in which Mutton 
has become Lamb, 


Extract from the serial tale 
in The Daily Mirror : — “A 
great simplicity Avas horn in 
her that night.* It came out 
of the east with the evening 
star that glowed its white 
mossago for a biief moment 
and then dropped gently into 
the bosom of the shadowy, 
reedy lake.” In spite of the 
great literary beauty of this 
passage, we warn our enter- 
prising little contemporary 
that this is not the w’ay 
to encourage astronomers 
to continue their subscrip- 
tions. * .. 

In his recenfch^ published 
book, hi the Amazon Jungle, 
Mr. Algot Lange relates 
how, in a state of exhaustion, 
he stumbled into a village of 
cannibals. For liis temporary 
hosts he has nothing but 
praise, for not only did they 
nurse him back to health, bub 
in the process there was no 
arridre pensie. As soon as lie 
was well they escorted him 
into safety without taking 
so much as a single bite but 
of him 


FOE? 

JECushand. “ SoauT, my dear ; the fact is the man said they 
WEBE too young to be taken away niOM TIlEia MOTIIEB.” 


Where are the police? Here 
is Miss May Sinclair lay- 
ing hands on The Three 
of Philadelphia. The news has caused ' Brontes, who, it is matter of common 


the keenest 
circles. 


satisfaction in Italian 


At Cilfynydd, Pontypridd, last week, 
a man, woman and six children 
escaped from a fire owing to the per- j 
sistent cries of a cat. Rissy herself 
got away too, and thus saved seventeen 
lives in all. 

Writing in T. P's Weekly on the 
subject of open-air cafAs, Mr. Kamsat 
Macdonald, M.*P-, says ; — " I am sure 
if our people took their meals more 


knowledge, belong to Mr. Clement 
Shorter. 

Mr. John Long has published a 
popular edition of Improper Prue. If it 
should not go well its name will no doubt, 
following Mr. Arthur BouRCHiEB’spre- 
cedent, & changed to Proper Pnic, 

V if 

And Mr. William Beeves has issued 
a book entitled “How to Attain the 
Singing Voice." Persons in search of 
a tactless present for a gifted amateur 
vocalist wiU find this the very thmg. 
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HOW TO SAVE CRICKET? 

What is to sE-iDoHE? 

Who' Will Decide 7 ■ 
While JLTr. Pu/tvcli reserves his o'w: 
opinion as to the necessity of makinj 
cricket more allnring and of the serious 
ness of the tragedy of the small at 
tendance at the Derbyshire v. Hamp 
shire match, he has had, in commoi 
with the emotional editor of Tlie Daili 
Mail, such a mass of correspondence 
on the subject that he cannot bui 
print a selection; first, however, in 
forming^ those of his readers who ma] 
have missed the point of the attacl 
that the batsmen of .England are or 
their defence for daring to make anx 
but boundary hits, the bowlere for evei 
sending down a maiden, and the players 
generally for wasting time by changing 
oyer, taking refreshment and begin- 
ning at any hour after sunrise or 
finishing before dark. In short, the 
modem 'spirit condemns the -game. 
What then is to be done? Read and 
see. 

A Cautious Ybteuxs. 

Sib, — ^No one can yield to me in 
admiration of the grand old game of 
cricket; but I am with you in your 
noble attempt to bring it into line xvith 
the times. I remember all the brat 
players— Hjleeis, Utises, Lumpy, Lam- 
B^T, Mymn, Pilch— and not one of 
them ever took a tea interval. Did 
mey play any the worse for it? No. 

1 pey play^, if posable, better. It is 
[ trae that they did not always make a 
big score, but that was not becanse of 
My wish to disappoint the public or 
brmg cricket into disr^ute (as with 
layers now), but purely on .-account 
of a certain uncertainty in the game. 
Yours, etc,, Cenienabuh. 
Deductions fob Noh-Scobiko. 

Sps, ^It is not enough to stop the 
tea mte^ and begin earlier, and so , 
5 . / ,P«cket must feel the knife if • 
it M to live. Kne the batsmen who da 
not hit. Give them 2 for every single \ 
Md 4 for eve^ 2, and 8 for evlw 
bo^dary; but if they let a ball go by 
Md do not score deduct 1 every time. 
An umpire also should now and then i 
be burnt alive. * 

Yours, Soot and Bbanch. 

To EtVAL the ClKEMA. 6 

^ bring cricket up ^ 
the cinema or a * 
«P®®tocBlar entertain- ” 
nent oe^m things must be done and 
qmoldy. Pirst and foremost, aU “ 
Bdious batsmen must be foroiblv dis- 
"nraged, and the brat way to do this 

rw”?!**? * ”1^ batsman 

»ho fads to make a 4 in his first two ti 

overs automatically ends his inningi 
This simple if drastic measure woul 
instsJitly taransform the game into pre 
cisely that eventful spectacle whid 
Q the wise public wants, for there wouli 
g of necessity either be wickets o 
i_ boundaries, and what else interest 
anybody nowadays, except a fev 
. fossils in the paviHon? 

1 Yours, &C., Reformer. 

f 6 Stumps' and 4 Bails. 

^ Sir, — The three-day match is un 

^ doubtedly a farce, and should be cur 
‘ tailed. I suggest that the wickel 
[ consist of 5^ stumps and 4 bails: 
this would give the bbxvler a bettei 
chance, and at the same time test the 
^ merits of the batsman to a greater 
■ degree, besides providing more excite- 
ment for the spectators. 

The present system of double innings 
; should he abolished in favour of a 
single innings for each side, and all 
matches should be played on a Monday 
or a Saturday and finished in one ddj. 
By these means we may be able to 
attract to our cricket matches crowds 
similar to those that witness football 
matches. One Who Knows. 

A Few Simple Suggestions. 
Sir,^How to make cricket more ex- 
citing ? It is merely a question for tlie 
younger bloods of the M.C.O. They 
have but to draw up new laws. For 
their guidance I suggest a few r— — 
Extend the over to thirty balls; or 
do away altogether with changing over 
by placing the field in some position 
£ compromise suitable for both ends. 
btiU fmther time (so precious to a busy 
public) might be saved if every bowler 
WOTe required to keep wicket and every 
wicket-keeper to bowl. ' 

Insist upon the next-man-in standing 
by the umpire so as to be ready' thi 
moment the previous wicket falls ' 

Or, in default of this, establish a DQotor- 

car service between the pavilion and the 
wicket. 

Enforce captains to give preference 
-0 sloggers and black-list the patient 
men. ^ 

Abolish the lunch and tea intervals 
Reduce the time between the innings > 
!0 two minutes. ^ ^ 

Exclude the Press.' 1 

The above su^estions, it will be ob- « 
interfere in anv wav i 
nth the fundamentals of the game or < 
he hberty of the batsmen. Evervone I 
Mst still get out as before. I object ^ 
tterijr to changes that curtail an in- i^ 
mgs in any arbitrary way. e 

Yours, * 0 ., E,o. 

The Tattebsall’s Einu Cube. 

giving the ques- 
on of the decadence of cricket much 

j. attention, and I find from study of the 
d old records that it was for many years 
j- a great betting game, England being, 
a m spite of our national disapproval of 
3 gambling, the happiest hunting-ground 
r m the world for all commission agents, 
s Would it not be a popular move to 

7 bring wagering back to Lord’s and thus 

not only brighten the game and get it 
nearer to thjit far more perfect pastime, 
football, but have every seat filled? 
^ Mere betting on one side or the other 
would, of course, be’ too tame; but a 
j. system by which each member of each 
. side was backed for this performance 
’ or that could easily be worked out 
^ while there could be betting on the 
^ averages, too, and the champioEsbip 
table. ^ 

I will gladly give you any support in 
my power to bring about this. 

Yours, &c., Joe Stbaight. 

Vevey, Switzerland. 

Away with the Uncertainty! 

Sir,-— One is always hearing parrot- 
cries about the glorious uncertainty of 
cricket.- .If the foolish persons who.’ 
used the phrase would only pause to 
think for a moment they would see how • 
ve^ far from glorious this is‘ So far 
indeed that it is crioket|s ruin. Why 
are matches neglected’? .Why do 
cricketers strain themselves to play ' 
wr keeps and get not a single hand? 
>Vhy are the coffers of the’ counties' 
mapovmshed? Entirely because of- 
I this i^otib uncertainty. Make, cricket ■ 

! ^ain and you will see the difference. • 
Go to every length to ensqre the 
success of the popular men, and 
spectators and money will, again roll 
in. It IS qmte simple. You advertise, 
for example, that Jessop will’, make - 
100 on Wednesday afternoon, and 
you sra that he deep it. That is to 
say, the bowlers will, bowl right, the ' 
fieldsmen wiff field right, and Jbssop ' 
(who is an honourable njan) wiU hit 1 
nght. Result: deUght of ’every one 
present and plenty of ca,sh for the ^ 
club. Yours, &c.. Business Man. 

The Best Sugobstion. 

k/.^if’r'uuL ®®'Ve cricket is 

to abohsh the M.C.O. and Mr. 0. B. Eby 

ind things like that and put it all limlaT. 

, he .management of a committee eon- 
astmg of :^rd Nobtholippb, Mr. PntA- 
&BALPY, Mr. Chables Ebohman, Mr 
jtEobgb Robey, Mr. Pbteb Keaby 
d.r. Chaises Urban and ‘ Sir Joseph 

ato the efiete pastime at once, and 
very one would be pleased. 

Yours, etc., Pbactioal. 

The Boue. 

Pord, Tfi h.p., very fest ; seen London.” 

in ** Autocay,** 







{(,ficrpMagfa.i to p-hc-winnor at whist driu). '‘Reaixy, I ’jt ^kdaib jt ’s iuhdw wjtTJi iocEi-risc ' ” 

Witmt {appramiiQ Its worth), *‘Oh, thaxic you so much; it’s just the kivd of fw t xrvvrvn ’ ’ t 

MIXD LOSiyO.” , 11 a jLbl lllE XI.ND Mb iAN 1 ^VA^TED— OXE lUAT I SIIOULUX’r 


A GREAT QUESTION. 

On a placai'd last Friday morning 
The Daily Mail askod, “ Shall we give 
up India?” 

Wo believe this is the first occasion 
on which our contemporary has asked 
the advice of its readers as to the path 
it should pursue. On all other matters 
of high importance — horticulture, diet, 
holiday resorts and servant problems — 
it has chosen for itself the course to 
take, and gently but firmly has gone 
on its way. 

We venture to hope that the readers 
of The Daily Mail will properly appre- 
ciate the compliment that is paid to 
them. The compliment carries with it 
an obligation — carefully and thought- 
fully to give of their best in counsel. 
The responsibility is vast ; an ill-con- 
sidered ** Yes** may be fraught with 
grave peril to our country and to the 
dusky denizens of our Eastern empire. 
There is the greatest danger of a false 
step being taken, and we beg the readers 
of The Daily Mail to consider well the 
possible outcome of their advice before 
proffering it. 

Yet we would not counsel any 


deferring of the reply which we can 
imagine bur contemporary somewhat 
anxiously awaits. It is not impossible 
that before long some other matter of 
interest may divert the editorial atten- 
tion from this Indian dilemma — and the 
fate of that vast land, with its myriad 
peoples, would then remain indefinitely 
in the balance. 

The plain question demands a plain | 
answer, given quickly. We trust that' 
the readers of ‘ our popular contem- 
porary will respond as befits Britons 
and patriots. 

'^His great objection to silling in tbe House 
of LorJs was the wearing of ihe ])eavy lull- 
but toned peculiar lo the office.” 

Kcuti^k JUjtjinss, 

We always undo tbe bottom button of 
our wig. 

“Cheerful at all times, whether in success or 
failure, a good comrade, a true sportsman, and 
a gperous opponent, I have no hesitation in 
urging cricketeis to send a conUihution, how- 
ever small, to the fund.” 

P. F. fFarsicriii ‘‘ The JFcsthuns’cr Ouzitte.** 

This is just what .we should have said 
of Mr. Warner ourselves, hut we wisli 
he had left it to us. 


HUCKSTERIA. 

Come to my aid, avenging Fate ; 
Succour me in my troubled state ; 
Strike at the roarers — rack and gibbot 
'em 

All Uhitum, 

Strangle the niiifiin-man, and crack 
The rag-tout's skull, and bundle back 
That organ lady (draped so preUdlv) 

To Italy, 

Have at the pests who blare and toot; 
Shatter their strident reeds, and put 
That fellow with all kinds of frondage 
In bondage. 

But, just at present, slay for choice 
That huckster with the raucous voice 
Who keeps on croaking like a corby, 
“Ripestrorby 


“Mbs Pieces rode cross-leKi(£*d.'' 


Dili y 

It sounds a little Turkish. 

“Prettily weeded, well-laid-out gaidens.” 
Aihi. ill Fitiu/iciul 

Home Agent iproudb/) : “ Ah, yon don't 
often see plantains like that, Sir.” 
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“FIND THE WOMAN.” 

[An impression of Mr. Charles Klein’s 
plaj* at the Garrick Theatre — ^without prejudice 
to the excellent acting of Miss Violet 
Vanbrugh, Irir. James Oarbw and Mr. A. E. 
JflATTHEWS.] 

Act I. Scene I. Eohcrt Uiidenvood*s 
Art Studio in Neiv York 

Efiter M?\ Benningtoju 

B&nningtmi. I just dropped in to say 
that you are going to be prosecuted 
to-rnorrow. For years you have been 
selling the pictures of your clients, and 
pouching the proceeds. For instance, 
where is the Velasquez ? 

Undermood {lying dcsjmttely). In 
the wine-cellar. 

Bennington. Where is the Eem- 
brandfc ? 

Undeticood. In the pantry. 
Bmnington. Where is the Dana Gib- 
son? 

Undericood. In the bath-room. 
Bmningtmi. Fooh! You’ve sold! 
them. Well — ^to-morrow. {E.Tit.) ^ 
Undenoood {gloomily). This looks as ' 
though I shall have to commit suicide. 
Entet* Soicard Jeffries^ hmior, 
Hoivard. I *m quite drunk, dear old 
chap, but I must have two thousand 
dollars* Gan you lend 'em to me ? 

Underwood. No, no, I 'm busy now. 
Ask your father. 

Howard. You know perfectly well 
that my father disowned me when I 
married Annie. She ’s a good girl, but 
she drinks out of the saucer, and her 
father died in prison. I say, is that a 
pistol? Let's have some shooting 
practice. 

Underwood. Put it down, you drunken 
fool. {Snatches it from him.) And 
clear out of this, because I ’m expecting 
a lady. Here, go into the bedroom and 
sleep it off. (Helps him out.) 

Enter Mrs. Jeffries^ Se 7 iio 7 \ 

Mrs. Jeffries. I came in answer to 
your letifer, in which you threaten to 
commit suicide because you loved me 
and I married Howard's father instead. 
Don't do it. 

Unload. Wen, as it happens, I 
should have to do it anyhow, because 
I m going to be prosecuted. 

Mrs, Jeffries. Well, anyway, you can't 
say I haven't asked you not to. (Exit .) ' 

[U^eneood turns off the light, so as 
to gtve himself a sporting chance of 
•mssing, and shoots. However, he 
hits himself and sinhs into a chair. 
Curiam. I 

Seme 2. A few hours later. The 
room is now fxdl of policemen. 

Captain Clinton {of the New York 
^ou shot Soberfe 

Howard. I tell you I didn't. i 


Clinton {taking off his coat). Will 
you confess ? 

Howard. Go away ; I want to go to 
sleep. 

Clinton {taking off his waistcoat). 
Confound you, own up 1 You shot him I 
{Bellowmg) Say yes I 

Howard {weakly). Shut up; I didn't. 

Clinton {removing his collar). This 
is going to be a tough job. Now then, 
stand up and hold the sergeant's hand, 
and say after me—** I, Howard Jeffries, 
Junior — " 

Howaxd {feebly). Junior. 

Clinton. **Shot the deceased Bobert 
Underwood ” — 

Howard. Underwood . , .Ob, shut 
up! 

Clintmi {triumphantly). He 's cen- 





PUZZLE: KIND THE HEROINE. ’ 
Captain CUnfon ... Mr. Jambs Carbw. 

Jefriesjvn. ... Miss Violet Vanbrugh. 
/» ic/iard Dexter , . . Mr. Arthur Bo urchier. 

fessedl The handcuffs, sergeant. {But- 
ting on his clothes again.) Hot work I 
Enter Mrs. Howard Jeffries. 

Mrs. Hoivard. My Howard a mur- 
derer? Well, I never! He wouldn't 
hurt a fly ! I shall consult Bichard 
Dexter. He 's the fines t lawyer in N e w 
York. [Cwiain. 

Act IL — Dexter's Office. 

Clerk, Mrs, Howard Jeffries, Junior, 
to see you, Sir. 

Dexter {xcith the air of the finest laiv^ 
yerin Isew I ork). Tell her to so away. 
Clerk. I have, Sir. 

pexU7\ Then tefl her again. (To 
hmself) She surely ought to know the 
difference between a constitutional and 
a criminal lawj^er. Besides, Howard 
lias confessed. {Froxons and turns over 
some tmportant docu/tnents.) 

Clerk. Mrs. Howard 'Jeffries, Junior, 
to see you again, Sir. 

Dexter. Oh, confound it, show her 
in. 


Enter Mrs. Howard, 

Mrs. Howard. Oh, Mr. Dexter, Sir, 
upl you defend Howard ? You 're the 
finest lawyer in New York, as I'm 
never tired of saying. 

Dext&t'. But he 's confessed. 

Mrs. Hoxrnrd. Not really, sir. You 
know what these police confessions 
are. 

Dexter. Yes, yes, that 's true. Some 
day I shall get my friend, Mr. Charles 
Klein, to write a play about it. The 
New York police are a disgrace to 
civilization. 

Mrs. Soxvard. Yes, aren't they, Sir? 
Then you will defend Howard, won't 
you, Sir ? Because you are the finest 
lawyer in New York. 

Dexter. Tut, tu.t—(Bxcbs his head, 
lights a cigarette, rustles papers and 
\froums legally.) Well, I wiU. {Enter 
Mrs. Jeffx'ies, Senior.) And ITl now 
go into my other office and telephone 
to somebody just to show what a 
business-like lawyer I am. (Exit.) 

Mrs. Howard. Oh, ma'am, isn't it 
lovely? Richard Dexter's defending 
Howard! And now', if we can only find 
the woman 

Mrs. Jeffries {timiing pale). What 
woman ? 

Mx's. Howard. The police say that a 
woman called on .Mr. Underwood that 
night. She might tell us if he was 
talking about suicide at all. {Mrs. 
Jeffries ^xvooxis^ Oh I It was you 1 
Did he mention shooting himself in 
any way ? 

ilfrs, Jeffries. I will tell you all at 
Richard Dexter’s house to-night at ten 

0 clock. ' ' ' 

Enter Dexter. 

Dexter. Captain Clinton is coming to 
my house at ten o’clock to-night. 
Mrs.Howax'd.Therel Isn’t that lucky ? 

1 said he was the finest lawyer in New 

York! [Curtain. 

Act III. — Dexter's Draxcing-Booiu. 

Mrs. Jeffries. Here is Eobert Drd-r- 
wood's lust letter to me. 

Mrs. Hmeard {reading). “Dear Mrs. 
Jeflnes, I am going to commit suicide, 
and you jolly well know why. 'I he 
blame is entirely yours. Your devoted 
slave, Eobert Underwood.” Well, that 
clears Howard all right. 

Mrs. J0nes. Yes, but think of me. 
Mrs. Howard (cheerfxilly). Yes, it is 
a bit tough for you, isn't it, ma’am ? 
J^iter Dexter and Captain Clinton. 
Dexter . Look here, Clinton, I 'm the 
finest lawyer in New York, and I know 
Undemood committed suicide. As for 
your bogus confession— pooh ! Wait 
M you see my friend Mr. Charles 
^eins play. That will enlighten 
methods of its police. 
Clinton. Pah ! Where 's your proof ? . 




I ff^^, 

ai':;tuiis!il 







so NEAR AND YET SO FAR. 

Choncs of TJursty Farm-hands, “ Where * s beer? Yoir *ai) rr, BiliI” 

£tlL “LET*iJ SEE — I 311X1) A-LAYiXG OF IT DOWN WHEN "WE WAS ’ai.P\VVV rp Inr-TY e«^rT,>.i 

OF 1 STACK I . AXMX\ UP. LO.;TI ^AKE-s ! IX ilUST BE ABOUT T* illDDLE 


Mrs, Hoxcard, Eead this letter . , . 
Now then. 

Clinton {to Mrs, Howard). “Dear 
Mrs. Jeffries” — so you were the wo- 
man {Mrs, JeffvieSy Senior, swoons tciih\ 
relief). 

Mrs. Howard {lying sfilendidly). Yes, 
I was the woman I [Curtain, 

Act. IV . — The Howards' Flat, 

Mrs. Howard {as she cooks the bacon 
for breakfast). Well, Howard ’s free, but 
■ they all think I a wicked woman. I 
knew the trick would deceive a police- 
man, but I did think the ffnest lawyer 
in New York would see through it. 

Enter Howard. 

Hoioard. My darling, I love you, 
although you do drink out of the saucer; 
and even if Underwood did write that 
letter to you I knew you weren’t in 
love with him. 

Enter Mr. Jeffries, Senior. 

Jeffries, Howard, I. did you an in- 
justice. You are not a murderer. But 
your wife has been proved unfaithful 
to you, and if you will come away with 
me I will provide the money for the i 
divorce. 

- . Enter Dexter. 

.Dexter, Mrs. Jeffries, . Senior, has i 


confessed! Mrs. Howard, you are an — — ■ 

angel— kiss me. Howai-d, you are a CASE LAW. 

heavea for your {From2Ir. ranch's Pet Pedant.) 
Wife. Jeffries, you are a beast— grovel, a ^ 

And I— I am the finest lawyer in Now 

York! [Giiriain. absurd, 

A. A. M. Wholly, preposterously vile, 

hich never fails to stir my bile. 

^ For the improveraent of light horse breed- 

mg this year £45,000 has been allocated by the hatword. theu, bids my auger brim ? 
Board ol Agriculture and £850 to the Biitish The villainous vocable is VI AT. 

Boekeepera’ Association .’ oa -i • 

We welcome the grant of £45,000, but on this acoustic drum, 

the £850 will, we fear, 1 

thrown away. I tremble, reading it, and am 

— Convulsed by deadly nauseam. 

&oro? w ^l^ereon 

tural Eesearch Institute, and Principal of tlie ^^[lOOt it IS a dieni non, 

Agncultmal College, Pusa, have been amalga- ffc is an uidicem 
matednndertlieonGtitleofAgiiculturalAdvrscr a i i-ovealmg 

to the Govemmeut of India and Director of the proper feeling. 

^ Research Inetitate ^Tj^osg ^ ^ 

^aSr ^ counterfeit of speech ? 

With awful threats (and how I meant 

“The Australian fielding \ras at times t ^ 

brilliant, Emery, the latter by liis over bowling, ■*“ S^^gnt the knave : non est uiventum. 


Emeex must be careful not to over And the saghcfas? Well, I’U risk ’em. 
bowl himself. Finem est, Paceni nuno cobisciun ! 




488 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


[June 26, 1912, 


THE RECOGNITION. 

Scene — A first-chsB svioking cominrtment in a railway 
carriage. There are four ^asse?ige?'Si all of th&in 
having got in at the last station five minutes ago. 
One, a^vliiie-haired affable soldierly man, a If ajar 
(retired), let us say, is sitting icith his hack to the 
engine. TJiie other three, who are friends, occuj^ 
the 02 :i]posite seats. They are reading neivspajpers 
or chatting with one another. The Major is 
ohsennng them with mtmst. 

First Passenger. They don’t seem to be getting on with 
their dock strike much. 

S^ond Passenger. No; I always said they’d come to 
gvief, and a good job too. 

First Passenger. I can’t stand these agitators. 

Second Passenger. Nor can I. They ought to be drowned. 

T/uVd Passenger, What s all this row about in ImericT^ 

First Passenger, What row ? 

Third Passenger. This row about Noosevelt and Taft 

First Passenger. Oh, the row about who ’s to be Presi 
dent, Yes, aren’t they going it ? 

Third Passenger, I>o you understand what they’re all 
up to? 

First Passenger. No, I don’t, and I don’t suppose any- 
bo^ else does. AU the same it ’s rather disgi-aceful. 

Third Passenger. Yes, isn’t it ? M pame. 

The Major {aenially to First Passenger, who has put 
down Ins paper). ould you be kind enough to let mo have 

a look at your paper if yoir ’ve quite done with it ? Thank 
you, you’re veiy good, I’m sure. (More genially) Why. 
Wess my sod, you 're-yes, I ’m sm^e I 'm right. I thought 
I rew^^ed you. What a strange thing meeting you 
here! (My shows how small the world is. Ulow (still 
genially but with a hint of roguishness) I’ll wager you 
havm'UhefaintMtideawlio IW, eh?' Don't 
me m the le^, ha, (He looks roxmd at the ot}t^.tv>o 
iwsseMers, toTw r^m-d him with an air of cold disapproval 
and become absorbed m their newspapers.) Don’t know me 
a bit, do you now ? 

First Passenger (sparring for whid). Well, upon mv 
honour, of course I rememlJer your face quite well. I 
mought I knew you as soon as I got' in, but I couldn’t 
meS’t'lt?' It’saLgIsUme sSte 

The IMor. Let me see. Tes. It must be quite two 
«rs. We were tm™ in<T 


JJommands the second battalion now 
short gi-ey moustache and a scar on his left cheek We 
were going up to inten-iew those fellows at the War ’ofi5oe 
deuced scMi^us affair, but, of course, they had to cry 

It s a good three yeare since you and I met, and then it 
place-nothing wrong about it, of 

s ffuifo sUpped out of yommind. 
Fust Passenger. Oh dear no. On the contcarv it^ 
begummg to come back to me-yom- face, you^iw I 

wfc’f “ • 8~=?Se™i<i 

^aws, but I m no good at names. Let me see. weren’t 

^ ®®® y®u’re getting it. 
Now. 1 11 just give you a bit of a clue to help you alfnff 


Fh’st Passenger, My last nncle died in 1902. 

The Major. That ■was the one. You remember Hol- 
worthy, of course ? 

First Passenger. Ye-es. I do seem to remember somebody 
Tsdth a name something like that. Wasn’t he the chap who 
went to Uganda ? — ^No, I ’m sorry : my mistake. The man 
I 'm thinking of was called Bullock. 

The Major. Ah, poor old Tom Bullock! What a goo^ 
fellow he was. I remember we went to the Derby together 
in 1882 — Shotover’s year — and we both put our shirts on 
him. Lord bless me, that ’s thirty years ago. How time 
does fly!. 

Fii-st Passenger, I rather think my Bullock’s name was 
Dick— yes, I 'm sure it was, Dick Bnidenell Bullock, a man 
of about thirty-five. 

The Major. He'd he Tom’s nephew. I know he had a 
nephew or two. (The train begins to slacken doion,) Ah, 
well, here we are. I don’t know when I’ve enjoyed a 
journey so much. It ’s such a pleasure to find oneself 
remembered. 

First Passenger (iminnuring). Delighted, I ’m sure. 

rni ^ Temiinus. 

jJie Major. W ell, good-bye. I can't say how glad I am 
again. I shall see Holworthy to-night, 
and 1 11 be sure to remember you to him. 

First Passenger, Yes, do. Good-bye, good-bye. So glad 

^ part, 

mird Passenger, Who was the funny old cock ? 

First Passenge7\ I haven’t got the vaguest. Never set 
eyes on him before. . | 

SONNET TO WILLIAM TAET. 

(In the manner of Mr. Willmn Watson's sonnet to 
Theodore Boosevelt) 

I SEE a mighty people driven daft 
By the stentorian enemy of their peace ; 

Amidst them, most majestically obese, 

Thou towerest like a mountain, massive Taft 
Exuberantly rotund both fore and aft. * 

The fateful day draws on by slow degrees ; 

The ship of state is pooped by perilous seas ; 

And- would St thou steer once more that giant craft ? 
Perhaps thou shalt and must I But, if by guile 
bear-faced Theodore, 

^ nation’s mammoth Smile 

Which wakes the world to wonder. Nay thou 'rt 
more: 

^ou art the Cosmic bulge and overspill, 

Thou art America, Brobdingnagian Bill ! 



T. . . , ^'”‘"^eStrm,ingliaiin Daily 3Taa." 

Ibis refceresting to leam that Waliacb kept a pet spider 

enthnriMt g^ed a Tronld-bs 

X 1 , Gimrdian, 
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THE DIABY OE A DIPLOMATIST. 
(Bcmgf mne early stages on tlie rochj 
road"' of reconciliation traversed ly 
Baron Mabschall vonBiebersteiit.) 
Thursday, June 20.— To Ascot with 
Lord Courtney op Penwith. Intro- 
duced to Baron de Forest and Baron 
Sclinellgrove. Interesting conversa- 
tion with Captain Coe on the pro- 
gress of Old Job's Treble Entente. 
Dinner with the Be v. Silvester Horne, 
Afterwards to the Bussian Ballet with 
Lord Weaedale. Introduced to Mons. 
Walklby. j 

Friday, June 21, — The longest day I 
ever spent. Breakfast with Mr. J. L, 
Gae^tn, Ute-d-me, at the Fitz Hotel. 
Lay down and rested from 10.30 till 
11. At 11 received deputation from 
Bermondsey Orthographic Pacifists, 
expressing their desire to alter the 
spelling of Jermyn Street. Beturned 
a suitable reply. Lunch with Mr. 
Eustace Miles, who submitted a 
scheme of diet calculated to promote 
international disarmament. At 3 inter- 
viewed by Mi'. Bobebt Blatchfoed. 
Tea with Mr. Mark Hambouro ; played ! 


duets till 6.30* Dinner with Sir Ernest 
Cassel, and then to the opera to see 
The Barber of Baghdad. I 

Saturday, June 22. — Interviewed! 
before breakfast by the Editor of The 
Observer. Breakfasted off phenaoetin. 
At 10.30 received deputation from 
Cambridge, headed by Professor E, G. 
Browne, suggesting diplomatic inter- 
vention to introduce compulsory Ger- 
man ^at that University and to request 
the Kaiser to discontinue the sending 
of telegrams to victorious Oxford crews. 
Lunch with Mr. Leo Maxse, Mr. 
Ellis Barker, and Professor Hewins. 
Intemewed at 5.30 by the Editor of 
The Pall Mall Gazette. Went to bed 
early. 

Sunday, June 23. — ^In the morning 
read The Observer. Went bads to bed 
in the afternoon. 

i Mmiday, J tine 24. — ^Breakfasted with 
Dr. Clifford, Mr. George Cadbury 
and Captain Ooe, and sang quartets 
till 11 A.M. Beceived deputation from 
Sheffield Peace -workers expressing 
regret that safety-razor trade had 
interfered with the importation of 
Hamburg hollow-ground razors, and 


promising to agitate for the legal pro- 
hibition of the former. Lunched with 
the Eighty Club. Photographed at 
3 P.M, with Mr. Bernard Shaw. In- 
terviewed at 5 by Mr. Harold Begbie, 
who was immensely struck by the 
resemblance of the shape of my skull 
to that of Sir Oliver Lodge. Dined 
at home, and in the evening went to 
hear Sir Edwin Dcjrning-Lawrengb 
lecture on Bacon as the author of the 
works of Erasmus, Luther and 
Goethe, Supper with Sir Sidney 
Lee. Interviewed at 12.30 a.m. by 
the Editor of The Pall Mall Gazette. 

I “The cricket gPOTind at Xctteiihall is in 
splendid condition, and Dalton, the professional, 
is leaving no stone unturned to mate it look at 
its best for the match.” 

Birminfftatn Evening 

Dalton’s enthusiasm is praiseworthy, 
but does not take him far enough. 
Ho will find it better to remove the 
stones altogether. 

“After the operation the Ion luained a1)oiit 
his cage and api>earod much happiei*.” 

Emmig AViw. 

He seems to have had his “ i " removed. 
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A ooSr^rfl “ri^^n:'- "-^^1. ebucat.,> n.u iikke, ehI So^ ibem must Kso^y 

THE NAMES o’ MOST o’” THE CEST3^V0T^C03IES^JiEu’tf^”*°*^' '•mEBE ’« OlD WlIXlE DOCS TUEBE J I KE.'KON ’e DO KSAW 


TO A HERO-AGED SJX. 

[A contemiH)Mi7 las Iccii asserting that tho tcudeuev inlereut in the 

&d‘bs‘eSmS'’ ** •'y^'^tm.cand 

CiiARENCc, yolii' vrar upon, that insect teiTor, 

The honselly, is in truth a grand crusade/ 

Yet people, blinded by the scales of error, 

I^p sorrow for your foe have oft displayed: 

And you, for acting like a perfect heix). 

Have been pronounced a brute, an infant Nero. 

But there was instinct planted deep within you, 

A for<M which dragged you to the window-pane: 
Implied by that, you couldn’t discontinue 
Your ruthless course— so carpers howled in vain : 
indeed, the bitter drauglit of opposition 
whetted the appetite of your ambition. 

You trod the path well known to benefactors, 
ihe w^ road of calumny and blame ; 

Jint you have triumphed over your detractors 

'' shi^e should) with 

S®> ?“cli^Ionged on the housefly’s track 
With beience patting you upon the back. 

yet’ I apprehend, a hero’s halo 

‘iPPeal to your unworldly mind : 
iis not for fame nor honour that you lay low 
A pest that brings destruction to mgnifm.=| ■ 


^ hat made your purpose firm, your spirit strong ? 

Tlie simple thought that yon were doing wrong I 

No longer can your spoil be called ill-gotten, 

And so, of course, your occupation’s gone ; 

Your once delightful sport seems simply rotten 
When dear old dames applaud and urge you on ; 

^es, Clarence, vanished are your palmy days ; 

The world has damned you with unstinted praise 1 

In an article by "Wykehamist,” in The Observer, the 
famous Harrow song is quoted as follows • 

“ Ood gives us horses to guard aud beleaguer, 

Games (o play at, whether earnest or fun ; 

J^igJits for the fearless and goods for the buyer. 

Aweuty, au'l thirty and forty years on." 

V. e aa-e now losing forward keenly to an equally humorous 

*0 P» 

Portogat and 

nr. e , Alcrdmi Daily Joxmxah 

fnlLi ovf® a pitiable state of 

anxiety about their friends in Iceland. 

however, u.uall/ won by some Lor8;.”-J/or«f«r, 

a dark tortoise would spring a surprise 
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ESSENCE OF , ■ 

PARLIAMENT. " “ ^ — 

(Extracted from the Diary 
ofTobt, M.P.) 

Ho^ise of Gem-mom^ 

Monday, June 17.—- In 

the dying moments of a ^ 

drear sitting, when all 

was lost but the last *bus 

for Brixton, opportunity 

suddenly, unexpeotedly, 

presented itself to the M 

Mad Hattek. As they 

say in Prance, he seized 

it by the hair. In ac- 

cordance with Standing v 

Order debate and diyi- 

sion on New Beform 

Bill concluded before 11 P]]]f| ]f[[jij 

o'clock. There followed j||)|[|j) ll'IJI 

procedure of running SSafa S^" 

through subsequent 
Orders and the motion 

for adjournment of the ^^^j B BBB^^W^^B^BB^^W 
House formally made 
from Treasury Bench. 

Hereupon it is open to ^ — — 

Members, subject to limi- “Mr. Speaker, do you rule that when a man has nothing 
tation of time, to raise to deliTera qieech?*’ 

debate on any topic under the sun. {speech with me, I hare the oppor- 
When hands of clock touch half -past tunity.” 

eleven Speakbb vanishes from Chair; Could any cose be clearer? any 
sitnng automatically closes. logic more uncontrovertible ? 

Un motion for a^oumment made Opposition not to be deceived. Plain 
to-mght, GBiFFira-BoscAWEN, inter- to them this was a plot born in 
posing, accused Home Secbbtaet of MachiaveUian brain of Home Sbcrb- 
bqlstenng up case m favour of Welsh tart. Afraid to meet charges put 
Pisestabhshment by incorrectly citing forward by Griffith-Boscawen, he 
tacts and figur^ relating to slum-work had suborned the Mau Hatter, cun* 
m Cardiff. When he sat down all eyes 
were turned upon McKenna. He made 
no sign of intention to respond. Here 
was the Mad Hatter’s chance. If \\y:^ 

i there was no one ready to take the 
floor, why should not he? Had done 
pretty well through the long evening, 

[ At Question time made overtures to 
j Foreign Office for permission to inspect Bl 

documents in its charge relating to case gfj 

of Miss Malecka. Worked off speech 
on New Heform Bill illumined by at « ' 
least one remark that went to root of I 

*<Mi\ SPEAEEB,“he said, ^*this Bill | 

^ Forgetful of this priceless contribu- 
tion to debate. House greeted his fresh in- 
terposition with howl of execration that 
made the blood curdle. “McKenna! 

McKenna ! ” the Opposition yelled. 

Mad Hatter regarded them with in- x 

effable serenity. Pink of^ courtesy, he 

on scene was due, 

“When I had a spech ready, you 
Mr. Speaker, he said, nodding affably ' ' 

to dignitary in the Chair, “ did not call A TRUOULEITT MAN OV AVAK. 
upon me. Now, when I have not my Mr. Agar-Robartes. 


A TRUOULEITT MAN OV AVAR. 
Mr. Agar-Robartes. 


— oiJigly put him up to 

speak through available 
time that remained, 
knowing that at half- 
past eleven deliverance 
from awkward position 
would come. 

This not an idea bom 
in a brainy infant school. 
Amidst tumult, voice 
heard declaring that in 
consideration of his ser- 
vices on this occasion 
' ^ ' the Mad Hatter's name 

would appear “in next 
Honours List.” 

Another paradoxically 
accused the Mad Hatter 
of being “a Bonnet.” 
Speaker, asked to say 
whether use of the op- 
probrious term was in 
^^^Be order, oracularly re- 
sponded. “It is a well- 
known Parliamentary 
expression.” 

^ No less a person than 

. * , ^ Alfred Lyttelton di- 

rtosayhennist ^.g^tly accused Home 

Secbetart of sheltering 

- himself behind the Mad Hatter, 

This too much for McI^nna, who 
appealed to Speaker to say whether 
it was in order to accuse him of 
sheltering behind another Member. 
Speaker thought phrase was not un- 
parliamentary. Amid storm of Oppo- 
sition cheering he confessed he had not 
imderetood why Home Secretary had 
not immediately followed Griffith- 
Boscawen. 

“ The honourable gentleman now in 
possession of the House,” he added, 
glancing towards the Mad Hatter, in 
nocent creator of the turmoil, “admits 
he has not got a speech ready, and 
therefore I do not see what the object 
: of his rising was,” 

Speaker’s knowledge covers wide 
range. Evidently doesn’t know his 
Mad Hatter. 

Thus adjured, Home Secretary rose 
to explain; was engaged upon task 
when, at half-past eleven. House ad- 
journed. Mad Hatter went off with 
the rest, musing on proceedings. 

“ I think I put them right,” he mod- 
estly said to himself. “ What I don't 
understand is Speaker’s remark that 
he did not see why I got up to speak 
since I admitted I had no speech ready. 

If lie means that 'when a man has 
nothing to say he must not get up to 
deliver a speech he strikes at the, 
heart of system of Parliamentary' de- 
bate. Shall put down question on 
subject for to-morrow.” 

Business done . — By majority of 224, 
leave given to bring in New Reform 
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Bill. Government majority bigger than 
ever. Of course it does not represent 
acquiescence in the Bill. Merely sup- 
plies necessary authority for printing it. 

Tuesday , — Proceedings with Home 
Pule Bill as far as they have gone 
dider a little ludicrously from what 
was anticipated. Eeniembering threats 
uttered elsewhere by Gknekal Gaeson, 
K.G., the Minatory Moore and the 
Crusading Craig, people reasonably 
expected that as soon as Committee 
got to work there would not only be 
wigs on the green but heads, arms, 
perad venture here and there a log. Up 
to now debate even decorously dull. 
Ulster felt that something must be 
done to justify big words spoken and 
written outside. 

Opportunity presented itself when 
Premier moved closure on amendment 
which that truculent man of war, Agar- 
Eobaetes, had witlrinailed fist tabled. 
Old familiar cry, Gag, Gag ! raised. 
House cleared, for division. j\rcNErLi:j 
(not Swift) proposed to continue de- 
bate. Upstanding, he shouted some- 
tln.ng inaudible amid tumultuous cries 
ol *• Order! '* Chairman op Committees j 
also on his feet. Disorder increased 
and maintained by persistent cries 
of “Order!” Chairman reminded 
McN Einn that, the question having been 
put and division called, if be desired to 
address the Chair he must do so seated 
with his hat on. 

Hint promptly taken by the Martial 
Moore. 

“ Has the question been put ? ” ho < 
artlessly inquired from under brim of • 
bis hat. “1 did not liear it.” 

By this time jMcNeill had learned ] 
his lesson. Seated with somebody’s hat j 
on, he cried aloud on the Chairman, i 
Wanted to know w'hether it w’as not^ 
his (the Ch.urman’s) duty to preseiTe ‘ j 
order? A pertinent question this for'i 
Member with whom Chairman had for ' 5 
some minutes been wrestling in attempt t 
to make him observe elementai’y rule ( 
of order. Chairman responded by r 
lotting the question of closm’e, and the I 
mob, laughing, shouting, gesticidating, 
moved off to Division Bobby. q 

Another outburst of wild excitement s 
when they came back. Agar-Kobartes’ 
Amendment, insisting on partition of 
Ireland by exclusion of four counties 
from operation of proposed Act, was tl 
negatived by majority of 69. This 
suill(^. It was 29 more than majority 7^ 
by which Gladstonp pfioted his second a 

Home Sule Billtbrough the Commons, p] 

Hut it was 33 less than majority which “ 
other day negatived Instruction to S 
^ht the BOl in twain. Opposition, “ 
acwMingly, cheered itsdf hoarse. Z 
^ dfo)n5.~Ameudment propos- A: 


n Down and Derry from Home Eule Bill 
it negatived by 320 votes against 251. 
p- ^ Friday . — Speaker’s ruling that it 
t. is not iin- Parliamentary to accuse a 
le Member of acting as “a bonnet” con- 
le tinues to create surprise. According to 
it that monumental authority, A Neiu 
ts English Dictionary, “ a bonnet ” is an 
JT, exceedingly undesirable acquaintance, 
le He is variously defined as** a person used 
y to conceal or put a good face upon 
te underhand proceedings ; a pretended 
•e player at a gaming table or bidder at 
3, an auction, secretly in league with tlie 
p proprietor or auctioneer to lure others 
1. to play or buy ; a thimble-rigger’s 
e accomplice ; a decoy.” 
cl Point of order raised, Speaker 

promptly ruled tliat the taunt flung at 
ii a jMember was innocuous by precedent, 
t Eeterence greatly puzzled House. 

Sark says it proves afresh the wide 
L and intimate knowledge of Parlia- 
. mentary incidents possessed by the 
J Si'EAKER, liis tenacious memory and 
- bis readiness at critical moments. 

** I suppose,” he adds, ** there arc not 
s I a score of Members besides tlie Speaker 
5 [and myself who witnessed the scene 
1 on which the ruling is based.' It 
3 happened on a day in April, 1885. 

I The Poiirth Party were at height of 
I fame and power. Gentle Stafford 
) Northcotb had for full four years 
I suflered sorely at hands of. Ean- 
DOLPH. On this particular night ques- 
i tion arose upon which Eandolph, 
taking part in a lively turn of debate, 

J designedly or otherwise did something 
to lielp G overnment over awkward stile. 
The proverbial worm will turn at last. 
Stafford NoRTHcoxE-saw his chance 
and seized it with readnress and vigour ^ 
that delighted crowded House. ‘ My 
I noble friend/ he said, *is very adroit 
; and agile in the positions ho has taken ^ 
, up. But this is the first time I have 
seen him perform the part of a bonnet ^ 
to the Government.’ Peel was in the t 
Chair in those days. Appealed to on c 
point of order, he declined to direct c 
Northcote to withdraw the word,” t 

Business Eepoi*t stage con- I 

eluded of Bill qualifying clergymen to t 
sit on municipal corporations. ii 


AT THE PLAY. 

“ The Amazons.” 

I HAD not assisted at the original 
production of this ** farcical romance,” 
and so it was fresh to me the other 
night, or rather, perhaps, the freshness 
was mostly on my side. Por the athletic 
female, whose advent, by the way, had 
been hailed at a much earlier date by 
DU Mauriee, is vieux jeu by now. . And 
yet, since slie is still on her trial, Sir 
Arthur Pinero’s revival cannot mark 
the full triumph of accomplished 
prophecy (if that was what ho ^vas 
after), as it might have done if the 
theme had been the eaily promise of 
one of those things, like the motor-car 
or the monoplane, which by comiro.a 
consent have “ come to stay.” 



The Glasgow Touch. 

** Mr. Cosh took exception to the proposal of 
the Magistrates to give the AiistraJiau boNvIers 
an alteriioou i-eceptioii on the occasion of their 
f He moved that the minute 

bo sent back for further consideration. Mr 
Alexander M*Clure seconded in order, he ex‘- 
plamed, tliat more adequate arrangements 
mmlit be made for the reception of the Aus- 
hjians. Baihe M*MUlan Wing eVplained 
«iat the reocption proposed meant only a enp 

^ were almost unanimously 

adopted. — Glasgow Neics^ ^ 

^7 eommeat on this wotdd spoil its 
Simple beauty. ^ 


THE SISTERS BELTURBET QUALIFYIXG 
EOR THE HALLS. 

Miss Pauline Chase, Miss Phyllis 
Neilson-Terry and Miss Mahie LOhii. 

For all that, the reappearance of The 
Amazons is welcome because it proves 
to the new generation, and reminds the 
old, that Sir Arthur was once capable 
of innocent frivolity. For The Amazons, 
though a little obvious after the first 
blush (if the word may be used of a 
trio of girls so blatantly masculine), 
is at ' least free from those painful 
social problems and that analysis of 
obscure and ugly motives on which he 
has insisted in his later work ; and it 
leaves no sour or pungent taste in the 
mouth. 

I except one feature in the play 
which its author would have done weU 
to revise by the light of the change in 
modern feeling. In these days, when 
our neighbours across the water bid 
fair to hold their own against' us in 
most games of skill and courage, his 
sneers at French sportsmanship are 
not only out of date, but, in view of our 



Cfulpr^ « My dear yeiloty, that 's okiy what t SAr r **'’*““’ ^ ’* 

^ TRISns^ A IiOT AtORS OF TOIT, 


^lations, are liable to iwive a 
cordial nnsnnderstanding. 

But what astonishes me most in 
three la&s 

^ delMtable as Miss Nbhison-Tebbt, 
M^ L6he and Miss Pacijne 
Ohme to Musent to make an exhibition 
“ modem male attire. 
The disi^sionment was most painful. 
Ihe pa^eular feminine charm of Miss 
Mabo! Lorn was saorifieed to a more- 
than-masoulme horsiness, and with no 
sort of compensation that I could dis- i 

resemblance i 
to the fightmg heroines of antiquity, 1 
NBmsoN-TEEET was the only oiw i 
Who made any pretence to this dis- i 
•tmotion. As for Miss Paulikb Chase j 
aJwam so piquant a figure in the i 
sketchy costume of Peter Pan, here she a 
was ngged out in breeches and gaiters 
for the pimposes of a fishing expedition c 
(mitiga,ted by incidental interludes on a 
rae gmtar) and seemed to me, in Prtt, ^ 
Mays words, to be the “smallest n 
! giantess on record." y 

The real fun of the play — and the w 
Amazons ” themselyes had very little | a 


* that-began with the en- 
taanoe (on all fours) of Mr. Weedon 

3- and whenever he was on the steae 

^ behanom- of his ancient family, it was 

B impossible to be dull. ^ ^ 

ini™ -I® uf® vh-tues of this 

■ actor that he can always 
l. afford-such is Ins resem of streng&i 

* ii ^ imderstate his case. I never feel ■ 

- l^alwutMr.DiOEBouciCArmTTbS , 

) to do him justice, his Erenohman was I 

■ a part that demanded a more forcing 

- method, relymg for its humorous effect < 

, less on the thing said than on the t 
I mamer of saying it and on the right i 
gestme. And, anyhow, the oharacte, a 
as I complained before, belongs to a r 
past age and needed much farcical t 
actmty for its resurrection. o 

Miss Elms Jeffrets b 
cannofc be said to have looked quite like 
a mother of Amazons, but her spirit 
ms as male as you could wish. I did « 
not mistake Mr. GonFEBV Teabee for a t« 
Varsity Blue, but then I have never V 
yet mistak^ anybody on the stage for w 
a Varsity Blue, except Mr. Benson, jtl 


w tS* ^®PPeiis to be ona But Mr. 
^ ^ong, though his 

)' lilm ®®mething more spacious, 

>. like a praine of the Par WesUor its 

5 'H® personality seemed 

n® ®”“P®^ m confinement of 
this Overate covert. I should myself 

?® ®®“® partridg* 

which, as I gathered, made it thdr «jed- 
a-f^e instMd of the usual stubble and 
loots ; but I would not think of setting 
up my own experience against that of 
bir JJiNG on a question of bird-life. 

Afto a time the play began to re- 

a“d,quiok- 
m the last Act to a more 
roUicking tempo, sent the large audience 
away well satisfied with their entertain- 
Imont; reassured, too, of the charm of 
their favountes by a brief final glimpse 
of them m the habiliments proper to 
beauty. O. S 


To a rather dark-coloured, deep mezm- 
soprano voree the iiiimr jeans a Vlendid 
tempenunent.’’— Tel(grajA. * 

We ourselves prefer a plum-cotoured I 
voice with blue stripes, or else sorae- 
thmg with a tartan timbre. | 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(Bij J/r. Punch's Staff oj Learned ChrTcs.) 
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The conventwmhtyof Mrs. Stanley Weexch’s story P^ 
py ;Smo«:e (Lo^g), is relieved by her skiUnl handlin /of loca 

® an intimate knowledge of the Oxfordshire 
podiSdint, cind us6s ifc to . 


Ix.vill be a duller day , She has an intimate L7wi;dgrof t^^^^^ 

generous amatem- culture in Inch volumes as -f ViWi/lji i ?, ^ moderate story. The “ loo-belling ” episode 

ifOKe, UHef O/Acr Papers, by Lord Ebde 3 du:,e (L^'iii') IheiOxfL-Zi ‘ is a punishment which the 

author does not altogether disdain the friendly c/Wi/nor is ' Jot to^ *^ose who offend against ite 

he free irem that last infirmity of noble (and othS’KlcH* nl f I* combines the more out 

makeis, the rcpnntmg of the respected address~s andlfiorsp burnmg-m-efagy and ducking-in-the- 

occasional papers of an earlier derade. “A Ti-agedy in ' snorts*^ other rurai 

Lo/don diseureive paper on the fevve^ of wC vou^/et oS S'fhS^n ^®®® restrained 

on Lbonabdo; an inform- ge‘ of t he University c entre into the villages. 

infm-esMiw summar/of tb^ history of^eJ^^BuTrS^ doSt^b® aJ e“d ’'ooks there should no 

i|s ~ SStfetri 

and saw the birtli and . “ with ‘WHiSTr.nn’o 








ip! 


•iTi * «'3auciatea 

— with Whistleh’s esperi- 
ments in lithography, 
f whereby he added 
i “Songs in Stone” to 
j the world’s store of har- 
mony. Both with pencil 
and pen Mr. Way builds 
up an impression of the 
Butterfly (not omitting 
his sting). ■ He hnew 
him wed-uiffil the' time 
came, as come ifc did with 
so m^jxy of, the artist's 
uiends, for, a final breach. 
Incidentally we meet 
again the adventurous 


Chahles 


: to Tokyo tlie lithographer, who, Mr, w^ aSat 

and saw the birtli and . ^ with WHiSTnEB’s exnei 

, ^rly struggles of the \w. . i ,, . .. ments in lithom-aSh 

a TOnSw‘“;«^®/co?‘^! lie adde 

Alri^eour/^stJre^^n‘ithi ■^- <Jie world’/ stor^/f ha! 

theEoubisw-'"'d*b'^kf*^'^ ^ 4~i f pen Mr!^WAY bud^ 

in forty yeai’s their sons him weU“nnfi7 fL' 

There are many Jpkndfd ' 1 ^endk^fL 

Srdangm-oiJ^^'rtv^o! ®ht°to ^S“®WaSeb 

sinking a vessel to block whicli is cab 

thee.vit.from Port Arthur Kouse-Agest at the iatest <■- ^517',,,°“®?®'®®'''^ to 

Ho succeeded in placing suanouxaufe^ GximEx cn-r adoits a cosiume to db’vecotes. 

them so^erious an Sv“ Sir Edmund C Go/’Jho«v ‘‘Ws is until I 

commit ham-kiri on the’ ou-itf/* / ^® “®®®ss.ary to ! DacoU. He describes in a 

discharge of his debt. ^ "*®®^ s^iip io f f^i® Indian poUec to catch a notortons^S® 

- - - • I supreme impudence of 1 7 ® cuminal, a rogue of 

Jim Fisher was a rural “nut ” anr? iiJc ■ • + nr i he escapes at Ihq^ tt ^ ways that one is 

female equivalent. They lived at Blfni, the ; with teen delight ifc through 

th«ii»l4s .till, SuSlf A'™'’*™ ««a Mt wUch 006 ffl , 2 ,m *'!“* “«^8 teeling m¥ 

«l»ppln666 i»lo“ e uS, “K; hSEiMf *’ “f® «f£ 

Huntleys. Apart from hot having a title the j that it was nearly all in thp* 

> which Jim. 1 7 a title, the only wav n ^ the telling. Candi^lT^ 


O v^xiAXtijES 

Augustus ‘HowEXiri, of 
whom ifc is impossible* to 
hear too much; and there 
IS also a pertinent refer- 
ence to ]\fr. Walter 
Greaves which is cal- 
culated once again to 
disturb the dovecotes. 
Where there's a Will 
there 's a way is an in- 


which Jins faUed to be a Bad Kn/t wal 'vay in I exploits are uot very mS/’l t n^.f- 

sued Jess i«X/ w^i hirLoXom« "aTi^^*®- ^® a/d vorcaDLl reiS^fi,*^®^®?^'^ n^vep/^e 
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*' Do’wn with Capital I ” said the banner. 

1 ^ and I fehiak I should have ignored it and continued on mv vay home from my 

LiBOUBr ^ ^ working man), but at the nest moment I observed a second banner which said, “Dowk with 

• I..- je^Ginber to have seen this sentiment before, certainly not in juxtaposition to the other. Greativ 

ii^ii^ed, I sought for fresh hght in the perusal of further banners, and read, “Up with Oosscubbs I ” and “ God Save 
THE Stbtjggling Middle Classes ! ’ <- -uu vod oa»s 

{(■ the massed gathering had an air of high respectability and intelligence, being made np. 

it seemed, of the bram-workers of London— her bamsters, her ai-tists, her journalists, her phvsici^s. ^ 

“ A quiet, orderly crowd,” I said to a large member of the Force, 

“Very well-behaved. Sir,” he replied. 

“ And what is it aU about ? ” I asked. 

“ It ’s along of this sausage-makers’ strike,” be said. 


^ T. sausaps in the lieiglib of summer had never closely appealed to me, yet I felt that what apparently 

touched my own class of toilers should have at least a fairly convivial interest for me, so I descended into the ai-ena 
wifchm reach of the spray of the fountain, where I could catch the remarks of an orator who had established himself 
upon the summit of the steps of Nelson’s Statue. I recognised him as a well-known junior attached to the Probate 
, Divorce and Admiralty Division. ' 

“ And what, Gentlemen,” he was saying, “has the Government done? It has refused protection to labour 
imported from the dog-fancier trade on the ground that such importation is provocative. But we are not mainly 
delinquency of the Home Secretabt; for, after all, in the near approach of the baneful infiuenca 
of Sirius, the sausage has ceased, for the time, to rank among the amenities of life. It is rather as a sign of the times 
that we protest against this strike, coming as it does to crown the almost continuous unrest of these past twdve 
months. 

“ We take no sides in this matter, though we recognise that the Labour-leaders, the Tilletts and the GosKngB, 
who, on the strength of a dispute about a single employee, called upon all the transport-workers throughout the 
country to strike in sympathy, have set a most deplorable example. What if the masters followed it ? What if, for 
an equally trivial reason, they called for a National Lock-out by way of sympathy? But, as I say, we wish to show no 
bias. ^ A plague o' both your houses I ' we cry. 



498 


PUlSrCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Joke 26, 1912. 


toS‘‘£i2«‘d °' “■' “““S'- ioSii^tLTiS 

the epeaher reromed floor «EIWdS^^^Sa^ ooenter-blaat oi oar own " (Loud opplanse, doriag wliieh 

: ia tte ?S.S*S;^af LT: “ Junior and affl. a dight aaore^eno. 

Arrived at his destination, and leaning ffracefallvunon the no^tTf of one of the Lahdbbbb lions. 

'■ FeUow-workers,” he S-l^rhS ,? S® Beasts, he began to address the meeting, 

actually prepared to strike in sympatW witfi sSe-fS thTSJ!^ f attotion--* though I am nft 
generous sustenance than you prOMse to sanetio/ i= deheate nature of my work requires a more 

relatively primitive oonditWXch yon^ th^Tl ^l^ ^«Posal. In the 

mdu^ a cravmg for a compensative assortment of spiritual food sacrifice of carnal luxuries should 

say, m the woi^ of the poet, ‘ My m»n.=; to Xa SiXmS ■ oihesmise wUI each of you be in a position to 

who^had made a <mnscieSs®stSy o? ,, Instantly 



pfittibrtb a:tib Jf0rtg-Sex:0nb Wolnmt. 
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